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	1. Hateful Place

**A/N: Hey guys, this is another story for HTTYD and I hope it will be a success, so enjoy!**

_Hiccup's POV_

"Dad don't!" I yelled as Toothless was being locked up like a beast. "You befriended a dragon Hiccup! What were you thinking!?" he yelled at me. This was in the Arena. Everyone was watching, most of them with hate in their eyes towards me, yelling _Traitor!_ and other names that I won't dare mention. My so called friends, even if you call them that were also watching, not believing what I did, and shunning me for it. Then I saw her, Astrid, she refused to make eye contact with me. I lowered my head in defeat. _"If only I went after her"_ I thought. You see she found that I was keeping Toothless and she ran to tell the village. I thought they wouldn't believe her...but I was mistaken.

They soon came with swords, bolas, axes, and fire ready to kill Toothless but my dad wanted him alive to have a public execution of one of the most dangerous dragons alive. "I told you I shot one down but you didn't believe me. None of you!" I yelled because I was extremely angry right now. All the anger from constant shunning, teasing and bullying was coming out. "Then why didn't you kill it son, brought me the head and show that you're a Viking!?" Stoick asked. He was just as angry at me than everyone else.

I looked down, I looked to Astrid who was staring at me this time, but with anger and was also waiting for the truth. "Because when I found him...he was as weak as I was...I looked into his eyes...and I saw myself" I answered. Everyone shaking their heads and more angry comments, all for me taking pity on our mortal enemy. "You betrayed us son...You betrayed our laws, our village...you betrayed me!" my dad yelled. I looked at him, I could see the hurt in his eyes and I looked around once more. I never truly felt like an Outcast...until now.

"Is it my fault that you can't change...Is it my fault that I trained him...Is it my fault that you are all pathetic?!" I screamed, tears brimming my eyes now. Everyone gasped when I made that comment and again started with their pointless threats. "You are no son of mine..." he said and turned away not giving me a second thought. "Mom would have understood" I said simply. I knew she would have understood because she was the only one who understood me when everyone else...not even my own father...didn't.

"Who would like the honour of cutting out this creature's heart!?" he yelled to which everyone cheered. "See Hiccup, this is what Vikings are, it's who we are! And that'll never change!" he said without looking at me. Even my 'friends' were fighting to get to Stoick...except Astrid. She just stood there with an emotionless face. "I'll do it!" I heard an all too familiar voice. I looked to see my best friend, Ripper, come next to me. "I'll kill him, to set an example to Hiccup of what he should have done that day" he said looking at me coldly.

Turned out Ripper had followed me that day and saw me release the Toothless, and he was there when I discovered all the tricks about a dragon. He helped me keep him a secret...and now he was going to kill Toothless. I couldn't look him in the eyes. "Alright Ripper, go ahead" my dad said handing him the sword and he walked right up to Toothless. I looked away, I couldn't bare see my best friend slaughter the only other friend I had. I was waiting Toothless to roar in pain, but I never heard it...all I heard were gasps...I looked up and I couldn't believe it.

Ripper had broke the locks that restrained Toothless with the sword and cut his ropes. As soon as he realized he was free, Toothless made a B-line for me and grabbed me and ran out of the Arena, over the villagers who were blocking the way. I quickly climbed up onto Toothless' back and looked down to see Ripper saying to get away. I couldn't leave him...they'd give him the death sentence for sure, and it was evident when Tuffnut and Snotlout came up and clamped his hands behind his back.

"Don't worry about me! Now get out of here!" he yelled and I had to do as they started firing arrows at me. I flew out towards the ocean, not knowing where to start my new life but one thing was for sure...I'm never coming back to this hateful place.


	2. The Truth Comes Out

**A/N: Hey guys, this is another story for HTTYD and I hope it will be a success, so enjoy!**

_Normal POV_

It had been just two days when Hiccup betrayed his whole clan. Befriended a dragon, lied to the village, lied to his friends...to his father. His name was never mentioned, and if it was...always with hate, disgust, shame. Hiccup the Useless went to being Hiccup the Traitor. No Viking wanted anything to with his past anymore.

Stoick carried that shame, and everyone felt sorry for him. Sorry that he had a son like Hiccup and not a _real_ Viking. His mood changed that day. He became angry, shameful and...sad at the same time, that he let his son turn against him, and their own past of killing dragons. But today there was going to be some entertainment for the villagers of Berk...because today there was going to be an execution for a Viking who committed treason

_Berk's Cell Blocks_

Ripper could hear all the preparations going on for his execution outside, as well as all the gossip of either being beheaded, pulled apart, impaled, etc. It would normally send chills down any person...but Ripper could give two dragon shit's about it. He simply sat down, with his back leaning against the wall and stared at the wall across his cell. He knew Hiccup had escaped and was going to start a new life some where else. He was thinking that he did live a good life, even though he was the same age as Hiccup, only fifteen, but he was better treated than Hiccup...much better. And it sickened him.

The chief's son was known for only his blunders, mistakes, uselessness and trouble...nothing good...and people wished he was gone. Well they got their wish, and he was sure _all_ of them were happy about it.

"Well, if it isn't the other stupid excuse for a troll" he heard Snotlout say. He looked to his left and on the other side of the cell bars were Astrid, Snotlout, the Twins and Fishlegs. Ripper just let out a laugh. "How long did it take you to come with that Snot? Must've been thinking about it all night aye?" he mocked. The teens saw this make a dent in Snotlout's ego.

"You shouldn't be talking like that to the future heir of this tribe" he said sticking out his chest. "Oh please...I give this village 2 days before it burns down when you become chief" he said, this time turning his attention back to the wall, denting Snotlout's ego even further. "Snot, just give it up" Astrid said seeing that Ripper could keep this up all day. "Ooh, it speaks" Ripper said, making fun of Astrid now...and she didn't like it one bit. "You're going to _die_ in less than an hour...and you're making fun of us?" she spat at him.

"I'm going die...yes...and your point?" Ripper plainly asked. The others just stared at him in disbelief. "Oh and by the way...I've been making fun of you for only ten minutes...compared to what you all did to Hiccup for ten years" he said, anger evident in his voice. "What, the guy's a walking fishbone...he's pathetic" Snotlout said. "Not to mention useless, scrawny" Tuffnut added. "Even weak, dumb, and overall a loser" Ruffnut added. "Anything you and Fishlegs want to add to that Astrid?" Ripper asked, already wishing he was on the other side of those bars so he could strangle them. She didn't answer.

"I can't believe you guys" Ripper said, pure hatred in his voice. "You can't believe us?! What about you?! You along with him, betrayed us...betrayed our clan!" Astrid yelled. She was tired of Ripper being angry them for no reason. If he could be mad...so could she.

"Did I shove Hiccup's face into a barrel every single day...did I make fun of his mother when she died...did I always blame things on him, just for the fun of it...did I not have his back in those situations...did you ever hear him cry in the night...did you ever see him run into the forests and cry his heart out...did I ever tease him every single time when I saw him...did I never listen to him...did you ever hear him _wishing_ he was _DEAD!_...did I ever make him feel _USELESS!_" he shouted. By now he was holding the bars of his cell and everyone took a step back when he lunged at them.

"Fishlegs was probably the only one who tried to be a friend to him! But you guys began making fun of him when he tried to!" he said, pointing at Snotlout and the Twins. The teens couldn't believe what Ripper had said. "Did...did we really..." Astrid began but was cut off. "Yes you did really!" Ripper shot back. He looked back to Snotlout. "You were his cousin, his blood, and you were the one who tormented him the most...bullied him..._hurt_ him...and you always laughed at him just because in your mind he was a stupid excuse for a Viking...and most of you joined in making fun of him" he said. By now he had calmed down and had let go for the bars. He went back to where he was sitting and slumped down. "I'm done talking" he stated and looked back at the wall.

He head the sound of four pairs of feet walk dissipate as they walked off, but there were five who came. "What are you still doing here?" he asked without turning. Astrid was still there. "You're the person I least want to talk to...after you betrayed him" he said.

"How did I betray him...I did what any other Viking would have done!" she shot back. Right now she wasn't angry...she didn't know what emotion to choose. "He loved you Astrid" he stated. This caught Astrid off guard and her eyes became softer, and she was developing a feeling in her heart which she never felt before.

"He would tell me that every time you smiled at him...it would have brightened up his day. He said he was thankful you didn't bully him, tease him, and because of that he could trust you, and he did trust you. He thought you were different from the others. He wanted to show you Toothless" Ripper said. If he was about to die, he might as well tell her everything since she might never see Hiccup again.

"Look at the blade of your axe" he said. Astrid looked at her axe which she carried with her at her belt and took it and turned it over. She gasped when she saw the word's _Valkyrie's Blade"_ engraved in the metal. "Take a close look at that weapon" he said, but she was already starting to. The axe was light but the blade was perfect, strong, tough, not easily worn. The grip was phenomenal, and suited _her_ perfectly. "Hiccup made that for you" he said.

"But my...dad gave it to me on my 15th birthday" she said. "He never told you where he got it from did he?" he asked. Then it started coming back to her. Hiccup was extremely busy that time she remembered. He only said he was working on something but she didn't know what. "He cared for you...but he knew he would never be able to get because well...there are so many other Vikings who are deserving of you that he's just..._nothing_" he said.

Astrid heard enough and she left him there. She ran...just ran and ran...and ran...not to her home...she ran to the forest, deep into the forest and without knowing, she found herself at the Cove...the same place where found Hiccup and Toothless...and told everyone. The sky was a dark grey now, a storm was coming but this one would be different. She dropped her axe onto the ground and fell to her knees and a few drops of water fell onto the blade with the engraving in it. But it wasn't rain.

Astrid was crying.


	3. Our New Home

**A/N:** Hey guys, NFS LOVER here. Did you guys get a look at the pictures of how the characters? I mean WOW, Astrid and Hiccup changed so much, and they both look so much better. Hiccup looks more masculine and handsome and Astrid looks as beautiful as ever...although I still believe she's has her fiery personality. Anyway, enjoy!****

_Hiccup's POV_

It's been a day since I left my home...if that's what you can call it. A home is supposed to be a place you feel safe, that there are people who accept you, love you for who you are, even with your flaws and will always have your back. "Clearly I have to rethink a definition of home" I said aloud. Berk were none of those. The only person who probably understood me, other than Ripper was...mom. I miss her every single day. Part of me knows that she wouldn't have liked me siding with a dragon, but part of me also knows that she would have at least listened to me before acting. I guess that's where I got my personality. I got nothing from my father's side...thank Oden.

But then it hit me...Ripper was the only other person who ever accepted me and he committed treason just so that Toothless wouldn't be killed. I knew what we had to do. "Bud, we gotta go back" I said as he turned him around. We landed on an island that was probably about an hour's flying time from Berk and rested there for the night. He nodded and we took off.

_Normal POV_

Ripper was now being led by two guards to the Arena. He knew he was going to face the death penalty for aiding Hiccup but in his mind...he did the right thing. There was another large crowd waiting around the Arena and Stoick was at the other end by his seat, standing up and waiting till the guards left Ripper in there. He was soon in the middle and the guards untied his ropes and walked out, with the iron gate closing behind them. "Ripper Bonemould" Stoick said, causing everyone else to cease their talking. "You are charge with treason against your own tribe for aiding a dragon and..." he paused there. Ripper did not look away but right in his eyes. He saw anger, hurt, sadness and frustration in Stoick's eyes. _"At least he's still human"_ he thought. "...and a traitor" Stoick finished his sentence. "Any last words" he asked.

Ripper looked around the Arena to see that the crowds were still silent. He saw the teens there, even Astrid, but he saw something, faint, but it was there...tear stains. He smiled at them and looked back at Stoick. "I hope you all are happy for you've done to Hiccup...to YOUR son!" he said right at Stoick. Stoick didn't budge.

"Then your death trial will be...by dragon" he said and a Monstrous Nightmare burst through the gates a flame. It jumped onto the walls and walked about right to the ceiling which was held by chains. The dragon looked back at Ripper and at the intent of killing him right there. It dropped down, its body back to normal. Ripper was unfazed though by the dragon. Everyone thought he was scared and because of that couldn't move and began laughing at him. Ripper just smirked and stuck his hand out, his palm ready to accept the dragon.

At first the dragon stopped and was curious about his actions, as seeing this human was unfazed by him. But then he saw his hand stuck out and slowly he reached his snout in and rested Ripper's palm on his snout. The whole crowd gasped and could not believe what they were seeing. This dragon was not attacking Ripper...instead it was obeying him.

The teens could not believe what they were seeing. Fishlegs even fainted when he saw what happened because it was just not possible to tame a dragon. "What whichcraft is this?!" someone shouted. "Whichcraft? Please, this is something that can happen when you listen. This is what Hiccup accomplished with a Nightfury. Dragons are not our enemies" Ripper stated but was stopped by Stoick.

Spitelout threw a spear at the dragon, causing it to break out of its trance and set a flame again. Now the real show had begun, but it was too late. People began hearing the distinct sounds of a Nightfury approaching. "Get down!" Gobber yelled and soon there was a bright flash and a ton of smoke. When people, including the teens recovered from the shockwave of the blast they saw a huge hole in the roof of the Arena and a black shadow shoot out of the hole as well. When they looked up they saw Hiccup on Toothless with Ripper behind him.

"You don't want us fine...we'll _never_ come back...all of you have made that perfectly clear" he said, the last part looking at Astrid who looked away from his eyes because she was afraid that she'd see the hurt. And with a quick flap, Toothless and his riders were on their way to a new life...away from our horrible past.

_Skies of the Sea_

"So what now?" Ripper asked. It's been about an hour since the two left Berk far behind them and now their only question was where to go. "I-I don't know Hiccup" Hiccup said. "It's actually the first time that I feel free but I don't know where to go" he said. Ripper stopped for a second and began thinking. Ripper didn't really have parents, he was like an orphan. A group of sailors had brought him to Berk and asked Stoick to take care of him but they wouldn't say who the parents were or why they were giving him to them.

"If I remember correctly, there should be a tribe that's about four hours away from here, in that direction" he said pointing east. "But do you want to live there?" he asked. "What do you mean?" Hiccup asked.

"Well since we've become Outcasts from our own tribe, we don't know if they might start searching for us or if they're going to warn others about us" he explained. Hiccup nodded his head. Ripper was right. They were Outcasts and basically had to start a new home elsewhere. "But the question is do you want to start a home close to Berk or far away from it?" Ripper asked.

Hiccup got to thinking, find a home close to Berk where they wouldn't expect it, or a home far, far away from Berk and hope they'll never find them. "Well first we need some basic supplies so we'll stop at the tribe you just said" Hiccup said which Ripper said was four hours away from them, flying time anyway. By ship it would take about eighteen hours. At least dragons did have perks.

"So what do we say when we get there?" Ripper asked. "What do you mean, we need a place to stay for a while, food and shelter. What else is there?" Hiccup asked. "Ahem" Ripper coughed and pointed at Toothless. "Oh yeah, well we can see how that goes...I mean after Berk we can handle anything right?" Hiccup said, trying to stay in a positive mood. "If you say so" Ripper said and they both settled in for what would be quite a ride.

_Sharkslane Village_

"Ah Heather, are you done with your activities today?" a big, strong, proud man, with blackish, brownish hair and a beard that could hide a child asked his daughter. "Yes dad, I helped mom with the home tasks and went around the village as well" she replied to her father. The girl had raven black hair, emerald green eyes and a thin figure.

"Take it easy on her Treeroot, she's just a young girl" another voice said, belonging to a woman. She was of the same age as Treeroot and had raven black hair as well and was like every other Viking woman in the village. "Jessel, I need to make sure that she'll be ready someday to take over" Heather's father said. "Dad, first I need to find a suitor who will take me" Heather said.

All of a sudden there were shouts and running could be heard from outside the chief's house. "What the?" Treeroot said as he got up and went outside. He saw his people gather near the shores of the village with swords, shields and were yelling at something in the sky and that's when he saw it...a dragon was approaching. Except he noticed something...there seemed to be other shapes on top of the dragon, and when he looked closely, he gasped, there were humans on the dragon. "There's something you don't see everyday" he said as he ran to the shores as well.

_Ripper's POV_

We were approaching the village when we saw people on the shores of it, and they did not look happy. "We have to land" Hiccup said. "Are you nuts? Do you not see the swords and hear all the war cries?" I asked him. I knew if we landed there was a good chance they were going to kill us. "We have no choice Rip, we need a place to stay" he said. I shook my head knowing he was right but I still didn't like it.

We were soon on the shores of the village and me and Hiccup immediately got off and stood between the crowd and Toothless, who was not liking the attention and was now bearing his teeth and was in dangerous stance which meant he would attack if they did anything bad. "Everyone calm down" Hiccup said as we increased the gap between the crowd and Toothless. "What sorcery is this?!" "What are you doing protecting that dragon?!" "How were you riding it!?" were all the questions that were shot at us. But our main concern was calming everyone down...but that was not working so far.

"Everyone calm down!" we heard a voice say and soon saw a man, the same size and build of Stoick walk in front of the crowd. "Now who are you and how in Thor's name are you riding a Nightfury?" he asked. By this time the whole crowd had calmed down and were listening to what we had to say.

"Everyone, my name is Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, and this is Ripper Bonemould, we are from the Hairy Hooligan Tribe" he said. "Wait, aren't you Stoick's boy? What are you doing all the way out here?" their chief asked. "It's a long story, and I'll tell you about it over a meal. We are starving and we've been flying for hours" Hiccup said. The chief looked at us and could see the fatigue in our eyes. "On one condition, if that dragon of yours does not harm my people" he said looking at Toothless.

"Oh...Toothless isn't dangerous, if you don't provoke him" Hiccup said rubbing Toothless under his chin to which he purred. The whole crowd stared in awe. A Nightfury, one of the most dangerous dragons out there was purring like a cat to this boy, who was scrawny as a twig. "Why is he called Toothless?" I heard a voice call and when I looked into that direction, my heart stopped beating.

I saw the most beautiful person who has ever walked this place. She had raven black hair, green emerald eyes and a perfect figure that only the Gods themselves could have sculpted. "Heather what are you doing here?" I heard their chief say. "I wanted to know what the commotion was so I came dad" she said as she walked past her dad, approaching Toothless. "Ok, well show them Toothless" Hiccup said.

Toothless opened his mouth to reveal his row of sharp teeth but then in an instant he retracted them. "Wow" I heard Heather say. Toothless then flashed a gummy smile, making everyone laugh and all the kids say "He's cute". "Well this looks like a good start" I said to Hiccup who smiled back. Heather approached Toothless and stuck her hand out to which Toothless gladly allowed to rest on his snout. "He trusts you" I said looking at them. She smiled at me. "Well I guess you two need something to eat yes?" her father said coming up next to her and looking over Toothless.

We both nodded our heads. "Well then, everyone, to the Meade Hall, we have a feast to prepare for our guests!" he exclaimed and everyone cheered and rushed to the Hall.

"Well Ripper, I think we found our new home" Hiccup said. "I looked at Heather who was having a nice time with Toothless. "Yeah, I guess we did" I said.


	4. A New Addition

**A/N:** Hey guys, NFS LOVER here. Did you guys get a look at the pictures of how the characters? I mean WOW, Astrid and Hiccup changed so much, and they both look so much better. Hiccup looks more masculine and handsome and Astrid looks as beautiful as ever...although I still believe she's has her fiery personality. Anyway, enjoy!****

_Normal POV_

"Your cousin is a real jerk!" Treeroot said. The two had been the in their Hall of a few hours now and Hiccup had told them the entire story of him and Toothless and me, and the events that have taken place that led us here. "Well it is hard to fathom that dragons are trainable creatures...that I guess it's hard for them to understand" Treeroot said, having some understanding for what the people of Berk went through. "How is that so?" Ripper asked putting his mug down.

"Now I know we don't experience dragon attacks as much as Berk, maybe on a few occasions, such as once a week, but we'll get to that later. The Vikings have been fighting dragons for over 300 years, and it is hard to let that past go" he said. "We know that sir, but they couldn't be stubborn about it as Hel. But it's not only that...their treatment of Hiccup over the years...now that was _unforgivable_" Ripper said, getting angry again his friend's treatment.

"I'll agree with you there, your treatment Hiccup was not acceptable in any tribe and I believe you made the right choice in leaving, but I know it's hard for you to understand but this whole dragon training thing...it's new to Vikings, and I believe it will be a while until people accept it" Treeroot said. The two boys still couldn't believe it. Yes they were mad at their tribe's refusal to believe to change for the better, but now, that was a mix for Hiccup's treatment, and no one was more mad than him. He was shunned, teased and degraded for every mistake he made instead of the people helping him learn from it. Even his so called 'friends' didn't like him at all. Sure Astrid didn't talk to him or make fun of him, but she didn't stop any of the times when Snotlout did. She sometimes joined in, just to go with the crowd but nevet cared if it did happen right in front of her. She just minded her own business.

_Hiccup's POV_

"Anyway, what's this about a dragon problem?" I asked, intrigued to this new information. "Ah yes, our attacks are an isolated incident, it is the same dragon every week and it takes our livestock and keeps breaking into our food storage. It is a huge dragon and extremely dangerous. It has already injured a few of my men and it's attacks are getting more deadly" Treeroot explained. This was good news...well not for the village about the attacks but it was a chance for me and Ripper to possibly train this new dragon.

"We'll gladly take a look at this dragon to help you" I said. I couldn't wait to get started. The chief's facial expression lightened. "Oh thank you so much boys" he said. We then heard laughter and looked to see the kids ride Toothless and he was having fun with them as well. They even brought him fish to eat to which he was grateful. "Your dragon is quite something" the chief said. I smiled at Toothless. This village was so quick to change their views of dragons, well not completely, but I believe after them seeing Toothless, should actually cause them to think..._are dragons really friendly creatures_?

"Oh yes, we should warn you about that dragon" Heather said as she took a seat across from us. "What should we know?" Ripper asked. I looked over at him and saw him staring intently at Heather...as if he was lost in her eyes. I laughed on the inside...I know that feeling too well. "I've seen this dragon attack from the ground. It burst out of the ground and I don't think any other dragon does that" she said.

"Bursts out of the ground, noted" Ripper said. "So when do you want to get started Hiccup?" he asked. By the tone of his voice I could tell that he was excited to go. I looked at the chief. "We could started on it if you're ok with it" I said. The chief looked outside and saw there was still some light in the day. The sun was just a few feet above the ocean. "You could get started but you have to be careful. This is a dangerous, rogue, dragon" he said. Me and Rip got up and said our thanks for the meal. I called Toothless over and he bounded to us and we walked outside of the Hall. I knew we wouldn't have much time before dark so we had to find it soon.

"So where do we start?" Ripper asked. "How about the obvious hole in the ground which looks like it leads into the forest" I said, pointing to a huge hole in the ground and it leading to the forest. "Yeah, I knew that" he said as he started following the trail. I simply shook my head smiling, this is going to be a long night.

_Forests of Sharkslane_

We have been following the dragon's path for about an hour now and it just seemed to go in circles. "Ok we are getting nowhere with this" I said. Ripper was also getting frustrated that we didn't get anywhere with finding that dragon. "Well the only other way is going into those tunnels" he said. "Oh no, that's out of the question. There is no way we are going down there. We don't even know what kind of dragon this is" I said. I didn't want to risk dying in our first day here. "Then what do you propose we...shhh" he said all of a sudden.

"What is it?" I asked but he shushed me again. "What do you hear?" I asked, honestly I was getting really scared. "I hear...footsteps?" he said, wondering about the last part. Then I knew someone must have been following us. "Toothless search for our guest" I said and he bounded off into a direction. "You think he knows where the person is?" Ripper asked coming up to me.

"Put me down!" we heard a voice say. "I'm guessing yes" I said with a smile and soon we saw Toothless bound to us holding Heather with his arms. "What were you doing following us?" I asked. "I wanted to help you find that dragon...and can you tell your friend to put me down?" she asked and hand gestured to Toothless to do so and he did.

"Does your dad know you're here?" Ripper asked. The _last_ thing we needed was telling the chief that his daughter was killed by a dragon...especially to a chief who just welcomed us. "Uhhh...yes?" she said but it was a horrible attempt. We both gave her that _Really?_ face. "No" she finally answered as she got up and brushed off the dirt. But then I began thinking, we couldn't split up because there were three of us and one of us had to be with Toothless, but now since there were four...

"Perhaps you could help us" I said. "What?" Ripper and Heather both said at the same time, Ripper's voice being that of _Am I mad?_ and Heather's voice of pure joy. "Absolutely not" Ripper said causing Heather to look at him with a dissatisfied face. "And why not?" she asked crossing her arms. _"Huh, something I loved to see Astrid do...what? No! NO Hiccup! Focus!" _ said to myself. "Well first of all we do not want to tell your dad, 'Sorry sir, your daughter wound up in a dragon's stomach'" he said. "Do you even know what this dragon looks like?" she asked.

"I think I do" I said as I was staring at something that I never wanted to see. "What?" they both asked looking at me and I simply pointed past them and when they looked I could tell they had the same facial expression as I did. In front of us..._looking_ at us...was a..._Whispering Death_. "That's...That's a...Whispering Death" Ripper stuttered. "Is it dangerous?" Heather asked backing away from it, as was Ripper and closer to me and Toothless...who was already ready for a charge by the dragon.

"Well it's boulder class, extremely big and very..._very_ territorial" I said. "Guys, I think those tunnels were also a boundary line" I said, marking its territory. They didn't have any time to reply as the dragon lunged at us. Toothless managed to get all of us out of the way before the dragon engulfed us in its mouth. It's head was huge, bigger than Toothless I believe, and I knew it was going to be tough controlling this dragon.

"Hiccup get on Toothless and control him, I'll handle things on the ground" Ripper said. After seeing what we've been through, I trusted Ripper like a brother and listened to him. I hooked up to Toothless and we took off to engage that dragon.

_Normal POV_

Heather and Ripper ran to clear ground away from the battle that was taking place behind them, but they couldn't escape everything when the Whispering Death was thrown right into a tree in front of them. They looked back to see Toothless land with Hiccup getting off and running up to them. It appears that the hit against the giant tree caused large branches to fall and trap its tail under tremendous weight. The three teens and their dragon slowly approached the mad dragon. It wasn't thrashing about but looking to release its tail from the pile of branches.

"Let me take this Hiccup" Ripper said as he moved forwards slowly. "What?" Hiccup said and ran to stop his friend. "Rip, I know you like her...I've seen you looking at her in the hall, but trust me...this is not a way to impress a girl" Hiccup said, worried that his friend might be hurt or worse in his attempt to calm the dragon down. "Hiccup...it has nothing to do with her...I think I can calm this dragon down" he said. Hiccup saw the belief in Ripper's eyes...the belief that he could do it. "Alright, but any signs that it might go wrong...you jump back immediately" he said and walked back to Toothless.

Ripper approached the dragon slowly. It was still trying to free its tail from the heavy branches that fell onto it. It was too busy in its task to escape that it didn't notice Ripper approach him. He stopped at the distance where the dragon could not get when he tried to come at him. That's when the dragon stopped and looked at him. Ripper saw its eyes...it's plain white eyes...no pupils at all and something that can install terror in the dreams of children and adults.

It stopped it's roars and was now staring at Ripper, not sure if he was a threat or food. Hiccup, Heather and Toothless watched on as the dragon neared its gigantic head to Ripper. Hiccup...with all his experience with Toothless...was not sure how this dragon would behave.

"It's ok...I'm a friend" Ripper said as he raised his hand out. The dragon stopped as he raised his hand out...almost as if nor sure what to do. He saw the dragon look back at Toothless and his friends, almost as if asking if they were a threat. "Don't worry...they're not going to hurt you...none of us are" Ripper said in a calm voice. Hiccup was impressed by his friend's progress. He was handling the situation quite well. He clearly watched and listened during the times he spent training with Toothless.

Ripper's hand was now in the air, waiting for the Whispering Death to rest his snout upon. Ripper never broke eye contact with the dragon. He kept a clam aura about him to show the dragon that he can be trusted. Slowly but surely, the dragon inched its head closer to his hand...until he felt the familiar press of scales against his hand. Ripper smiled seeing the dragon had showed that he trusted him. But this was different than what he did with the Nightmare. He felt a...a connection with this dragon.

"Dude, that was awesome!" Hiccup said coming up to him and patting him on the back, Toothless close behind him. Heather was the last to arrive, and her jaw was wide open at what she just saw. "That...was...amazing" she stated, completely impressed at what unfolded in front of her. "Is that how you gain a dragon's trust?" she asked looking at the Whispering Death who was also looking at her...but not in a threatening way.

"Yeah, you have be calm and not be tense around a dragon, and just with the right mindset, you can tame one" Ripper explained. Heather continued to gaze in awe at the Whispering Death that was right now nuzzling in Ripper's hand. "Can I try?" she asked. Ripper and Hiccup both looked at each other. Hiccup nodded his head and Ripper gestured Heather over.

"Give me your hand" he said, not removing his from the dragon's snout. Heather slowly gave her hand to Ripper. By now the dragon noticed this new human who to him seemed scared. The dragon cocked its head to a side as if asking _what's wrong with you?_ "Stay calm ok, I'll be behind you if anything goes wrong" Ripper said as he placed Heather's hand on the dragon's snout and slowly let go. "Yeah?" she asked, hoping he would be because she was completely new to this. "Yes" he replied back and as surely walked behind her and held her hands from the back, a way of telling her he would not leave.

But soon Heather grew more accustomed to this new feeling...of being connected to a dragon. She had never been this close to a dragon, and a dragon that was basically wanted attention. The feel of its scales was new, she also felt as though she could connect with this dragon, think what it was thinking. "Wow" was all she was able to say at this new feeling.

"See you're a natural" Ripper said as he slowly let go of her arms for her to take this by herself. Heather didn't seem to notice as she was too entranced by her situation now. "Well I think that takes care of the dragon problem now" Hiccup said as he came by Ripper's side along with Toothless. Might as well get him back to the village to show their problems are over" Hiccup said as he mounted Toothless.

"Tell me Hiccup, is this what you hoped would have happened on Berk?" Ripper asked, looking at Heather make friends with this huge dragon. Hiccup also looked at her, this huge dragon being gentle towards a human much smaller than itself and allowing a person so close to it. "Yeah" Hiccup said, but more in a care free tone, a sign that he had moved past his memories in Berk...most of them anyway.

"You can bring back Heather and the dragon. I'll tell them about the success we had" Hiccup said and took off. "You know we should get back to the village" Ripper said coming back to the dragon. "Can we ride him?" Heather asked looking away from the dragon for once. "Sure...that is if you want to have spikes in every part of your body" Ripper said gesturing the spiked body of the dragon. "So walking then?" she asked. "You bet" he said and raised his hand out. She smiled and she gladly took it and they began their walk home. Ripper then felt a nudge at his shoulder and saw the dragon wanted to come as well.

"Hey buddy, three's a crowd" Ripper said jokingly, to which he got a hard nudge from Heather. "Oh alright you can come...given that you behave yourself" he said as they continued back to the village with a new friend in tow.


	5. Feelings

_Berk - Astrid's POV_

The mood of the village was in the least...happy you could say. All of them were happy that _Hiccup the Useless_ had left, along with Ripper, who, and this cannot be put nicely, betrayed our tribe, betrayed our past...by siding with dragons. I was extremely shocked, angry, furious, confused when I saw Hiccup with that...that..._beast_, and I just had to tell Stoick. I had to warn him about his son and the treason he committed.

The dragons are our mortal enemies and will continue to be our enemies, and that's something I learned to live with. But Hiccup...oh he was a different case. He thought he could change the ways that people thought...make _us_ turn on our pasts...forgetting the hundreds of lives that were lost trying to protect Berk from those creatures. But...no matter how much I tried to believe it, there was this strange feeling...this new emotion that was nagging at my brain.

_"Did you ever hear him cry his heart out...did you ever hear him wish he was Dead!"_ I kept hearing. What Ripper told me about Hiccup, how he felt every single day of his life...what the people of Berk did to him...it made me feel...sorry for him. _"What?! No Astrid...you don't feel sorry for anyone...especially that twig. I'm glad he's gone"_ I convinced myself. And I should look around me just to prove it. People were happy. There were no explosions, no angry shouting, no _mistakes!_. Everything had took a turn for the better ever since Hiccup left...except the chief. He was never the same after Hiccup left.

He kept blaming himself for Hiccup's betrayal. He said if he had seen the signs early on, he could have stopped his son from turning against his people. He could have trained him into a Viking, granted Oden knows how long that'll take but...eventually he could become a Viking.

But the chief was not himself. He barely showed up to his duties, he didn't talk to anyone...Gobber tried so hard to get his friend to talk to him but was met with only silence every time he tried. We all became worried for him. Some of the villagers tried to say that it was for the better that Hiccup had left. But Stoick's mood still didn't budge. I suspect that he would be like this for a while.

The teens thought even less of Hiccup. Snotlout said he was a traitor and deserved to be picked on...if not more. The twins didn't even like it one bit and refused to talk about Hiccup, or Ripper. Fishlegs didn't know what to say...or think for the matter ever since he saw what Ripper had done in the ring, who claimed that Hiccup was the one who taught him. They both were traitors now in the minds and hearts of the villagers. They wanted nothing to do with them anymore and would even forget the event even happened in the first place. But that would not be easy for me.

Ripper told me _everything_ and I couldn't help but think...what if we had treated Hiccup better. I mean how was it our fault that he made mistakes, burned down a few buildings, was the cause of so much damage in the village and made dragon raids even worse. In all honesty, it was a blessing that he left, but with a blessing, there are consequences.

The teens felt something in their life was missing, and they didn't even know what it was. I bet I was the only one who knew that it was Hiccup. It seemed like people even tried to forget the name, and they were accomplishing that well. And I probably forgot to mention, but it has been one month since the..._event_ in the ring. Even though there seems to be less trouble, there were still the continuous raids on Berk at night, and a growing number of times in the day as well. I had accelerated to the top of my class in dragon training, where I had always been, and I'm proud to say that I did kill a dragon...not in the ring but in one of the raids, and I was praised for being the first teen to do so. Life was good on Berk...but today was different.

It's as if today was marking a page turning in the books, something was coming and whatever it was...it wouldn't be good.

_Sharkslane Village - Hiccup's POV_

It's been a month since we arrived here and things couldn't be going more perfectly. When we brought the Whispering Death to the village, all of them were at first terrified of how big and dangerous it looked but since Ripper and Heather were walking right in front of it, and it wasn't attacking them, they stayed their distance, but they welcomed it by giving it large amounts of fish showing the dragon that they can be trusted and they don't want to be enemies. The dragon gladly accepted the fish and Ripper gave him its name...Bladewing. The dragon seemed to nod at the name, understanding that that what was what it was going to be called on from now on. It always followed Ripper around, seeing that he was the person that he first trusted, but it also took a liking to Heather since she was the second person and that they both did.

Toothless Bladewing both got along well...well since they were the only two dragons for miles I guess you have no choice but to make friends. When we came though I found that the chief was searching for his daughter and was none too happy when he found out she had sneaked away to join us in the search for the dragon. She received a week's worth of cleaning the stables which she hated...but you have to pay for any consequences right. She didn't do it alone because Ripper came each day to help her, and since Bladewing came with him, the work was cut dramatically in half.

Ripper and Heather had bonded dramatically over the last month. The village rumours were that they were...well 'dating'...you could say, and in a way they were. They always used to go for walks in the forest, with Bladewing after them. The dragon had developed a protective instinct over the two of them...which was intriguing. Fishlegs would have loved to have written that down in the Book of Dragons.

It's been a month since we left Berk and I couldn't have been more glad...except for one part of me...when I say part I mean _extremely_ small part, can't help but feel I left something behind in Berk..._Astrid_. I could see the hurt in her eyes when I came back to get Ripper, and on our way here he told me that he told them about how I had felt all these years. He said that Astrid was the last one left when he was talking and that she ran out with what he believed were tears in her eyes. That was a first...Astrid crying?...And over Hiccup the Useless? Actually she would have been crying over how badly I was treated...but I'll never know and I don't want to know. I left that life behind me and I've embraced my new life here on Sharkslane Village.

Treeroot was very grateful at the deed my and Ripper did for him on our first day here and asked if we wanted anything in return. I asked if he had a forge in the village. He said that the village smith lived on the outskirts of the village in his forge and that he had passed away a few months ago. He had no family so there was no one there to take over the forge. I told him I used to be an apprentice back at my _old_ home, and that I could possibly take over. He was glad that there was another smith now in town and he gave us the keys to the forge and soon me and Ripper were on our way there, with our dragons carrying some of the stuff we'll need to make it a home for us.

"Wow" I said as we saw the building. It was old, the boards looked like they were rotting, some boards were out of place and cracked, or broken. Thankfully the inside was much better. We'd just need dust the place and do an exterior job of the house. The work took us about a week to do but once it was done, the building looked as good as new. The exterior looked better, we added a new smelter, new fireplace, new workbenches, a new grindstone and now it looked like a smithy's.

Life couldn't get better...but I knew that someday, that was about to change.


	6. Past Catches Up

_5 Years Later - Astrid's POV_

"Remind me again why we're going to Sharkslane Village?" I heard Fishlegs asked. "Because our forge was burned down in the last dragon raid and that is the closest village in where we can get more weapons and that are weapons will be fixed" I said. I swear to Oden he's been complaining about this journey for nine hours now. It was an eighteen hour trip by ship and it was well into the night now. We'd be arriving in the morning tomorrow to the village. Nothing much has changed in the last five years, except that dragon raids had become more frequent...and that we had all changed.

Snotlout still had his arrogant, bashful personality which I hated...and he still tried to hit on me, even after countless attempts at injuring him...he still didn't get the big picture of how I would _never ever_ go out with him. He also had sprouted a small beard and had grown a bit taller and put on a bit more muscle. It was the same with Tuffnut. He was still his...dumb self I guess you could say...his hair style hadn't changed much and he also was growing a beard. Fishlegs had lost a bit of weight and in place of it was more muscle. He had grown a bit taller and also had a small beard as well. Tuffnut's and Fishlegs' personalities were still intact, as were most of our personalities.

Me and Ruffnut had grown quite a bit as well and it was evident on our bodies. Our outline was more defined now, but as we've grown we've still retained the shape from when we were fourteen. I'd say out of the five of us, me and Ruff had matured, well Ruff had matured a lot but still she argued and fought with her brother every once in a while. But I knew this trip had something more in it. Stoick was looking for Hiccup...I wouldn't say looking but to make sure he's still alive or if he's anywhere. So far the villages we visited in the past had stories of two boys coming to their aid with their dragons. I remember only seeing Hiccup and his...dragon, but maybe Ripper also got a dragon of his own. Either way I didn't care because it was none my business and that they had been marked as traitors for life in our tribe, although I had to admit it...I did miss Hiccup...a little. He was the only one who didn't act tough and strong, he acted himself even though all of us didn't like it.

"Hey Astrid, do you want to bunk with me tonight?" Snotlout called from the deck. I sighed and I threw a harpoon right at the railing at where he was. He squeaked a bit and fell back down. "Does that answer your question?" I asked him and turned back to Ruffnut.

"Will he ever stop?" she asked looking at him getting back up and dusting himself off. "You and I both know he'll never learn" I said not paying attention to him. "What do you think we'll find at Sharkslane?" she asked. I didn't know much about the tribe, except that their chief and ours new each other well. They were friends. "I don't know Ruff, it's mainly a business trip right now, just to ask them to repair our weapons and we'll pay'em and leave" I said. "Yeah, we'll be staying there for a about four days. Enough time to see if they're any hot guys" she said leaning against the railing. "Why don't you ever go out with any one Astrid?" she asked.

"Because I don't want to Ruff. Snotlout it just...ugh...and Fishlegs and Tuff are not anywhere near my type. "What about you?" I asked.

"Well, out of them...Fishlegs seems pretty cute" she said and I don't think she even realized she said it. "Cute, someone has a crush" I said smirking. "So what, I'm looking for a guy Astrid, and you should do the same. We're that age where we are supposed to be married off and I'm looking at my options. Fishlegs doesn't seem all-Viking but he's nice and sweet. People say you and Snotlout should go out" she said and I almost lost my meal when she said that.

"It's because you two are the best Vikings in the village and you two would make a good match" she explained. "There is still no way in Hel that'd I go out with him" I said. We looked out on the horizon and I sighed. _"Someone's meant for me...and he's out there somewhere...I just wish I knew who he was"_ I said to myself and we went below deck to get some rest for tomorrow.

_The Next Day - Ripper's POV_

It was another day on Sharkslane Village and I loved every single day of it ever since we came here. I rose up from my bed slowly as the sun's ways made its way through my window. I looked to my left to see my _wife_ sleeping peacefully beside me. I smiled to myself. I still wonder how things would have been if he was still here. I looked out the window. "I'm sorry bud" I said, remembering that day. It was the happiest day of my life, but it was also the saddest.

"Ripper" I heard my name being called and looked to see Heather getting up. "Is everything alright?" she asked, looking at me with concern in her eyes.

"Everything's fine Heather, I was just thinking about him" I said. She also smiled sadly. She missed him too and she noticed the change his departure left on me. But that was over a year ago and now I have a wife to take care of and I'm in charge of the forge. "I miss him too Ripper, but he wouldn't want you moping about his absence" she said placing her hand on my shoulder and giving me that smile of hers I loved. "You always know how to cheer me up" I said getting up out of bed. "Well I think since we've been living together for a year I would know you better than anyone" she said.

We then heard a roar from outside and saw Bladewing come up to the window looking at us. "Really bud, do you know what privacy is?" I asked jokingly and watch him cock his head to one side. "He's hungry Ripper, you better give him his food before he loses it" she said getting out of bed and going up to the window. "Get back down there and wait for him to come out" she said sternly and Bladewing did just that. "He's my dragon and he listens to you?" I asked as I got my shoes and shirt on. "Well most guys do because they know what happens if they don't" she said looking back at me. "Oh yeah, and what's that?" I asked, not believing that she could be tough. "Do you really want to find out?" she asked crossing her arms and staring at me with a deadly glare. "No ma'am" I said and I bolted downstairs to feed Bladewing.

When I came out I saw Bladewing waiting at his stable for his barrel of fish which I was rolling to him. I pulled the barrel upright and removed the lid and the first piece I threw into his mouth was an eel. You see me and Hiccup discovered that a Whispering Death doesn't like sunlight but once when we gave it an eel, it came out and we came to the conclusion that an eel helps with its weakness to the sun. Ever since then Bladewing could roam wherever he wanted to without worry.

"It's going to be a long day Blade" I said as he dug into his morning meal. "So what do you have to do today?" Heather asked me coming out, all dressed, it still amazes me how she gets dressed, straightens her hair and get refreshed so fast.

"Well I have to repair some of Meathand's butcher tools, I have to repair the mesh for the fishing nets, and I have to fix up your father's garden tools. And that's just the morning work" I said. It gets really busy here on this island so it keeps me busy and I earn a lot as well. "Well leave your night free" she said picking up a basket. "Why?" I asked.

"Because I have plans with you tonight" she said with a wink and I laughed. It has been a while since we did _that_. "Where are you going?" I asked. She had a basket and I remembered she didn't have any chores.

"I'm going into the forest to pick a few wild berries and flowers" she said. "Take Bladewing with you" I said and I gestured Bladewing to go with her and he gladly made his way to her. "Don't you need him at the forge with all your work?" she asked as the dragon joined her side.

"Well I don't need him today because I'm not doing any heavy work, and plus there are wolves out there and I don't want you to be on your own...remember what happened last time?" I asked, recalling the last time she went alone. "I did not know that baby wolf had parents...it came to me" she argued. "My point is that I don't want something like that to happen again" I said and she smiled.

"Thanks for caring so much" she said and gave me a soft kiss on the lips and turned around to the forest path with Bladewing behind her.

"Today's gonna be a long day" I said as I took my sword and keys and began my walk to the forge.

_Docks of Sharkslane - Astrid's POV_

"Get those ropes ready!" Stoick yelled. We were at the docks of Sharkslane Village and just needed to tie the ropes and could disembark. The dock's foreman came out with a few others and helped tie the ship. Gobber raised the gangplank for us to get off.

"Welcome to Sharkslane, I'm Griplock the foreman, and you are?" he asked looking at all of us. "I'm chief Stoick from the Hairy Hooligan Tribe and we've come here to fix some of our weapons because ours was burned down in a dragon raid" he explained. "Dragon raid huh? Never had that here in over five years" he said.

"Really?" Stoick asked. "Yeah, we only had one dragon problem but that was taken care of" he said. Before Stoick could ask another question, "The forge is not in the village, it's down that path through the forest" he said pointing to the path. "Thank you, come on all of you" he said and Gobber and Snotlout proceeded to push the cart they brought their weapons in.

"They _had _a dragon problem?" Tuffnut asked. "What do you think they did with it once they killed it?" Snotlout asked. Since they said they took care of the problem the only solution was that they probably killed it. "Whatever they did with it, it isn't our business, now com' on al of you" Stoick said as he led the group to the forge.

"Ruffnut do you see that?" I asked. "See what? All I see is a normal village with people minding their own business" she said looking around. "That" I said turning her head to a stable that had no animals but had a huge amounts of fish in a sort of dish inside. "Don't animals eat grass, not fish?" I asked. She also looked thought it was strange. "Well whatever lives in there I don't think it's livestock" she said. "Wait, are those spikes?" she asked, and pointed to a few spikes embedded in the walls of the stable.

"Yeah, must have been the dragon they were talking about" I said, not giving it a second thought and followed the others to the forge. I couldn't wait to get back to Berk because in all honesty, there's no excitement here at all.

_Ripper's POV_

I had already set a fire going and was outside now cutting some wood for the smelter and fireplaces. Today was a really beautiful day. I saw a few birds flying about and chirping their music and this place wasn't as cold as Berk. It was warmer and I liked it a lot. There was always a cool breeze that refreshed you every time you took a step outside and it never got old.

It's times like these that I wish Hiccup was around. We enjoyed the life we led here for over three to four years. I felt bad because I believe it was my happiness that caused him to leave. I told him I wouldn't do it but he didn't want to stand in the way of my feelings but he said that he couldn't live here. The thing is he pushed me to do what I wished because he wanted me to be happy. He was being his usual self, always caring about others more than himself.

"You still haven't visited mate" I said to no particular. I wish he would drop by and see how we were doing, but I just tell myself he'll come...eventually. After I finished cutting the necessary pieces of wood, I picked them up and headed back to the forge.

_Normal POV_

The group was now near the forge and they could see the smoke coming from the chimney, indicating the smithy was already there. "Ok everyone, we just hand him our weapons, tell him what needs to be fixed and to buy a few more ok?" Stoick asked and all the teens and Gobber nodded. He knocked on the window doors that gave a view to inside the forge.

Ripper heard a knock coming from the window counter. "Never get anyone this early" he said to himself and went up to the counter.

"Hello and how may I help you..." he said as he opened the shutters and stopped when he saw who was on the other side of them. The whole group from Berk was staring at who was in front of them. Five years might have gone by but certain features stay the same.

Ripper saw everyone; Stoick, Astrid, Fishlegs, the Twins, Snotlout and Gobber all there, with mouths wide open. Ripper was in total shock to have his mouth open. "Oh boy" he said and which everyone heard. He slowly reached out to the handles of both the shutters and closed the window. He slowly turned around, and removed his apron and hung it on the clothes rack. He then saw the side door which was open and _bolted_ for it.

At the same time the group of teens and the two adults were also in shock. "That was Ripper wasn't it?" Snotlout asked. "Uh-huh" everyone answered. And just at that moment they saw bolt out of the side door that they didn't see and into the forest. "After him!" Stoick yelled and soon all the teens were hot on his trail.

Ripper ran as fast as he could. He took a quick glance back and saw that the teens were also close behind with Astrid in the front. _"Seeing that I know the terrain, that's my only advantage"_ Ripper thought and tried zigzagging through the forest, but the teens were close behind. The terrain was just like Berk so there was no real advantage...only for them because they had the numbers.

"Ruff, Tuff flank him!" Astrid said and without hesitation the twins went off into a direction with the other three still close on Ripper.

They had been running for a couple of minutes now when Ripper turned around again and saw only three of them. _"Wait, where are the...__"_ his question was answered when he was tackled onto the ground by the Twins.

"Well, well, well...look at what we've found" Snotlout said as the other three stopped. "How long did you think you could hide from us traitor" Tuffnut said. "Well let me see...forever" Ripper answered as he was pulled up by Astrid. "What are you doing here?" she asked. "Living my life away from all of you...what does it look like?" he spat back. Ruffnut took some rope she had with her and bound his hands behind his back. At that point Stoick and Gobber caught up with them.

"Never thought I'd see you again" Stoick said. "Same here" Ripper mumbled. "You do know you're still a traitor right Ripper?" Fishlegs said, in a more friendly tone. "I know that...now what are you going to do with me?" he asked. "Take you back to Berk for another trial" Stoick said as he gestured Astrid to lead him back to the village. "This time you're not getting away" she said as she pushed Ripper in front of her, with everyone heading back to the village.

_Sharkslane Village_

Treeroot was just coming back from the Hall after a discussion with the elders when he bumped into Griplock. "Hey chief did ya' know that ther was a ship docking today?" he asked. "No I didn't, who was it?" he asked. Normally the foreman would know if there's a ship docking because they inform ahead of time. "A ship from Berk. It had the chief and a bunch of young adults. Thought you knew something about it" he said and continued on his way.

"From Berk. Oh no...Ripper" he said but just at that moment he saw the group from Berk enter the village with Ripper and his hands bound. "Stoick what is the meaning of this!" Treeroot said as he blocked the way to the docks.

"Treeroot, we this man was a traitor to our Viking way of life and escaped his death sentence and now must be taken back to Berk to be trialed again...wait...did ye' know that he was here?" Stoick asked. "Yes I did" Treeroot answered, unafraid of how Stoick would respond. "What you were hiding him!?" he yelled. "No Stoick I wasn't and he wasn't hiding...he was living here" Treeroot replied calmly.

"Dad?" they heard a voice come and they saw Heather with...with...a "DRAGON!" Fishlegs screamed as they saw a Whispering Death behind the girl. "Don't worry miss, I'll protect you!" Snotlout said and ran up to Heather and tried to get her away from the supposed beast behind them. "Everyone, your weapons..." Stoick said but then when he reached for his hammer he realized that they all left it in the cart that was at the forge.

"EVERYONE CALM DOWN!" Treeroot yelled at the top of his lungs and everyone did stop panicking, except for Heather and Ripper because they didn't see the need to panic.

"What do ya' mean calm down, there's a dragon behind her" Gobber said. The Whispering Death was now growling at the visiting party because it saw a stranger trying to take Heather and that Ripper's hands were bound. "Snotlout will you please get your hands off her" Ripper said, not liking the idea that _Snotlout_ was touching his wife and trying to show off because she caught his attention.

"And why should I traitor?" he spat back, still not releasing his arm from hers. "Because she is my daughter...and Ripper is my son-in-law" Treeroot said and everyone stood with mouths open again that day. "You mean...that..." Snotlout started but was cut off. "I'm married to Ripper...now let go" Heather said kicking him in the knee and he limped away on one leg back to the crowd.

"And Stoick you better let him go because his dragon ain't too happy to see his rider tied up" Treeroot said. "His rider?" Astrid asked and they looked at Ripper and back at the Whispering Death who looked like it was about to charge at them but was being held back by Heather.

"Yes I'm his rider, and will you let me go because he will attack if these bindings aren't cut" he said gesturing to his hands. "Let him go Stoick, we can talk about this in the Hall" Treeroot said. "You have a lot of explaining to do Treeroot" Stoick said and cut Ripper's bindings off. He immediately walked away from them and Heather came running to him and hugged him tightly. "Next time, you're taking Bladewing when you go to work" she said with a smirk and as if on cue, Bladewing nudged his master's shoulder, asking whether he was ok. "I'm fine bud" he said scratching the dragon's chin.

"Now please come" Treeroot said as he walked to the Hall with Ripper, Heather, Bladewing and the Berkians behind him. This was going to be a long night.


	7. Reasons

**A/N: I'm really happy with all the positive views on this story. I want to thank all the people who have read and reviewed this story. Here's another chapter so enjoy. **

_Normal POV_

The walk to the Hall was a quiet one, the main chatter was from Heather and Ripper with their dragon behind them. The group from Berk talked amongst themselves.

"How in the name of Loki did he get a Whispering Death?" Ruffnut asked. "Yeah, first Hiccup got a Night Fury, now Ripper's got a Whispering Death, they're one of the two most powerful and dangerous dragons known" Fishlegs said. They stole another glance behind them to see the dragon being petted by Heather like it was a puppy. "You know, I'm starting to think Hiccup was probably right about dragons" Fishlegs said.

"What!?" was the response from the others. "That dragon had the intent of killing us. I mean didn't you see the way it was staring at me?" Snotlout said, remembering looking into the milky white eyes of the dragon. "Well maybe because it thought you were trying to harm Ripper's wife" Astrid said.

"Astrid, don't tell me you're starting to think differently about this" Ruffnut said. It already looked like Fishlegs was turning to the other side, but Astrid now? "I'm nto Ruff, I'm simply looking at it from another perspective" she answered. "You mean the dragon's perspective?" Tuff asked, laughing a bit. "I wouldn't go any farther Tuff you want your head cut off" she said and turned back forward. "Let's just hear what Ripper has to say" she concluded and soon they entered the Hall.

Treeroot beckoned everyone to leave saying that the group and him had some important matters to discuss. The villagers left without trouble and soon it was just the Berkians, Treeroot, Heather Ripper and Bladewing in the Hall. They all took seats at two tables across from each other and faced one another. "Ok Ripper, would you please start" Treeroot asked.

"(sigh) Alright, it all started when Hiccup came back to rescue me, after that we had been flying for about five hours before we decided that we needed to land somewhere for food and shelter and them maybe move on. I told Hiccup of this village and he said it was a good place to stop for the night. When we landed though all the villagers had their swords at the ready because we came on a dragon, Toothless...the Night Fury if you don't remember"

"We stood in the way of them and Toothless because their initial reaction is to attack and kill dragons..." "Like all Vikings are supposed to do" Tuff butted in. "...yeah. So that's when Treeroot came in and told everyone to back off and let me and Hiccup explain. He explained that dragons aren't what we thought they were...that they were intelligent, protective and caring creatures. That's why Bladewing here was going to attack because he thought you all were a threat when you had me tied and Snotlout was trying to take Heather away from him" Ripper said.

"Do you really think that I'm supposed to believe that that beast next to you is some kind of guard dog" Snotlout said but received a loud growl from the dragon, and he quickly backed down. _"I'm going to rip him limb from limb if he says something else about me"_ a voice said. "Calm down Bladewing" Ripper said to which all the Berkians looked at him.

"Where was I? Oh yes...we showed the villagers who peaceful Toothless was and Heather was the first one to come up to him, and unlike all of you, she was willing to accept some change. We then went to the Hall and we told our life stories" Ripper said.

"Did you all really treat Hiccup that way?" Treeroot asked, wanting to know if something like that was even possible. "There was nothing wrong with the way we treated him, he was always messing things up and caused problems for all of us" Snotlout said, and except three of them nodded their heads. "Stoick, you really let your son be treated like that?" he asked his friend. "I told him to handle it on his own" Stoick countered. "It doesn't hurt to show a son that his father cares" Tressroot shot back. "Continue Ripper" he said.

"We told him about our lives and how we ended up here, and he said we could stay. Then he told us there was a dragon problem they had, and it was Bladewing. We went out to try and tame him and with some interruption..." he said looking at Heather who merely looked away blushing. "...we were finally able to gain is trust and he followed us here. The village were amazed at what he had done and Treeroot offered us a home and work here at the forge and we never left" Ripper explained.

"Wait, if you and Hiccup came here together, then where is he?" Astrid asked. They then all saw Ripper's facial expression change to one of sadness. "It's all my fault he said. "No it's not Ripper" Heather said lifting his chin up. "He's not...he's not dead is he?" Stoick asked, with concern in his eyes. "No he's not...not that I know of" Ripper said. "What's that supposed to mean?" Fishlegs asked.

"Well..."

_One Year Ago - Ripper's POV_

_"Hey Hiccup, can you do me a favour?" I asked walking into the forge. He was working on some weapons that the chief had asked him to. "Yeah Rip, what do you need?" he asked, stopping his work turning around. I wasn't sure how to ask this, because I didn't know how he would react. "Well...I need help w-with...this..." I said and handed him a piece of paper. I immediately saw his face drop, but he quickly changed it to one of shock. _

_"You want me to make these?" he asked showing me the paper. On the paper were two rings with details on what each part should be. "Yeah, the ring itself should be gold and in the middle, I'm planning to have a have a diamond and one of Bladewing's dragon scales fused together" I explained. He looked over the paper about ten times I believe. "The only problem I see is that a diamond is not easily melted...but other than that, it looks magnificent" he said. I smiled, thanking him for his complement. I had been working on the design of the ring for over a week. _

_"I presume you have the gold and diamonds to make this ring?" he asked setting the paper on a workbench. "Yeah, I saved up enough money and paid trader Johann a handsome price for them" I said. He told me he went through a lot of trouble to get it, but I was thankful for him. "I can't believe he's kept this word this long" I heard Hiccup say. "Well he did say that it's thank to us business has improved significantly when he comes to this village" I said. It had rocketed in the last two years. _

_"What do you say we get started on it right now?" he asked and I pulled out the cloth that held the gold and diamond and brought some of Bladewing's scales as well. We made a mould of the ring in no time and we melted the gold and poured it in the mould and gave it time to harden. In the meantime, Hiccup decided to melt the scales and apply that to the diamond, so that it will appear the diamond is a rare green kind. The scales took a long time to melt, but Hiccup said the diamonds would have taken a longer time. _

_As soon as the scales were a nice shiny green liquid, we dipped the two small diamonds in it and when we took them out, they were perfectly coated in the green liquid, so nice that the usual traits of a diamond were still there but, it was green. Usually people might think it's an emerald, but the diamond traits remained that that claim could be acquitted. _

_"Wow Hiccup, you did an incredible job, thank you so much" I said patting him on the shoulder. "Yeah no problem" he said, but there was a problem. His tone...I don't think I ever heard him _this_ sad before. And I could've sworn I saw a tear run down his cheek but he made no attempt to hide it. "Hiccup...what's wrong?" I asked, facing him. "Nothing...Rip...let's just get back to...to the ring...yeah that's it" he said and went to see of the gold had frozen and were in shape now. _

_"Hiccup" I said in a more serious tone. "Tell me what's wrong" I said again. "All of it" he meekly answered. "What?" I asked, not understanding the angle he was coming from. He didn't answer but when I looked back at when he saw the designs and his attitude now. "It's my marriage isn't it" I asked. He turned around and I could see his eyes brimming with tears. I had never seen him so sad in a long time. _

_"Hiccup...I won't marry her if it's gonna make you feel...like this" I said gesturing to all of him. His stance had gone wonky, he was about to cry and I knew the reason why. "No Ripper, you love her and she loves you...I do believe it's time you two...tied the knot" he said, wiping away at his eyes before he really broke down. "Hiccup, I don't want to see you this..." I started but was cut off. _

_"Ripper, I know how much you love her and you two would make a perfect couple, just come back tomorrow and the rings will be ready" he said turning around and focusing on the now completed rings. All he had to do was add the diamonds. "Ok, but please talk to me" I said and I walked out. _

_Hiccup's POV_

_I can't believe my best friend is getting married. When he showed me his designs I was excited for him but...something inside me broke and know he knew it as well. He was getting _married_ and soon he'd have to devote his life to Heather. That's the thing that got me...it'll be weird for me because...the girl I love or loved...ratted me out four years ago._

_After Ripper left I got a chance to go over my thoughts. I was happy for Ripper, extremely happy, but part of myself couldn't accept that he had found love and I didn't. He knew why I was sad but he didn't bring it up. I was thankful for that. I didn't want him to worry about me. Maybe you would think it's stupid, being jealous of your best friend who had found his match and was getting married. Don't get me wrong, I am excited...but I wish I was in his shoes getting married, finding the right girl. _

_There are a few other girls here...but none of them are my type. I don't even know if I'll ever find _her_, the right one for me. I knew that part of me wouldn't be able to keep seeing Ripper and Heather happy. I'm guessing that's my jealous part talking. He would be waking up in a bed next to someone he loves for the rest of his life now, and he'll also have responsibilities now as well. I can't stay here. That's why I am going to leave. _

_The Wedding Day - Ripper's POV_

_Everyone had gathered for the wedding. It was another traditional Viking wedding. Everyone knew Heather and now since we had four years to know people on the island, everyone on the island knew me and Hiccup. I was dressed in the traditional groom's clothing and was wearing my Viking helmet and Heather looked _absolutely gorgeous._ She had a nice white dress, her cheeks were red, from some makeup and she was wearing a gold circlet on her head as her bridal crown. Her mother looked on with pride for her daughter, that she was getting married. Hiccup was also there with Toothless, smiling because he was happy for me...but I knew part of him hurt on the inside...badly...and I knew what he was planning to do. _

_We exchanged our vows and we slipped the rings on each other. There was cheering and clapping when we locked lips and Bladewing let go of some white flowers above us. She held my hand as we walked to our house and I drove in the sword I made for us into the wooden beam, and it went in without trouble, indicating that we would have a good life together. We then walked to the Hall and she didn't trip when he reached the top, another good sign that the marriage would be a success. She served me the mead and said her vows of how she would serve me and all that. Hiccup slipped out early during the celebrations and I knew he was getting ready . _

_When the celebrations had stopped, it came to the final step of the marriage, the consummation of the bride and groom. We were walking to our house with the remaining guests behind us when we heard a noise coming from behind a bush. When we looked over we saw Hiccup strapping some supplies to Toothless and he was startled when he saw us. _

_"You're leaving?" Heather asked, and everyone behind us looked on with sadness and hoping he wouldn't. "Yeah, I'm leaving" he replied, sadness evident in his voice. "But why? You have a life here now" Treeroot said. He didn't want Hiccup, who had become more than a friend to Treeroot, he became family. "Don't get this the wrong way...but I won't be able to stand seeing Ripper and Heather together" he said looking at all of us. _

_They all looked at him confused but I knew why. "It's about _her_ isn't it?" I asked, and he nodded solemnly. "Then you understand why I have to do this right?" he asked getting onto Toothless. "I do...but that doesn't mean I won't hate you for doing that" I said with a slight smile. He also smiled. Toothless spread his wings and took off into the air that he was hovering above us. "Have a wonderful life you two" he said as he waved at all us. "Take care Hiccup...visit soon" I yelled as I had one hand wrapped around Heather's waist and the other one was waving. She was also waving him goodbye. And with a quick flap of his wings and a barrel roll Hiccup was flying off into the sunset that was cresting over the horizon. _

_We all stared for sometime, watching the black dragon and his rider fly off, before me and Heather went inside our house to start our new life...together...something that Hiccup won't feel for some time. _

_Hiccup's POV_

_"You know I can't stay there right bud" I asked him. "I know Hiccup, and don't worry...we'll always be with each other...friends till the end" he heard his dragon say to him. I took one last look at the island that had been my home for four years. It was my love for...her...that drove me away. I couldn't face it, and here I am running away again. This time, I'm going to go where no human can find me, and with a quick burst of speed, Toothless disappeared over the clouds, never to be seen again. _

_Present Time - Normal POV_

"So that's it...the last time any of us saw Hiccup" Ripper said. Everyone from Berk stared at disbelief. "What do you mean he left because of 'her'?" Ruff asked. Ripper didn't answer...he just looked at Astrid and she looked away when she did. "We've got to search for him" Gobber said. "Why should we, the weakling just ran again!" Snotlout yelled. "Yeah, he's not worth our trouble" Tuff said backing his friend up.

"You won't find him anyway" Ripper said, stopping the argument. "And why wouldn't we?" Astrid asked. "Because four months after he left, I went on Bladewing to search for him. I covered a 100 mile radius, asking villagers about him. They had stories about a young man coming on a Night Fury and helping them with their dragon problems and stories of him defeating the Outcasts in many battles. I followed up on all the leads but they led me nowhere...I spent three weeks searching for him until I convinced myself he didn't want to be found" he explained.

"But there has to be someway we can find him" Astrid said. Ripper and everyone else was surprised that she's the one who said it. Ripper then felt Bladewing nudge him. _"I think I know where he might be"_ he said. "Really where?" he asked. Everyone now looked at Ripper thinking he was crazy talking to a dragon...except for Heather and her father.

"Why are you talking to your pet?" Snotlout asked to which Bladewing made a false lunge at him making fall out of his seat. _"If he makes one more witty comment, I swear I'm going to rip limb from limb" _Bladewing said. "Calm down and don't care about that idiot" Ripper said looking at Snotlout taking his seat again._ "I remember the dragons that stopped over here a few days ago said they came from this land about 90 miles away in the mountains of the continent and said that there was a human living among them and he rode a Night Fury"_ Bladewing said. "What!? That's got to be him!" Ripper exclaimed standing up.

"What did your dragon tell you?" Fishlegs asked. "The possible location where Hiccup might be staying" he answered but then his face fell. "I can't go get him because of my work here" he said, sad that he couldn't go check on his friend. "Then we'll go" Astrid said.

_"That's not going to be possible. Tell the blonde one that the land is only accessible by dragons" _Bladewing said. "Yeah...one problem, the land is only accessible by dragons, and Bladewing just told me" Ripper said. Stoick, Gobber and Astrid's facial expression fell after he said that. "Well you have a dragon, can't you go and get him?" Astrid asked, in fact pleaded by the sound of her voice.

"For what so you can take him back to Berk and trial him...besides, I can't go get him...I'm needed here 24/7" Ripper said. If not for his work in the village, he would be up in the air now heading to the supposed place.

"We are not going to trial him, we just want to know if he's safe and alive" Gobber said. "Since when did you people care about his safety and well-being...and last time I remember, we're both branded as traitors to Berk" he said getting up now and Heather held his hand, trying to calm him. "Stoick, what do you want to do?" Treeroot asked. The final decision should be left with the father of the person after all.

"Astrid, I want you to go search for Hiccup and bring him back" he said. "What!?" all the teens yelled. "Why me?" she asked.

"Because you're the best tracker out of us all and we all can't travel by dragon there. We'll stay here until you come back with my son" Stoick said the last part rather softly. Guess it's been a while since he called Hiccup son. "There is no way I am going to ride a dragon" she said putting her hands up.

"That's good because Bladewing isn't going anywhere. He's also become a necessity in the village. We need him for muscle, he helps with the fishing and he deals with pests such as wild boars around here, so he's not going anywhere" Ripper answered. "Then how am I supposed to go near the place first?" Astrid asked. She wasn't going to swim all the way there. "One of my ships is heading on a trading meet to some of the villages to the east, the direction you want to go...they can take you aboard and drop you where you want to get off" Treeroot said. "What do you say Astrid?" Stoick asked. She could see the plead in his eyes...he really wanted to see Hiccup again...and in a way...so did she.

"Alright...I'll do it" she answered.


	8. I Found You

**A/N: I'd like to thank johnnylee619 for a scene in this chapter. Anyway, I know you've all been waiting for this chapter, so here it is and I hope you guys enjoy it. **

_The Next Day_

A ship was getting ready to depart the shores of Sharkslane. It was just a trade journey but it would be carrying an extra business to their farthest destination in the east. The previous day consisted of Ripper telling everyone about his and Hiccup's life ever since they found this place and when Hiccup left. Now they were out on a quest to get him back...the only catch was one of them was going to find him.

"Sorry for the extra passenger Algor, but this is a serious matter since it has to do with Hiccuo" Treeroot spoke with the capting of the ship that Astrid would be travelling on. "Don't mention it Treeroot, I'd be 'appy to help ya' find the boy" he said shaking the chief's hand and walking onto the deck of the ship. Treeroot turned back and looked to see the group of Hooligans arrive. They had to get an early start to the trip in hopes of finding him sooner.

They stopped just in front of the docks as Astrid made sure she had everything she needed. "Alright Astrid...remember the plan...look for any recent leads about Hiccup's whereabouts before heading to the place...just to make sure...and then bring him back to us. I don't care what it takes...find a way to bring him back" Stoick said, almost in a pleading voice that people rarely heard.

"I'm sorry chief but he can't do that" Ripper said. He had come see the ship off and give Astrid a few pointers on how she should counter Hiccup.

"And why not?" Stoick asked, not believing what Ripper was telling him.

"Look at us Stoick.." he said gesturing to himself and the teens behind him. "We're no longer kids and neither is he. He is an adult just like the rest of us. If he wants to come back...that's his choice...the only other way is kidnapping him". He turned his gazed to Astrid, to see that she was also listening to what he had to say, "And Astrid, this is just a warning to you, but be careful. You have done enough damage to Hiccup already, all of it emotional, and I highly doubt that even with your skill, you can find him at that place."

"Oh please, how hard is it to find that fishbone?!" asked Snotlout.

"First off...don't ever, _ever_, call him fishbone again...and second...Astrid, because you're going to get him back... you're different. Hiccup loved you and I still believe he does. He has matured so much and so have his skills, enough that it rivals yours...I know this for sure because me and Hiccup sparred a few times. Since I know him the best, I can tell you that if he wants to be found, he'll let you, but if he doesn't, he's testing to see if you can find him" he explained.

Ripper then walked up to Astrid, face to face, eye to eye; dead-lock, "That was my first warning and here is my second and you better listen good." The gaze in his eyes were terrifying, terrifying enough for Astrid Hofferson to listen, "By some luck, that you manage to screw things up again...hurt Hiccup, even more than he already is, then I swear to Oden that I will hunt you down for all the suffering you have caused him and I will make you _pay_," his voice was serious. His whisper was the most frightening promise that could ever be heard of. Astrid shook her head up and down as a nod, panicking on the inside.

"Good, now with that settled, it's time to go..." he said and gestured to the ship with his hand.

Astrid walked up to the gangplank but before she got on she looked at the others. "Don't worry chief, I'll bring Hiccup back" she said and got on board. An hour later, the ship was sailing to meet the rising sun in the east.

"I'll get you back Hiccup, one way or another" Astrid said as she leaned on the railing of the ship.

_Astrid's POV - 5 Days Later_

The captain of the ship told me they were reaching their final destination in their trading run before heading back to Sharkslane, and I guess this was the stop I get off at. The crew had been relatively nice to me, though some kept their distance from me and I saw the disappointed looks on their faces. Guess they heard the story of how Hiccup was treated in the past...and by all of us. This got me thinking, there were these Vikings, our neighbour and they accepted Hiccup's change and had become friends with the dragons. Why hadn't we accepted him? Was it just because of our past and our pride? Did we want him gone because he was...he was Hiccup the Useless? Was it because were afraid of change? I bet all them were reasons in their own way...and I would get them all out there when I find Hiccup.

Our destination was in sight. It was a small Viking settlement on the borders of the continent and one of the few I believe. "Alright Ms. Hofferson, this is where you'll be getting off" I heard the captain say. I looked back at the village...part one of my journey was done.

The ship docked within a few hours and I grabbed my stuff which was just basically my axe, some coins to buy anything I need and some food and water in my satchel. "Take care" I heard the captain say and gave him my thanks and went off into the village to get any clues on where Hiccup or this mysterious land was.

The village she was in was small. _"I think it's called The Last Frontier"_ I said to myself because this was the last village on the eastern side of Viking territory and beyond that...was the continent with more..._different_...communities. It was a small village so that meant it was tight-knit village which meant there was a greater chance at success about finding out about Hiccup. I saw they had an Inn and that's the place you normally go to hear rumours.

I opened the door to see tables with food on them, some rooms for people to sleep in and at the far end a counter with some Vikings sitting on the seats and drinking merrily. I saw the bartender and that was a good place to start as any.

"Mornin' lass...you new around here?" he asked while wiping the inside of a mug.

"Yeah...just arrived here today, I was wondering if you could help me with something" I asked.

"Sure thin'...so whadya' need?" he asked putting the mug and down and looking at me.

"I want to know if you know of...and this might sound crazy...someone riding a dragon?" I asked, hoping he didn't think I was crazy.

"Ah...you mean that fellow riding the Night Fury...yeah I've seen him...thought I'd gone crazy at first but when he landed and got off...by Thor was I amazed" he said, refilling a drink for another customer. When he said that I knew I hit gold.

"So does here live here?" I asked, my voice getting too excited. _"Wait, why am I getting excited? I'm just going and getting him back"_ I said to myself.

"No he doesn't, he jus' comes here to get food and drink and then he leaves on that Night Fury of his. From what I see, likes to keep to himself...not much of a talker" the man said.

_"Ok this is good. Now I know Hiccup comes here but how often?"..._"How often does he come here?" I asked.

"Every two weeks lass...and you jus' missed him. He came here yesterday" he said. _"I mentally cursed myself. Just by one day I missed him...OH the gods hate me"_ I said to myself while shaking my head.

"Did you see where he was heading?" I asked. The only objective now was to get as much detail about his whereabouts, then start the search.

"He heads into the mountains east of 'ere...but we can't go there cause it's only accessible by dragon" he said. _"Great, now where am I going to get a dragon?"_ This search just became a lot harder. "Thank you" I said before leaving.

I walked out of the Inn, and I saw a path that led directly into the mountains, but figured it only led so far before it ended at the base of the mountain in the distance. "Well here goes nothing" I said starting down the path into the thick forest.

_Night Time_

I had been hiking up the path all day...well the path ended probably about five hours ago and I just kept making my way through the forest to the base of the mountain. However it was getting too dark for me to continue so I set up a small camp, set up a fire and set some leaves on the ground for me to sleep in, and I dug into my meal which I packed. While I was eating I was thinking how much Hiccup might have changed. "He might have put on more muscle...no that won't be possible...he was too scrawny when he left to change _that_ much" I said aloud, not that there was anyone to hear me. "His facial appearance might have changed...again, maybe he's grown...but" I stopped as I realized if I did find him, what was I going to say.

It's been so long, and from what I remember...he hates all of us...for the way he was treated in Berk...he was treated as an Outcast. And that would have stuck with him all this time. There's no telling what he'll do if he sees me. I should be ready...for anything.

_Crack_. I stood up and immediately held my axe in my hands. "Who's there?" I held. I could hear the bushes rustling and I looked in the direction of where the noise came. "Show yourself!" I yelled as I held my axe up, ready to strike. That's when I saw three pairs of eyes open from the bush. They were small, round beady eyes with large pupils. I didn't know any animal that had eyes like those, well that I know of. I could tell they were moving about, even trying to push the other in front of the other. I looked back at the cooking fish on the spit above the fire. _"They must have been attracted by the food" _I thought. But then one of them fell out of the bush right in front of me and I couldn't believe my eyes.

"A baby dragon" I said aloud. It was blue in colour and had spiked coming from the back of its head. "A Deadly Nadder baby" I finished off. Then two of the other baby dragons came out and eyed the fish I had. But I knew this couldn't be good...if there were baby dragons around, the mother couldn't be far away. I still had my axe in my hand, in case something happened, but these were just babies...they were playing with each other right in front of me. I then realized they must have been attracted by the fish that I was cooking. I already had one, so I guess I really didn't need that one. I took it off the flames and threw it near the dragons, who immediately came at it and split it up for the three of them. I looked on as they fed themselves...and I had to admit...they looked extremely cute..._"Wait, what am I saying, they're dragons who'll grow up and end up killing me"_ I convinced myself. But I couldn't help myself stop smiling when I saw that they were rough-housing with each other. Any kind of baby...albeit dragon babies were cute.

I decided now would be a good time to get some rest, and as I was laying down I saw the dragons scamper off from where they came. At least I won't have problem with mama dragon...I soon closed my eyes for a nice peaceful sleep.

"_Squak!"_ I heard. I bet it had not been three minutes since I closed my eyes. I immediately shot up and I saw the three baby dragons run from the bush and up to me and hid behind my legs. When I looked up I saw why they ran...there were seven wolves right in front of me. I looked back to the dragons and I never saw any kind of dragon _this_ scared, they were trying to hide behind me. I looked back at the wolves and saw them advancing ever so closer. Since the dragons ran back here, I'd be next after them...so I took out my axe and got into a battle position.

The wolves stopped their advancing and sized me up. To them it was just more food, but I wouldn't be going down without a fight. I decided to make the first move. "Rah!" I yelled and charged them my axe ready to come down. They all scattered. One of them lunged at me but I ducked out of the way. A wolf ran at me but I quickly punched it in the face sending it to the ground. I then saw two wolves cornering the baby dragons. I don't know what I felt, but I had to protect those dragons, so I threw my axe at the wolves, one of it hitting the wolf right in the side. It howled in pain as it went down. I charged to the wolf and grabbed my axe from its side and got in front of the dragons. One down, six to go, but I knew it was only a matter of time before...

The wolves scattered as a blast of fire came their way. I looked up to see a blue Deadly Nadder land and start attacking the wolves. It unleashed the spikes in its tails at the wolves, hitting three of them in their paws and it shot another blast of fire at them. The wolves knew they couldn't take on a fully grown dragon and ran off into the woods. The dragon let out one final roar at them before folding its wings and looking at me. The baby dragons rushed from behind me and up to the dragon. The Deadly Nadder crooned its head down and nuzzled its babies. "I guess that's the mama dragon" I said as I watched the reunion. The mother dragon then looked up and at me and moved towards me. I knew if I attacked it, I wouldn't stand a chance, and there wouldn't be a point in running now because it would catch me.

It was now right in front of me and it was looking at my axe. I remember Ripper telling me that dragons don't like it when people are holding weapons, it just makes them nervous as we are without weapons. So I looked down at my axe then back at the dragon. "I can't believe I'm doing this" I said and I dropped my axe on the ground and kicked it away from me. The dragon looked at the axe that was kicked away then back at me, but I noticed the change in its eyes. It changed from dilated pupils to normal. I guess it doesn't see me as a threat anymore.

Then as if on instinct, I stuck my hand out, something I saw Ripper do with the Nightmare in the ring five years ago. The dragon looked at my hand before putting its head near it. I was so scared about what might happen that I closed my eyes and then...I felt the scales on my palm. When I opened my eyes I saw the dragon had his snout placed against my arm. Then it began making a shrill noise and nuzzled against my hand. "So this is what it feels like" I said. I hadn't felt something like this in a long time. It was like a bond had been formed when we touched each other. I then saw the baby Nadders run up to me and also wanted my attention, and I reached down and petted them. It felt so strange yet so good touching them. I had never been so close to dragons in this way.

I then remembered my task at hand. I was supposed to get Hiccup back and the only way to reach the land he was in was by dragon. I looked at the Nadder that was looking at me and then at the mountain behind me. "Looks like I found my dragon" I said as I let the dragon nuzzle me more...and to my surprise I liked it...getting attention from her. "You know what...I think I like you two" I said rubbing her chin...something that I saw Ripper do with his dragon. That's when my mind clicked and I had to get back on the mission.

"I might understand me...but I need to get over that mountain to find someone" I said pointing to the mountain. The dragon looked up and squaked. I think it knew what I wanted or who I wanted to see. She knelt down so I could get on her. I then heard her hatchlings making noises as well. I couldn't leave them alone, not with those wolves still in the area, and I bet neither did their mother. So I gathered up the baby dragons and placed them in front of me so I could keep an eye on them. After we got settled on the dragon's back, she took off.

The rush of the wind was so sudden and being on the back of a dragon...it's something that people never experience, and riding on one, looking at the world below you...you feel alone...it feels calm, like you're the only one in the world up here, and that was exactly how Hiccup felt. I realized it now. He risked his life for Toothless because he was the only living being, other than Ripper who accepted him...with his flaws and all...but he accepted him and became his friend. Now I was determined to get to Hiccup and apologize for _everything_ that I had done to him.

Flying on a dragon was how could I put it?...Incredible, Breathtaking, Fast...there are so many words but I can't find the words to describe it. It's like you know what the feeling is, but there's nothing to explain about it. The dragon took me high above now that I could see the village lights in the distance and it didn't take long for us to cross over the mountain. Beyond that was just forest and I didn't know where to begin, but the dragon kept flying in a path...I think she knows I want to see Hiccup and she probably knows where he is.

It didn't take long for the dragon to start descending again. She had probably been in the air for ten or fifteen minutes before she began slowing down. At first the sudden change in speed and sudden drop knocked the air out of me and not going to lie, did scare at me first, but now we were nearing the ground. She soon landed and I got off, rubbing her neck and thanking her for the trip. She then pointed her head in the direction and nudged me forward. I looked back at the dragon and she again gestured her head in the direction she wanted me to go...almost as if she knew where Hiccup was.

I looked in the direction she wanted me to go and this was a first...I was going to follow a dragon's order. Since I didn't know anywhere to go, I figured the dragon knew better and so I went in that direction. I turned around for a moment to see that the dragon was walking off with her hatchlings behind her. I looked back ahead of me and continued on.

I was walking for about thirty minutes before I reached a narrow gorge and the path led directly through it. I looked on both sides at the top to make sure there wasn't anything bad waiting and I continued on. When I reached the end, the sight before me took my breath away. It was like the Cove back on Berk, but much, much bigger...and in the middle I saw a large mansion, with smoke coming from the chimney indicating someone was home and I only saw one light through a window.

"I guess I found you Hiccup" I said, proud that I had accomplished my goal.

"Yes you did" I heard a voice say and then...blackness.


	9. Reunion

**A/N: Oh yeah, just to get this out there, the characters look just like the trailer for HTTYD 2. Or check for the images in Google.**

_Astrid's POV_

I opened my eyes slowly, finding myself in a room large room with pillars on each side holding up the floor above me, and I saw a fireplace to my right, with a fire burning and a pot above it. I also saw a stove that was made from gathering some rocks together and a place in the middle for a fire to be made. I looked ahead of me and saw the only door to this room and it was open, but I didn't see anything past the darkness. A few candles were lit, but other than that and the fire, there was not much light. I tried to move but realized my hands were tied and behind my and I was kneeling on my knees, so getting up was out of the question.

"Finally awake ya'?" I heard someone say and it sounded like it came from the door.

"Hiccup?" I asked...and when the figure walked out of the shadows, I couldn't believe my eyes...it was _him_.

_Normal POV_

"Long time no see Astrid" he said, her name running off his tongue like some spoiled fish. Astrid looked at the young man in front of her. She could tell by his green emerald eyes he was Hiccup...but his body made her doubtful. There stood a young man, with auburn hair that reached his neck, dressed in similar clothing when he lived on Berk, but by the outline the clothing portrayed, he had gained muscle...not a lot but it was well defined. His face had also grown, it still had a soft complexion, no real facial hair, but boy did he change. His freckles were gone, his jaw-line was set and Astrid saw something that she never saw...anger...in his eyes.

"How did you know I was coming?" she asked.

"Please, compare a five year veteran in dragon flying to some novice. I saw you flying on that Nadder here...and before you ask, you couldn't see me because Toothless is silent and fast, plus he blends in with the night" he said. "Now since I have answered your question, answer mine...Why have you come?" he asked, in a pleasant voice but she could tell that he was hiding the anger behind it. He grabbed a chair and placed it right in front of her and sat down on it, smiling as if this was another friendly meeting.

"I c-came to...bring you back" she answered. She was in uncharted waters and she knew it...and she didn't want to anger him...more.

"Bring me back to the home that shunned me for years...back to the father who didn't give a crap about his son...back to the life that you all put me in?" he phrased it in a question. He was trying desperately to hold in his anger, but by her appearing now...it all came back in one wave.

"No, Hiccup I came to..." she couldn't finish her sentence as Hiccup lunged at her and had his hand around her throat. That smile was now changing into a scowl as he tightened his grip on her throat.

"What was that? I didn't quite get you" he said, mocking her right then and there. Astrid knew she couldn't get angry. He had every right to be doing this to her. He loosened his grip on her throat just a bit to let her speak.

"I came to say sorry...I" she was stopped when he tightened his grip again.

"Sorry? SORRY!?" he screamed and pushed her back that she fell on her side. Astrid looked up to see him standing over her...and in all her nineteen years, she had never felt more scared than this situation.

"Why are you sorry huh? In fact why should you be sorry? All you've done is watch while Snotlout and the twins made fun of me, beat me up, and not paid any attention to me...all you did was rat me out after I told you to listen. WHAT ARE YOU SORRY FOR!?" he yelled. His hands were curled up into fists, ready to hit something...or someone. He took a few deep breaths to calm himself down.

"I thought you were different Astrid..." he said in a calm voice. "I thought you weren't one of..._them_" he spat. She knew 'them' were the people of Berk he was referring to. "But it turns out you're the same like everyone else is on that pathetic rock. You don't accept change even when it keeps knocking on the door, begging you to let it in. I thought you of all people would understand me...where I was going with the idea of having Toothless. I thought you would understand because unlike the others...you listen...at least that's what I thought" he continued. He was now walking around the room while Astrid never took his eyes off him. She was taken aback at his outburst but she had calmed down a bit to hear him out.

"Instead of listening...you went through that narrow-minded train of thought that they had bestowed on you. You didn't hear what I had to say and you ratted me out. Because of you I was branded as a traitor to Berk...I was already an Outcast back home, you just made me leave...(sigh)...but it was a good thing I did because if it wasn't for you...I wouldn't have been able to change the way of the people of Sharkslane. I know you stopped there and look at how perfectly happy they are now that they understand dragons! If I didn't leave Berk...I would not have found...a _happy_ life" he said staring at her coldly.

"But I knew Ripper was falling for Heather, and she for him...it was only a matter of time before...I left because _you_ reminded me of the person I loved!" he yelled at her, a tear running down his eye. She was also struggling to hold back tears. He was telling her what he had felt for all those years and the effect it had on him...the effect _she_ had on him.

"I always loved you Astrid...I would always stare at you when we walked by, seeing you smile...it always brightened my day...but that's in the past, as are all of my unhappy memories...This is now...and that Hiccup is gone" he said. He reached for a glove on the shelf above the fireplace and put it on.

"Hiccup...I'm sorry I wasn't there...I'm sorry you left...I know it's because of me...and I want to make things right...They told me to come find you because I was the best tracker...but I _wanted_ to find you...so I can tell you myself how sorry I am...sorry for the things I didn't do when you were being bullied...sorry for not acknowledging you...sorry for not caring!" she said, tears running down her face, and he saw it. She didn't care if he saw it.

Hiccup heard every word she said as he took his time putting on his modified glove. "Why should I believe you?" he asked turning around. "You said you were sent here to bring me back? How do I know you're not just going to trial me for my crimes?" he said, putting emphasis on crimes. He walked up to her and slowly picked her up and helped her onto her feet.

"We are not...your father said he just wants you back" she said as he turned her to face him.

"Really, he's started calling me son now?" he asked, making fun of Stoick.

"No he's..." before Astrid could make her point he cut her off. "He made it perfectly clear that I was no Viking. He wanted a different son and everyone knows that. Not this fishbone! as you all called me" he said as he went behind to cut her ropes. "He never felt any affection towards me...no matter how many times I tried to prove myself, he still didn't care" he said as he cut her ropes and now her arms were free.

Astrid clutched both her wrists, rubbing the marks of the rope away. "What are you doing?" she asked as he tossed a dagger at her and she caught it no problem.

"I know you're here to bring me back...but I know there's going to be a trial and the punishment is death for me...so here you go Astrid...kill me" he said, no emotion on his face.

Astrid stared at him in disbelief. He just told her to kill him and he was removing his bear skin coat that he had over him, leaving on his pale green shirt...and a glove on his hand? But Astrid looked closer and saw that it was a glove made from scales and it had a compartment on top of it that could only hold...

Her suspicions were confirmed when Hiccup moved his hand a bit and a black blade fell out. "You Astrid Hofferson can do what your village law demands...to kill me for treason...but I'm not going down without a fight" he said and got in a fighting stance. Astrid looked at the dagger he gave her and then back to him. "Hiccup, I won't fight you" she said dropping the dagger onto the ground.

"Well that'll make things easier" he said with a smile and lunged at her.

Astrid quickly side-stepped out of the way but Hiccup anticipated this and used one of his legs to trip her, and she fell right on her back on the hard floor. "Come on Astrid, I thought you'd be more of a challenge" he mocked her. She couldn't believe how quick he was...now she knew why Ripper said to be careful with him. She quickly got up and regained her fighting stance. Hiccup had retracted the blade and raised his fists and charged her again. She raised both her arms to block his punch and quickly moved them to block a kick that was going straight to her stomach.

"You're good.." he said as he grabbed one of her hands and put his left foot behind her right foot. "But not good enough" he said as he pulled her right foot off the ground with his left and pushed her hard onto the floor and was now on top of her. She breathed heavily as she a look in his eyes that she never saw before...he actually had the intention of killing her then and there.

His blade came out again and he pressed it against the side of her neck. "Please Hiccup, this isn't you" she said. She was helpless now. He was directly over her with his back legs pressing her legs together so she couldn't move them and his one hand pinned both of hers. "No it isn't me...it's what you _Vikings_ made me" he said with a snarl.

"Any last words Astrid?" he asked, the blade pressing ever so into the skin of her neck. Astrid knew the damage was done...she didn't know it was this extensive. All the rage he kept inside him was coming out now and she was bearing the brunt of it. There was no way out of it, he wanted revenge and she understood, she would also do the exact same thing in his shoes.

"I deserve it for the pain I caused" she said looking up to his eyes and letting one final tear run down her cheek. Hiccup felt a pang of guilt now, but that was over shadowed by his hatred for her...and he raised his arm, and was about to bring the blade down to end this...she closed her eyes, waiting to feel the cold blade enter her throat.

_"Hiccup!"_ he heard someone yell and he looked to see Toothless bounding over. _"This is not you Hiccup...don't do this!"_ he tried to reason with him. Astrid opened her eyes to see the Night Fury she saw all those years ago. To her it looked like Toothless was talking to him.

Hiccup looked back to Astrid and she looked at him, unsure of what he was going to do. "It's because of her Toothless...it's her fault we're here!" he yelled not letting go of his grip.

_"Yes it is...but Hiccup, we chose to run, we managed to build a new life...and this will be a dark path if you choose...you won't be wanted for treason...you'll be wanted for murder Hiccup...don't do this. Besides when will you forgive and forget?" _he asked him.

"I had already forgotten...until she came here, but I'll never forgive" he said and got up, releasing her limbs. Astrid took in deep breaths, recovering from facing Hiccup's anger. He looked at her and she saw the hurt in his eyes...the hurt from betrayal..._her_ betrayal to him.

"How many Vikings died in the raids?" he asked all of a sudden. She knew instantly where he was getting at...what would have happened if she stayed and listened. She began crying, knowing how many Vikings had died ever since he had left. Hiccup looked at her, knowing the answer from her crying..."If only you listened instead of acting" he said and walked out leaving her in her mess.

She knew he was right...if only she stayed and listened instead of running...there was no going back now. But she did have a chance to make up with him and she was determined not to let that pass. She wiped away the tears and got up to go after him but was blocked by Toothless.

"I need to go see him!" she said trying to get past the dragon.

But Toothless nudged her away from the door, trying to tell her that Hiccup needed some time alone. At first she refused to listen to the dragon's repeated croons and moans but when she stopped and looked at him, she realized that he was trying to tell her to wait.

She looked back at the door Hiccup left through and back to the dragon. "Please...Toothless is it?...I have to talk to him...it's all my fault...and I need to make things right with him...I don't care how long it will take, but I can't fail now...not when I failed him so many times before" she said, unknowingly petting Toothless' snout. Toothless' years perked up, and he moved away, leaving her room to go through that door to get Hiccup.

She knew it wasn't going to be easy, but she had to try...because he was the key to end everything...for the village...and for _her_.


	10. I'm Sorry

**A/N: This chapter is not as long as the others, but it is also emotional like the previous one, and I'm really happy with how successful this story is doing. Thank you to all the readers and reviews you are leaving. Enjoy!**

_Hiccup's POV_

"How dare she!?" I said as I walked outside of the house I built. I knew Toothless would keep her from following me and now I just needed time to cool off. She comes all this way trying to bring me back to Berk, and say that _she's_ sorry?! It's going to take more than sorry to convince me to come back. I looked around for a place to clear my thoughts. The reason I chose this place was because it was secluded and that it was only accessible by dragons. I had come here one year ago and I made my house from the trees I cut down in this place. During the day, it was pure beauty. I could see dragons flying about in the day and I got study them, fly with Toothless and all my problems were far away from here.

I wanted minimal human contact, so I only went once every two weeks to that village on the other side for supplies. Life had been going great...until she found me. Does she think I just forgot my past? The past is what shapes a person...and it is always a mistake to never look back in the past to learn from your mistakes. And my past was full torment, ridicule, shame, disappointment...and so much more. That is what keeps me from leaving this place...my past. I guess I never knew your past catches up with you...no matter for long you run from it. And now, it's caught up...but did it have to send _her_?

I mean send Fishlegs, the Twins, or _even_ Snotlout...but her? I guess trouble always follows me about. I hiked to my special place. It was a small version of the cove back on Berk, except this one had a pathway down to it. It had a big pond in the middle with a stream continuously pouring water into it. There was a small cliff above it where you could jump in and yes it was safe because the pond was also deep. Just before the pond, there was a huge slab of flat rock. That was where I usually sit when I want to think...and I had a lot to think about right now.

Was she telling the truth...about her being sorry? Or was it all just an act to get me back. But I have to admit, I never saw her cry, and I know crying for her is not a thing...so for her to cry when I went berserk on her...that must mean she is sorry...or she was scared out of her wits. But that doesn't excuse what she's done or failed to do when I was on Berk. But something didn't seem right. My mind just kept nagging at me.

_"You went too hard on her...she came to take you back"_ my conscious said.

_"Yeah, just to trial and kill you if you do return...besides you wouldn't even be in this position if it wasn't for _her_"_ my anger said. I was really having a debate on if I should forgive her or not...actually not that...if I could trust her at all.

His feelings for the girl were coming back and he started to feel guilt for putting her through all his anger. "I can't let me feelings get the better of me...I can't let her off that easy" I said to no one in particular. But as I was thinking about her...I began to look at how much she changed. She had grown up a lot. Her body was still the same shape five years before but her curves were more defined, she had more womanly traits, her hair had grown longer and she still kept it in that braid. She still wore that headband of hers...she hasn't changed much. Other than that, she was still the same...same brash, fiery, spirited...beautiful Astrid.

I chuckled to myself when I said beautiful. _"Some things never change"_ I told myself.

_"Crack"_ I heard a noise behind me and I knew instantly who it was. "You're never going to leave me alone are you?" I asked not bothering to turn around to see her, but looked up into the night sky instead.

"Hiccup...I" I cut her off .

"No Astrid...I should say sorry for going berserk on you. I should have had control over my emotions get the better of me" I said looking around to see her, with her arms folded in front of the other, and I saw her tear stained face which made my guilt pit dig itself deeper.

"No Hiccup...you had and have every right to be angry...with Berk...with your father...with _me_. I know I can't get those years back...years that could've...no, would've changed the people of Berk for the better...but I will try to make it up to you" she said as she started walking closer to me.

"I know why you saved Toothless, I felt that same feeling when I connected with a mother dragon before flying here. I now know what you were trying to get at...and it hurts me now that...I ran to tell Stoick...I was so foolish, I shouldn't have. Now I think about what would have happened if I didn't run...the life you could have led us to. But also..." that's when I saw the tears coming down her eyes.

"Ripper told me how you felt in Berk when he was about to be trialed...and I couldn't believe that we did that to you...that _I_ did that to you. I should have said something, I should have stood up for you...not make you feel less loved...but...I-I...was too scared on how they would start treating me..." she said. I was shocked to hear that, but part of me expected it and she continued on.

"You think they did the worst things...but in truth I did...I wasn't there for you...I was too afraid to stand up for you because I was worried on how they would start...t-treating me...and as a result this is where you've turned up...and it probably was the best you left Berk...because it allowed you to _find_ yourself...unlike the rest of us...who are still suffering because of the raids...still caught in the loophole, while you..._you_ escaped a long time ago..." I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I never heard Astrid talk like this, and with tears coming down her face at an alarming rate...she couldn't be faking this whole thing...she _truly_ was sorry.

"I could have done something to help you all those years ago...and prevented so much death..." she said and that was the hitting point. She fell down on both knees and began crying, not like in the house, but this crying...she blamed herself for everything that had happened. She feels that she could have done something and as a result she is paying for not going through that thought. She realizes her mistake and has admitted it...I guess it is time for me to forgive her.

I got up and walked to her. She didn't look up as she had her face buried in her hands...but she needed someone...someone who understands her. I knelt down on one knee and wrapped my arms around her. She immediately cramped into my chest area and cried more. This Astrid was definitely not the one I knew five years ago...this Astrid was the one I was waiting for.

I had one arm wrapped around her and I put one hand on the back of her head and held her tightly to my chest and I could feel her tears staining my shirt and I felt her quick breathing. "I'm sorry Hiccup...I'm sorry" she said while clasping my shirt with both her hands, and I just held her tighter, bringing her in closer. I did that because the way she was acting...it was how I was on the inside all those years ago...sad that I couldn't be what the village wanted me to be...sad that I would never be what my father wanted me to be. Just like when I didn't kill Toothless, I saw myself...weak, helpless and scared I was...she was the exact same way now. She realized the mistake she made...and now wanted to be forgiven...something I never got the chance when Berk didn't accept me...but by choosing the action they did, I would be just like them.

"I forgive you" I said as I kissed her hair and rubbed her back. She was starting to calm down, I could tell as she started taking deeper breaths and her crying had stopped. I cupped her chin and looked her in the eyes, they were red and tired from all the crying, but she managed a small smile.

"Thank you...thank you" she said as she hugged me and I hugged her back.

"You won't mention this to anyone will you?" she asked, still sniffling a bit. Good ole' Astrid...was back to her normal self.

"What happens in the Cove...stays in the Cove" I said as he looked into her eyes and wiped away a tear.

She smiled, thankful that I understood. That's what I do, I understand people. "You must be tired from the trip...and all that's just happened right?" I asked as I helped her up.

"Yes...I could really use some shut-eye" she said as she rubbed a few dry spots away.

"Come on" I said as I held her hand and led her back to the mansion. The walk was quiet as she began to feel sleepy with every step, but we were in the mansion in no time and I led her to the room I sleep in. By then she was nearly asleep so I laid her on the bed and removed her boots. I slipped her under the covers and by then she was fast asleep. I had to admit I was also incredibly tired. Toothless walked up to me and stared at Astrid who was now sleeping soundly.

_"I see everything went smoothly"_ he said.

"She finally understands Toothless...and I'm glad she does" I said as I walked away and sat on a chair and began removing the glove that I still had on.

_"So I take it you're going to mate her soon?"_ he asked and I stared at him. _"What, it's obvious that you have feelings for her still and she has for you...just like Heather and Ripper had"_ he said and I still couldn't believe he said that.

"First off, we just made up, we're not going to..._mate_...as you put it, and besides she doesn't like me in that way" I said setting some furs on the ground for me to sleep on.

_"I don't know why you humans are so blind to emotions"_ he said as he curled up and around me and put his wing over me as a cover.

"And I don't know why it's your business to say if we're mates or not" I said and soon followed Astrid to the subconscious.


	11. I'm Asking

**A/N: This chapter is not as long as the others, but it is also emotional like the previous one, and I'm really happy with how successful this story is doing. Thank you to all the readers and reviews you are leaving. Enjoy!**

_Normal POV_

Astrid slowly opened her eyes from her deep sleep. She raised her upper body to look around, making sure she remembered where she was. She found herself in a bed, with the covers drawn over her and her boots at the edge of the bed. The early morning rays peaked through the two windows of the room they were in, signalling a new day...and in her mind...the start to a new life with Hiccup...in treating him the way he should have been. She heard clearly that he said he forgave her...but that wasn't enough for Astrid. No living being on Midgard could forgive another so easily after all the suffering he was put through.

_"I have to earn his forgiveness"_ she thought. She looked to the edge of the room to see Toothless looking at her with his big green eyes and she saw he had one of his wings folded around Hiccup to keep him warm.

_"How could a Viking and a dragon have such close a bond?"_ she thought as she sat herself at the edge of the bed and began to put her boots on. She noticed that Toothless hadn't taken his eyes off her yet. That's when she noticed it. He wasn't staring at her in curiosity...his stare was that of skepticism. She could tell...even though she couldn't believe that she could now read a dragon's facial expressions...that he was unsure of her. Sure Hiccup had forgiven her...to a certain extent...but Toothless wouldn't be so easily swayed. This was the girl who exposed him and Hiccup...it was obvious to him as the way Hiccup reacted over her every time they looked back on how they got here...she was the reason he left his new found life in Sharkslane Village. She was the cause of many problems to Hiccup, and as a loyal dragon and friend...he didn't want Hiccup to get hurt again...not by the same girl.

Toothless felt Hiccup begin to stir and he carefully removed his wing to see Hiccup open his eyes and squint at the light that was entering the room. "It's too early bud" he said grabbing the wing tip and getting comfy underneath it again.

_"Do you want me to light your head on fire again?"_ Toothless asked with a smirk. Hiccup's eyes shot open and he pushed the wing off him and sat up, rubbing the last bit of sleep out of his eyes.

"Jeez...I guess you're a morning dragon" Hiccup said as he stretched the stiffness in his back and his arms...and his whole body.

_"And so is your mate"_ he said and gestured to where Astrid was who had been watching the whole scene in front of her in bewilderment. Hiccup blushed a bit when he said. "You're never going to let me hear the end of it are you?" he asked, showing his toothy smile.

_"You know me so well Hiccup"_ Toothless commented with a snort.

Astrid couldn't believe what was happening..._"Is Hiccup actually...speaking...with his dragon?"_ she thought. She was still seated on her bed just watching the two of them.

_"You have to tell her you understand me because I think she'll think you're more crazy than usual"_ he said gesturing to Astrid with his head. Hiccup turned his head to see Astrid looking at them, wanting to know what was going on.

"You want to know if I understand Toothless right?" he asked, and she nodded in response. "Well...where do I begin" he said rubbing the back of his head. "I think it began happening three or four years ago on Sharkslane, where I began to hear these voices in my head. At first I thought I was going crazy...as these voices always seemed to be listening in on my conversations and responding to them...until the voice said who he was and that's when I realized me and Toothless had built a connection" he explained.

"He said that he always understood Norse...so he basically understood us. He said that since me and Ripper spent so much time with him and Bladewing, we began to pick up their own language little by little without even knowing it. We called it...Dragonese...and we've been talking with them ever since" he finished. Hiccup watch Astrid as she tried to process this information. It was a long shot...just dumping something like that on a person who's just started to understand dragons is a lot.

"You're telling me that dragons can understand us and you can talk with them?" she asked. It sounded really crazy coming out of her mouth.

"Basically yes" Hiccup answered.

"I don't believe you...I mean yeah dragons are different, but talking with them...I mean come on" she said getting up and walking to where Hiccup and Toothless were.

"I know it's a lot to take in, but believe me...it's true...you can test it if you want to" he said. "How am I going to test it...I can't talk to dragons...even if you can...which I still think is a bit out there" she said. Hiccup looked at Toothless and asked him if he was ok with this and he nodded.

"Toothless said you can tell him something and he'll tell that to me, and if I get it right, that proves I can talk to dragons" Hiccup said waving Toothless to Astrid for the test to begin and he lumbered over to the bed where she was.

"You really expect this to work huh?" she asked with a smirk, and Hiccup's response was just a shrug of his shoulders and a small smile. "Alright...I'll tell him something that you could never guess" she said and proceeded to whisper in the dragon's year...and just like that she was done and sat up and folded her arms with a victory smirk on her face.

"Alright Toothless...what did she tell you?" he asked, wanting to hear the secret. Toothless looked at Astrid for a split second and then back at me.

_"She said she thinks you're HOT!"_ he said in a matter-of-fact tone.

"You think I'm hot?" Hiccup asked looking at Astrid with a confused expression. Astrid immediately blushed a deep red that would make a tomato jealous.

"I DID NOT SAY THAT!" she said covering her mouth and looking even more embarrassed. Hiccup looked back at Toothless who was snickering at the two humans in front of him. "Toothless, enough with the jokes already!" Hiccup said, smiling a bit at what Toothless did.

_"Couldn't help myself...it's always funny to see you human's facial expressions. She said that she wished she didn't have to kill dragons...and always wished to have a dragon as a pet"_ he said. Hiccup couldn't believe what he heard. The Astrid Hofferson who was so keen on becoming a full fledged warrior and dragon killer wanted to have a dragon as her friend?

"You wanted to have a dragon as a pet and you never really wanted to kill dragons" he said and saw Astrid nod her head. She had her mouth I bit open when he said that.

"So it looks like you really can talk to dragons" she said with a small smile, impressed by his new skill.

"Well me and Ripper anyway. I bet you were confused when you saw him talking to his dragon right?" he asked. "Wait, how did you know that we saw that?" she asked. Hiccup hadn't been there when they were Sharkslane so how could he have known.

"It was bound to happen. Ripper can also talk to dragons although he doesn't let it on, and most people back there know that we can. That's why they aren't surprised when we talked to dragons" Hiccup explained. Astrid thought that it was pretty cool at how he could talk to dragons...she was in fact amazed at how much he had accomplished over the years.

"Other than learning how to speak...Dragonese...what did you do all these years?" she asked. It was still early in the day as only now the sun's rays were brightly shining through the window. Might as well catch up on past years.

"Well...I can't say I did a lot" he said with a shrug of his shoulders.

"Really, because that was the first time that anyone beat me in hand-to-hand combat" she said. Although it was a memory that both of them wanted to forget, it had to be brought up some time because Astrid saw his true fighting skills come out.

"Oh yeah, that...well Ripper said that I had to learn how to fight in case I got separated from Toothless. I wasn't into it at first...but he kept insisting and he even got Treeroot's help in convincing me to take up lessons. When that didn't work he kept taking Toothless away from me for a whole week before I finally said yes" Hiccup said with a laugh at the end, to which Astrid also giggled a bit.

"Treeroot and Ripper trained me non stop for about two months, always getting me up at the crack of dawn and if I didn't get up they'd just throw a bucket of fish on me and not allow me to take a wash for the rest of the day. I didn't believe them at first...until they actually did it of course...and that's basically about it" he explained.

"So you didn't go travelling about, exploring the world?" she asked getting up from bed and going to a mirror to make sure her hair wasn't messy or so.

"The only travelling I did was for a place away from any settlements...so I could keep to myself and..." he stopped because he didn't want to go further as the main reason was to get away from it all and not having to go through the same pain again.

"So you could forget your past right?" Astrid asked without turning her back. Her own expression gloomed a bit as she remembered why he left.

"Yeah...but I guess no matter how long you run from your past, it always catches up with you doesn't it?" he asked getting up and walking to the stove. Astrid heard by the tone of his voice he still held his past close to him. She frowned as well, thinking about the memories, if they could be called that. He might have told her that he'd forgiven her, but she knew he was still hurting on the inside. He didn't show it and he was a master at it, but she could sense that he was still angry at Berk, his friends...his father.

"A past that wants you to give it another chance" she said solemnly. She turned around and looked him in the eyes, "We...I know that Berk doesn't deserve you Hiccup, from what I have experienced you're definitely better off...but you are the only person who could help us end this war once and for all" she said. Hiccup looked at her for about half a minute.

"And why should I Astrid? For my whole life I was shunned, teased, beaten up just because of how I was. No one excepted me for who I was...(looks away to the window)...they all wanted me gone..._you_ wanted me gone" he said turning back to Astrid who glanced away not meeting his eyes. She was afraid that she'd see the hurt in his eyes again.

"I never fitted in Berk...I was an Outcast among my own people...no one wanted anything to do with me and befriending Toothless just gave them the excuse they needed to get rid of me. My own father doesn't even care about me. After mom died, he just didn't know what to do with a fishbone like me. Mom was probably the only person on Berk who understood me...accepted me for me...and always told me not to care what others say about me...that I'm special in my own way...and when she died, the only person who ever _truly_ loved me was gone...I was alone again and had been. Ripper was the next person who accepted me, became my friend...I don't know if he felt sorry for me or what, and I don't care, but Ripper never really did understand how I _really_ felt...not like Toothless" he said looking at his scaly friend who was also listening in on the conversation.

"Look at his tailfin" he said and Astrid looked to Toothless' tail and saw one natural tailfin, and a brown leather tailfin. "I shot him down that night" he said, and she looked back at him again. "No one believed me...as usual, so I went to the forest, I searched for hours until I found his trail. He was tied up in the net I shot at him and he was there on the ground. I told myself I would cut out his heart and bring it to my dad, proof that I was a Viking, that I can be what he wanted me to be...but I looked at Toothless, and saw something I never saw in anyone else...he was scared, helpless, waiting for the world to take his life...(sigh)...I saw myself" he said looking at the fireplace under the stove.

"I cut him loose...turned out Ripper had followed me there and saw _everything_. He didn't understand at first but said he'd keep it all a secret, and I studied Toothless who was trapped in the Cove...because when I shot him down, I injured him, ripping his tailfin off...so I made him a new one and became his rider and we've had each other's backs ever since" he explained, finally looking up to Astrid whose expression was unreadable right now.

She looked at Toothless and for the first time she saw something more than a beast...she saw a friend, "Toothless was more family to you than any of us had ever been. He accepted you, treated you with the respect you deserved, cared for you...I think Toothless if more human than any of us back at Berk" she started looking back to Hiccup who had started a fire and was preparing to cook something.

"But just like Toothless earned your trust...let us earn your trust again Hiccup...we _need_ you, Ripper won't come if you don't, and we're running out of options. The raids are becoming more frequent and violent on account for both sides...and _I_ know that you're the only one who can help us" she pleaded with him. Hiccup looked at her and glanced to him, and he warbled something at him and Hiccup's eyes narrowed at this and he looked back at Astrid with disappointment.

"You killed a dragon didn't you?" he asked, and this caught her completely off guard. Before she had a chance to ask, "Toothless read it all over you...he said you have that _feel_ around you...or maybe he peered into your mind, dragons can do that...read thoughts" he said and Astrid looked to Toothless to see him with an emotionless face, definitely from finding the fact that she had killed a dragon.

"Hiccup...that was a long time ago...I had no choice, the dragon was coming right at me...if I didn't kill it, I wouldn't be here" she said, trying to move from this but then she saw Hiccup chuckle.

"How much did they celebrate your feat? How much blood was spilt when they cut that dragon up...did they hang the head up in the Hall for your accomplishment? More importantly...how did you _feel_ after killing that dragon?" he asked standing right in her face now. Astrid was now backed up against a wall, she knew there would be no point in lying, so better come out with the truth now.

"(sigh) I felt pride for killing the dragon...I felt that I had accomplished what a shield-maiden does at such a young age. I looked up with pride at the head of that dragon over in the Hall, knowing that I had taken its life...I was finally..." she stopped when she realized what she had become.

"You were finally a _Viking_" he spat the word with extreme hatred and turned around. "Tell me, why should I trust any of you now, you're all Vikings, made for killing and nothing else" he said going back to his cooking. Astrid looked at him...he made his point, why would he help them? All they did was celebrate when he left and after that they just forgot him, wanted nothing to do with him...even when he was there. They all saw him as a curse, a misfit, an outcast...she realized that he had _perfect_ reasons for not helping them.

"You're right, we don't deserve your help...not after what we did to you. It's not fair for you in any way" she said turning around. She had her eyes on the door that led outside. "I know I didn't do anything to help you, but I want to change that now, if you are willing to accept me. And they're not asking you Hiccup..._I_ am" she said and walked out the door, going gods know where.

Hiccup sighed and looked through the door she left and back to Toothless. "What do you think bud? Is it time to leave the past behind?" he asked.

_"I'm with you whatever decision you make Hiccup, you know that...but can we really be sure. You know as well as I do that no one on Berk wants to see you again, and you're just going to go back like that?"_ he asked.

"No I'm not...but I just don't know what to do...my mind is plagued my so many thoughts and emotions right now it's hard to..."

_Scream!_

"Astrid?" he said and ran out the same door.


	12. Day Off

**A/N: This chapter is of the guys back in Sharkslane about 4 days after Astrid left. This chapter is about them, so enjoy! AND this message is for that guest Mohamed, I have school, I'm in grade 12, I'm doing IB (look it up if you don't know), I have other stories as well. I don't get a lot of time here because I have extra curricular activities after school as well; I have not given up on this story! I take my own time writing it for it to be GOOD and all the other readers here understand that! So STOP PRESSURING me to post just because you get impatient. SO from now on, I post when I can, stop with the comments "I FAILED YOU ALL!" You have no right to say that! All the other people here don't leave comments like that!**

_Ripper's POV_

It had been 4 days since Astrid left to find Hiccup, although personally I believed she wouldn't find him because he was incredibly good at hiding. But it wasn't them I was worried about. The teens and Stoick and Gobber were supposed to stay in the village until Astrid returns...something that I hated. I spent five years on the run from them, just to end up living as neighbours with them, what did I do to deserve this?

I was lying on my bed under the furs with Heather peacefully asleep beside me. I had my hands behind my head resting on the pillow. It was the fifth day since their arrival, and luckily for me I had an off day today. Treeroot said that I had been working hard for the past week and I needed a break. I was more than happy to agree with him on that. Today I planned to spend the whole day with Heather...and stay away as far as possible from the others. I heard a soft yawn beside me and smiled.

"Good morning beautiful" I said as he looked to my left and saw Heather get up, wiping the sleepiness from her eyes.

"Good morning handsome" she replied back and bent down to place a kiss on my lips.

I surprised her by pulling her onto me, I could tell by the small squeal she gave. "Well someone's in a good mood today" she said as she placed both hands around my neck and I encircled her waist. "What's gotten into you?" she asked with a giggle as she used one of her hands to toy with my hair.

"I don't know...maybe it's because I have the day off today, and am going to make it my mission to spend it with you" I said giving her a peck on the cheek.

"Well, I know one way you could make it a day to remember" she said with a seductive voice and closing in with her lips.

"I think I already have an idea of what you're saying" I said in the same tone as she did and laid her on the bed while I got on top of her and connected lips. That feeling will never get old in a million years. Being with the person you love every single day for the rest of your life...it's the greatest feeling any person can I have.

_"Hey guys where's the fi...OH! I did not need to see that!"_ we heard a voice say and immediately disengaged from the kiss. We looked to the window to see Bladewing hovering outside the window with what looked like a smug smile on his face.

"Why do all dragons have to have an uncanny ability in interrupting people during special moments?" Heather asked. Yeah, I should have mentioned that Heather is the other person here that can understand dragons. She can make out what dragon's say but can't hear them clearly. She's still learning and she's progressing at a fast pace. Maybe it has to do with the wonderful teacher she has (wink).

_"I just love interrupting you two...it's funny"_ he said, performing a shrugging gesture with his wings.

"You're just mad because we slept in and didn't give you your fish" I said.

_"You bet I am mad! Do you know how much fish I need to keep my energy up. I mean look at me, I'm HUGE!"_ he exclaimed. Me and Heather just laughed in reply. I reluctantly got off Heather, the both of us being disappointed we couldn't continue our _session_. I guess we have more plans for the night. I went up to my desk to grab my shirt that I had left on the rear of the chair. I saw in the mirror that Heather began tying her hair at the top. I don't know how girls can fix their hair in the _exact_ position they want it to be without looking in a mirror.

_"Do you think that blonde found Hiccup and Toothless?"_ Bladewing asked, breaking the silence and still waiting for his fish.

"Doubt it, I mean if Hiccup doesn't want to be found, he won't be found" I said as I put on my shirt and straightened it out.

"That reminds me, you haven't talked to any of them since they came. Why?" Heather asked as she got up and went behind a wooden wall that I had set up so she could change behind it.

"Why would I? All they did was run me and Hiccup out of Berk and abusing Hiccup verbally and emotionally throughout his life" I said shaking my head at bad memories. "I don't know why they want to get Hiccup back all of a sudden. Stoick said that Hiccup wasn't his son anymore and I don't see why he's started caring all of a sudden" I continued.

"You never know Rip, maybe it is possible he's had a change of heart?" she suggested as she came out from behind the wall.

"Believe me, Stoick the Vast ain't too big on change, and he's certainly not big on change when it comes to caring" I said.

_"The young ones don't even seem too bright on anything either"_ Bladewing said. He was referring to the four late teens remaining here.

"Well Fishlegs I think is the only one who could be _reasoned_ with that dragons aren't what they think they are. Key word in that sentence is reasoned, as he might not believe us" I said.

"Well you have to try right? I mean since we're going out today, Bladewing has to come with us" she said. I turned around to see her dressed in a long sleeved red tunic, a blue skirt and black leggings that covered her entire legs. "We're bound to run into them at some point" she finished as she came up from behind and wrapped her hands around my waist and rested her chin on my shoulder...given she had to had to raise herself onto her tip-toes to do that. "That reminds me, where are we going today?" I asked.

"We're going to have a nice walk in the forest and a picnic there as well" she said with a smile. It had been a while since we had time to ourselves, with her being the chief's daughter and all that and me being the smithy of the village.

I turned her around so I wrapped my arms around her waist and said "That sounds like a wonderful idea" I said and kissed her again on the lips.

_"Enough with the kissy faces! Let's go!"_ we heard Bladewing yell or roar, or whatever dragons do. We disengaged our kiss and smiled at Bladewing's annoyed expression. We quickly went down to pack the items we would need for our hike. Heather grabbed some berries, fruits, some bread and beef. I packed a bag of fish for Bladewing when he got hungry during our hike. As she made sure that we had everything I went outside with Bladewing's barrel of fish and saw him waiting eagerly for it.

I opened the barrel for him and dumped the fish out, and he dug right into it. Among hearing the sounds of fish tearing, I began to think about Hiccup. Little did they know that I _knew_ where Hiccup was. That mansion he lives in was built in a week, and no one person with the help of a dragon could've built that in one week. The trees there were extremely heavy and would be too heavy for Toothless to even lift. When Hiccup found the perfect place he came back to tell us about it but said he would need help building a house. Me and Heather went to help him since, and I'm not being sexist here, only a woman knows how to decorate a house. Leave it to a man and it's all gone to pot.

Bladewing did his part well of making up that story of the dragons telling him where Hiccup lived, and even Treeroot and Heather played their parts well. Only the five of us, including Heather's mom, knew where Hiccup lived. Now I know what you're all thinking, why not tell them where Hiccup is...or why hint at where Hiccup is. Well we came to the conclusion that it would be for Hiccup's own good. He couldn't keep running away from his troubles forever, I mean he ran away because me and Heather got married, and that reminded him of his love for Astrid. I knew he was trying to get over that during his time in Sharkslane, but every time I saw him glance at me when I was with Heather, I saw that hint of sadness in his eyes. Him forgiving Astrid was the first step in his emotional recovery and a huge step in getting the old him back.

A loud burp and a fish head hitting me in the face snapped me out of my thoughts as I saw that Bladewing had finished his meal. "You still haven't learned table manners yet have you?" I asked wiping the fish slime off my face.

_"We're outside and I don't see a table so you're argument is invalid"_ he remarked at me. I sighed in defeat, he could be so annoying at times. I then heard the sound of the front door closing and being locked. I saw Heather with a basket that certainly had our food in it.

"Ready?" she asked. I dusted myself after getting up and said yes in a reply. I went up to her and offered to carry the basket for her. She accepted and handed me the basket as she put her left arm around my right arm which I had craned out for her and she rested her head on my shoulder as we started for the forest path with Bladewing right behind us.

It always felt calming to walk in the forest at any time of the day. You could always hear the birds chirping, it was never too cold like Berk and today it was sunny, it was warm and a perfect atmosphere to be out in the forest. We had our own special place in the forest secluded by thick bushes and the only path that led to it was hidden by some vines and leaves I had set up. It was about a twenty minute walk to the location and because of our chatting and having fun, we reached there in no time.

When we made out way past the vines, there was a small to medium size open space in front of us with a small pond in the middle being fed by a stream and a slab of rock in front of it. We set up our picnic on that rock and began to dig in. Bladewing went off into the pond to cool off a bit.

It was a perfect day, just the right weather, sun shining brightly in the clearing and the smell of the delicious food that Heather had packed for us, which she was taking out at the moment.

"So are we going to spend the whole day out here?" I asked.

"If you want to...we have the whole day off remember?" she said, and I nodded. Like I said it's been a long time since we've had any personal time with each other. I guess this outing today just felt out of routine for me...but in a good way.

"Yeah sorry, and honestly, I would like to spend the day out here...it's nice to slow down once in a while" I said taking some meat and bread and putting it on one of two plates that we had brought. The rest of the day consisted of us deep in conversation about events that had been happening.

About three hours had gone by just like that. Bladewing had joined our conversation in the middle of that time and from there on the topics really varied and I won't go into detail about them. Right now, me and Heather were sitting by the pond with my arm around her shoulder just enjoying each other's company...that was until...

_SPLAT!_

I felt something wet just hit my head from behind and I shot forwards because of the impact. I heard Heather yell out in surprise and as soon as I brought my hand to the back of my head to feel what just hit me, it was soft and mushy and when I brought it back I saw that it was bits of red. I smelt it to make sure it wasn't blood. "Tomato?" I asked recognizing the smell almost immediately. We both looked around to see if there was anyone but didn't see anything.

Then Bladewing came flew up to a certain tree and soon we heard yelling and shouts of terror and saw him come back down with four young adults being held by his tail and he dropped them roughly on the ground. I sighed in discontent that they followed us here.

"Keep that beast of yours under control!" Snot said readjusting his helmet to which Bladewing came right up to his face and snarled menacingly and he fell right back down on to his back.

"You know if I let Bladewing eat you I'll be doing this whole world a favour right?" I asked as I got up with Heather and came up to them.

"Can we see him get eaten!?" Tuff asked with a excited smile.

"What are you guys doing following me?" I asked. I was in no mood to be mad now. Sure they had ruined me and Heather's day off but I spent some quality time with her.

"It was all Snotlout's idea. He wanted to come and surprise you by throwing rotten things at you and even this" Fishlegs said holding up a few a rocks. When Bladewing saw this he immediately lunged at Snotlout and wrapped his tail around him in a death grip.

"Snotlout, when are you going to learn that you can't beat me, and you get banished by my chief for hurting the future heir of this tribe" I said looking smug at his ever purple face as Bladewing was slowly suffocating him.

_"Can I please throw him?"_ Bladewing asked looking at me. As much as I loved the idea, we shouldn't, the only reason stopping me was that Treeroot would be displeased and I wouldn't want to upset my wife's father.

"Put him down Blade" I said and with a grunt, he let go of Snotlout who fell back down on his knees gasping for breath. I walked up to him and when he looked up, grabbed him by his neck and lifted him. "Listen Snotlout, you're on my turf now. I should let Bladewing here do whatever he pleases with you...but I won't. Now how about you stop trying to annoy us and grow up" I said in a calm but deadly voice and dropped him.

"Just for the record I wasn't part of this" Fishlegs said.

"Why do you even listen to him Fishlegs?" Heather asked.

"Better question yet who does he think he is?" I replied to her looking at him get up.

"Well what do you expect, all you did was protect that fishbone when he was on Berk and he ran away from you a year ago. He's a coward. You both betrayed us" Snotlout defended himself.

"You still haven't let that go huh? Look behind me Snotlout, what do you see?" I asked. He did and saw Bladewing behind me.

"I have a dragon...our _supposed_ mortal enemy. He's a Whispering Death, one of the most _dangerous_ and _deadly_ dragons known to Vikings. He protects me, he protects Heather, and he protects everyone in this village. He is my best friend, and if you must know the dragon Hiccup rides treated him with more respect that any of you did in his entire life. So tell me Snotty, who are the real traitors here?" I asked.

All of them looked down at their feet realizing how badly they had treated Hiccup. "Ripper, I'm sorry for what I did to Hiccup and I want to make things right with him" Fishlegs said. At least I knew he could change, but what about the other three?

"Well if you'll excuse us, we need to make use of the day we have left" I said extending my hand to Heather to which she gladly took and we proceeded past them back to the village. "Ripper!" I heard my name being called out and I looked to see Fishlegs and the Twins coming up. "Can you possibly...let us...hang out with you?" Ruff asked. I also noticed behind her Snotlout had walked up to them with a annoyed look on his face. At least I could have some fun with him that his friends were now coming to me which made him jealous.

"It won't be a bad idea Ripper, we should let them come with us" Heather told me and I agreed. We'll still be together except with four more people, but at least Bladewing will be there.

"Sure we'll show you around" I said and gestured them to come with us.

"Your dragon won't try anything will he?" Tuff asked.

"Honestly he does what he pleases...he's a mischievous type at times" I said as me and Heather walked ahead of the group.

The teens looked to Bladewing who smiled at them, a hint of fun in his eyes. They quickly ran away from him and up to me, making sure he doesn't try anything.

_"This is going to be fun__"_ I heard him say, and I chuckled...because it was going to be fun. Hopefully Hiccup will be here soon, it'll be like old times.


	13. The White Death

**A/N: And now back to Hiccup and Astrid. Oh and I was wondering if you guys had checked out my other story Rider Vs. Conqueror. I've put a pause on it since I have a bit of writer's block for it, but you guys can read it if you want and tell me what you think of it. Maybe some encouraging reviews will help me get on track with it again. Enjoy!**

_Astrid's POV _

_"He is right"_ I thought. I had just walked out of his house and began walking in a random direction, not caring where I go or if I even get lost in this place. What I just told him in there, about me killing a dragon and feeling pride and glory for after it, that went against everything he believed...and it might have just ruined my chances in reconciling with him. And what was I thinking just asking him to come back. I just found him yesterday and right now trying to rip him away from his home. I looked around the valley he was in. I'm not going to lie, it was _jaw-dropping_.

The valley was guarded by two huge mountain ranges on either side, with snow adorning the peaks of them. The sun would set exactly in the middle, between those two ranges, and I could just imagine what the scene would like. The whole valley was filled with trees, mostly oak and pine trees and Hiccup's house was built on higher ground on this side, meaning he could just sit on the roof of his mansion and just watch for hours the scene that ley ahead of him and not get tired of the view. I swapped my thoughts back to the matter at hand...Hiccup's answer.

Every time I repeat all the reasons as to why he won't help us, the more I feel he is _not_ going to help us. I can't believe I only now realize that no human being should have been treated like that...and what makes it worse? We were _his_ village. He lived with us, talked with us, and yet we treated him worst than an Outcast. I should just leave and let him live in peace...away from us.

I was snapped out of my thoughts when a something big and white burst out of the trees in front of me and let out a blood-curdling roar. It was _massive_...bigger than Toothless and bigger than Ripper's Whispering Death, about three times bigger than Ripper's dragon. It had the same build like the Whispering Death, except red eyes, and a mouth that looked like it could swallow me with one gulp.

It looked right at me and I knew almost immediately, it wanted to _kill_ me. I bolted the other way, hoping to escape that dragon, but my effort became in vain as I heard the distinct sounds of falling trees and roars coming behind me...and they were getting louder. I never did this but I was desperate. I screamed, hoping Hiccup or Toothless would hear me.

I made a quick glance behind me but I didn't see anything which was weird, because I still heard the sounds of trees crashing and the dragon's roars. But when I looked in front of me all I saw was a the dragon's tail coming in from the side and hitting me. The hit was so strong, I was sent flying. It all happened so fast that I didn't even feel the pain from when the dragon hit me.

However I landed hard on the ground, and was sent rolling right into a small ravine, hitting several branches along the way. During this time, I was hoping it would all end soon, and it did...I landed right onto some soft earth, but the broken branches fell right onto me as well, and one, which was quite heavy fell onto my foot. I yelled in pain, my whole body was in pain. I looked at my hands and saw cuts and scrapes all over with blood starting to stain. I quickly tried to push the branch off my leg but it was too heavy. It was no use, I wasn't going to get out of there.

When I looked up I saw the dragon arrive and look at me, it still had the intent of killing me...and I did deserve it. I began to think that this was punishment for how I treated Hiccup. I would not argue with faith anymore because everyone has to pay with for the wrongs they had committed. My wrongs were not giving a crap about Hiccup, not coming to his aid, ratting him out and ignoring him for all his life. I looked up and saw the dragon lunge. Time again seemed to slow down, the jaws getting ever so closer in enveloping me in a world of darkness...a fitting end. I closed my eyes and waited for the razor sharp teeth to bury into my flesh and tear me apart.

_Hiccup's POV_

I sprinted through the forest, not caring if any of the branches hit me on the way. When I heard Astrid scream, my heart stopped for some reason, and then I began to have an adrenaline rush. Toothless was ahead of me, also running at incredible speed to the source of her scream. In all my days I never imagined the great Astrid Hofferson to scream. But when I thought about why, _"Oh no...if she ran into him"_ I thought and on instinct I ran even faster, faster than I think I've ever gone. I was not scared for her, it was the thought of the others coming to look for her if she took too long. And _he_ didn't like me as it was...all the more reason to get to Astrid now.

I saw Toothless dive into a ravine and heard a few loud growls and roars from Toothless and...him. I reached the ravine and slid down to see Toothless in a defensive stance in front of Astrid and...Armedis.

_"You two again! I thought I made it clear I never wanted to see you again!"_ the white dragon roared. Toothless made way for me and I stood directly in front of Astrid, who was severely injured and trapped by a fallen branch. She was completely frightened and I couldn't blame her.

"She's new here Armedis, she came here looking for me" I said but was interrupted.

_"If she came here looking for you then there's more coming! And I will not tolerate any more humans in this area!"_ he yelled back. I could see he was struggling to hold himself back.

"Believe me Armedis, she came here alone. As soon as I'm done healing her she'll leave" I tried to reason.

_"(growl) She has that air among her...she's _killed_ a dragon"_ he snarled and made a lunge for us but Toothless remarkably pushed him back.

"Armedis, listen! She will leave this place soon and I will never venture this far out. Please" I begged. I knew this dragon could easily kill me and Astrid, and even Toothless, reason was the only option here.

The white dragon calmed down a bit and stared over Astrid, that anger still in his eyes. _"Fine. But if I ever see you or any other human trespassing...I will not hesitate to RIP. YOU. APART"_ he emphasized the last three words and took off back to his side of the valley.

I let out a deep sigh of relief and looked at Astrid who had bewilderment and fear (mostly fear) written all over her face. I knelt down and examined her. She had many cuts and bruises over her arms, most likely from being thrown, or falling. Some of her clothes were torn, most likely from running and getting it caught on twigs and branches. The branch on her leg gave me a worry though. Toothless came over and pushed it off her foot, and she didn't move it.

"Is it broken?" I asked. My face was a bit close to hers now, and it did feel quite a bit awkward...and I could tell it was for her as well.

"I-I don't know...but it pains a lot" she said. She wasn't holding her foot, telling me that any pressure on it was painful. She couldn't walk back, that was for sure. Flying was not an option because with how Toothless handles, I didn't want Astrid injuring herself any further. The only other option was to...uh...carry her out and back to the house.

"I'll have to carry you back" I said placing my hands behind her back and under her knees. She looked away for a minute. Yeah this situation was getting more awkward by the second. "Alright" she finally answered and with that approval I gently lifted her off the ground and got in the bridal-style carry position as she placed both of her hands around my neck to keep herself up.

Toothless carved out a path up the ravine that would be fine for me to climb while carrying her. It took no time to walk out of that ravine, thankfully it was a ravine with dirt on each side rather than rocks. The house was a fifteen minute walk...just my luck...the Gods must really love me.

We went with a minute with awkward silence but that minute felt like a year. Here I was, carrying Astrid Hofferson bridal-style! I mean really, after all we've been through in the past couple of days? I didn't want to make eye contact because if I did I knew would start blushing and she also refrained from making eye contact as well.

"What was wrong with that dragon?" she asked breaking the silence. I should have expected her to ask that since, it almost tried to kill her.

"Vikings...that's what's wrong" I answered simply looking at her, but she had a neutral face on, telling me to go further.

"That dragon's name's as you heard me call it is..."

"Armedis...yeah I know. What I want to know is that he held himself back from killing you as well, and I thought you made friends with all the dragons in this valley" she said. Oh I wish I did.

"I did...except for Armedis. The reason for his hatred is what some Vikings did to him twenty years ago" I said, already feeling the tears come to my eyes. "When I first arrived here, I knew humans didn't live here, but I saw many dragons making this place their home. I went exploring in this area and about a mile on the other side of the ravine...Armedis found me...and attacked me. I was severely injured...I had a gash from the top of my chest to my stomach and it was bleeding profoundly. If it wasn't for Toothless, I'd surely be dead. The only reason he stopped attacking was when Toothless came to my defense which shocked him, but he still wanted to kill me" I began explaining. I looked at her and she was clearly hooked on the story.

"Toothless asked him why he hated humans so much...and when I heard what he told me...I cried that night...and every night for the next week because no living creature should ever go through that pain" I said, feeling a tear run down my cheek...but soon I felt a thumb wipe that tear away and Astrid staring at me deeply, encouraging me to continue.

"Armedis came here twenty years ago, from a large island about fifty miles north of here. He told of a mate he had and his first brood of hatchlings. He told us of how proud he was, that he was finally a father and had a beautiful mate to spend the rest of his life with...Then one day, he ventured out to gather some food. He had to travel a long distance for water since most of the island was surrounded by ice. He was about ten minutes into his flight when he felt a pain in his heart. The pain was that of your heart being struck and pierced by daggers and swords. He soon felt it multiple times and then he knew something was wrong...He turned around and flew back...as _fast_ as he could. During the trip back he could still feel his heart being pierced and soon he heard the painful roars of his mate and young. When he arrived back home...it was the worst scene you could imagine" I paused, to catch my breath.

"In front of him he saw the blood-stained body of his mate who was lying on the ground, barely moving, and when he looked around, he saw the bodies of his young, clearly dead. He then heard a faint cry of help and when he looked to his right and saw ten men cornering his last hatchling, with axes, swords and hatchets at the ready. Then all of a sudden...all the pain he felt, the sight before him, unlocked an uncontrollable rage within him. He let out a loud roar, grabbing the attention of the men, but it was too late for them. Armedis charged them...ripped...them...to shreds...literally. All that was left was blood all over the snow and ice with bits of bones and flesh littering the snow as well. Those Vikings never stood a chance. He saw that his last remaining hatchling was still alive and nuzzled it telling it was alright, but then he heard his name be called, his mate's voice. He immediately dashed over to her. It did not look good, she had multiple deep cuts and had already lost a lot of blood...he knew she wouldn't make it" I said, by now tears were running down my face, as well as a tear or two from Astrid.

"She told him that she knew he flew back as fast as he could, hoping that he would make it in time. You see when dragons mate, they create a bond that is stronger than any living being in these lands...so strong that they feel what each other feel's.

"She made him promise to take care of their last young one, who now was nuzzling its mother, crying as well, begging his mother not to leave. Armedis was also crying. She managed one last smile and with all her strength nuzzled him and he returned the gesture. But then the nuzzling stop and when he opened his eyes he saw her fall down to the ground, eyes closed...never to wake again. He looked back to his hatchling and felt extremely sorry for it...it was still nuzzling its mom, hoping in some way she would wake up. He blocked its path with his tail and moved him away from his mother's lifeless body. He looked down and saw the baby dragon pressing deeply into him, crying, probably hoping this was all a bad dream...Unfortunately it was all too real" I looked to her and saw she was still interested in what took place, so I continued.

"Armedis' heart was full grief, losing his mate and five of his six hatchlings...but that grief was replaced with pure rage. He knew where those Vikings came from, a village only five miles away. His family left them alone, they never annoyed the village...but now...Armedis took off in the direction of the village...and thus the creation of the 'White Death'" I said.

"Wait, the White Death, isn't that the story...of..." Astrid said as she looked me in the eyes, not wanting to say it was true.

"It is...Armedis killed everyone in that village. When the village went silent, people came to find out what was wrong, and found the remains of men, women...and children. They knew a dragon did it, but...they didn't know why. By then Armedis and his hatchling were long gone. He came here after he avenged his family to live away from any Vikings. That is why he attacked you, and why he attacked me when I came. He wants nothing to do with Vikings or any human for that matter" I explained.

We had now reached my house and Toothless opened the door for us and I carefully carried her in and went to my bed chambers. I gently placed her on the bed, placing some pillows against the backboard for her to rest on. I then went over to a cupboard to get the medical kit. I returned to find her taking off her trying to take off her left boot which housed her injury. "Here let me help" I said and gently removed her boot. I saw that she had some swelling but not that of a broken ankle or foot, more like a sprained ankle...which was still serious. It would be a week at least until she would be able to walk on her own again, or more.

"Ok, good news is it's a sprained ankle, bad news is, you'll be restricted to the house for a week" I said getting some cream out that would help reduce the swelling and some bandages to wrap her foot in. I heard her grunt from the pain, even more so when I had to tighten the medicinal cloth around her ankle.

"Thank you" she said softly as I finished, avoiding eye contact.

"You're welcome" I replied and returned the medical kit to the cupboard.

"I shouldn't be here Hiccup...you told that dragon I'll leave and I should" she said suddenly. I turned around to see she was looking at me. "It was a mistake to come here asking you to come back with me. I guess I was only thinking about how you could make life better for the people of Berk, for your father...but from what you've just told me, about the truth of the 'White Death'...I think it's the same story with all the other dragons. But Hiccup, you have to understand our side of it...we can't just let them take our food, I know killing them isn't right either, but we do what we have to survive!" she exclaimed, giving her side of the argument.

"I know you're against killing them but that's why we...I need you to come back...because with you there, we could finally solve what's going on with those dragons. So we can avoid the killings on either side...so we can avoid a similar story like Armedis'...so we can live in peace" she said the last part softly.

She's right. I've run from my past too long. It is true it is my past that has made me the man I am today...but forgiving the past is a totally different thing. If I go back, I have to face all the ridicule I received when I was useless, I will have to face my father, after he disowned me and I will have to face the people of Berk who treated me like an Outcast...I will have to face my greatest challenge.

I went up to Astrid and sat on the edge of the bed and placed my hand on hers and looked her in the eyes. I could tell she was waiting to hear the next words to come out of my mouth.

"I'll come back to Berk with you" I said.


	14. Bad and Good Surprises

**A/N: Hey guys. I know all of you must hate me for NOT UPDATING! I hate myself right now for not being able to update on a regular basis. I can give reasons as to why but what's the point. There are other people here who are more likely time consumed than I am. I CANNOT STRESS HOW SORRY I AM, but I hope this chapter can right my wrong for not updating. SO ENJOY!**

_Hiccup's POV_

The week went by relatively quickly. Astrid was ecstatic that I had said yes to returning back to Berk to help them end this war with the dragons. She said that that would change the course of Viking history...I sure hope she was right. Her foot healed quickly...the only trouble was making sure she stayed in bed. Me or Toothless would be on watch 24/7 making sure she didn't sneak away, and whenever she did try she wouldn't get far because there was always some point where she would grint from the pain which Toothless and I would hear.

We did venture out to show her the valley...well my side of the valley and not Armedis'. She had one word for it, _magnificent_. She said that she would love to live here and I didn't even show her the best part. One day at sunset, I told Toothless to carefully bring her to the roof of the house for her to see something that I wouldn't dare to miss. We stayed there on the roof, passing the time with conversation...until I stopped and looked off into the distance. At first she thought I was ignoring her, but when she turned in the direction I was looking at, a gasp escaped her mouth. The sun was setting, but we only saw half of it, right in between the trees, in the middle of the mountains and setting over the horizon, basking the entire valley in a multitude of red, yellow, orange and purple shades. I remember the look on her face and what she said, _"It's...it's beautiful...nothing like I've ever seen"_ were her exact words.

We stayed on the roof for a few hours, creating small talk; most of it was about life back on Berk. She told me that people were better-off without me, and I wasn't surprised, I mean, they were hoping to get rid of me some way. Betraying them was the best excuse for them to get rid of me. She told me how she even thought it was better I was gone, but she couldn't forget what Ripper told her, about my feelings that I had back then. She said that in a weird way, there was something missing in the village. Without me, the village seemed quiet and serene, how life should have been. No one was on edge, there were no surprises, people loved it, and she said she did for a time. But things started getting bored, without me, the excitement was gone. But for some of the old-fashioned Vikings liked it that way, saying that I was a curse and it was good I left.

I noticed her views were changing drastically; her views of dragons...and me, and I bet she noticed that too. After watching the sun set, we went back down inside and called it a night. She slept on the bed, and I slept near Toothless.

Today was the day where we would be heading back to Sharkslane and then back to Berk. I'd be lying if I said I was excited. I was only doing this so that their war with the dragons would be over and that they'll stop bothering me once all of this is done...at least, that's what I keep telling myself. I can't explain it, but...there's this feeling in me that I've never felt before, or something I've never felt in a long time.

"You ready to go?" Astrid called behind me. I turned around to see her walking, slightly limping, towards me with a satchel and with a cloak hanging from her shoulders.

"As I'll ever be" I replied. She could sense the anxiety in my voice and sat beside me.

"Hiccup...I know we've never treated with the respect and dignity you deserved...but please...just come back and help us and leave, and we'll never bother you again. And if there's any trouble back on Berk, I'll vouch for you" she said placing a hand on my shoulder.

"Really? You'll go against village traditions and help a screw-up?" I asked. "Ow!" I yelled as she punched me in the arm.

"You're not a screw-up Hiccup...well I know now that you're not a screw-up. You're much more than that, and it might take time...but the rest of the village will eventually see it as I do" she said. I looked into her eyes and saw that she meant every word she said.

"Key word in that phrase is 'eventually'. You might see things differently, but that doesn't change what happened in the past, and some people aren't too willing to forget their past" I said as I got up and called Toothless over.

"That is why I am working on redeeming myself...to you, to show you at least that one person can change, and I know you're still thinking that I'm doing this for the good of the village, thinking that I'm just using you...I'm not doing this for me...I'm doing it for my people, _your_ people" she said and I snapped when she said that.

"_My people_? Really? As soon as I'm done, I'm leaving and you're never going to come after me again...besides, people would treat me with respect I deserved and in that village, I had no people...I was on my own ever since the day my mother died, my own father didn't even care what happened to me after that...he never understood me, no has and no one will" I said looking at her.

"I know you're sorry for what you did...but that doesn't mean the other teens are or the rest of Berk for that matter" I finished. I began tightening the harness on Toothless, going over final checks before we took off.

"I think we both know they won't be happy to see you...but unlike the times before I'll have your back...it's about time I started" she said coming up behind me.

"You're really going to take in all the possibly hurtful comments, lookdowns and be ignored just for me?" I asked, a small grin crossing my face. She smiled back.

"I didn't like being made fun of for ten minutes, while you suffered for ten years...I think my debt is due" she said. I couldn't believe my ears, here was the great and mighty Astrid Hofferson pledging to stand by my side, and I know that since she was a shield-maiden she would keep her word.

"Well then, we don't want to keep Berk waiting do we?" I asked as I hopped on Toothless and offered to help her get on. She gladly accepted my gesture and climbed onto Toothless.

_"Tell the girl to hang on tight...we have to make the Dragon Highway"_ he said as he spread on out his wings. I felt Astrid tighten her hold around my waist, telling me she was a bit nervous.

"Don't worry...if you fall I'll catch you" I said and received a playful eye-roll from her.

Toothless shot up into the air with incredible speed, and it was something I lived for. Having the wind beat against your face, watching the ground get smaller and smaller as you flew high into the sky, as if leaving the world and initiating a pilgrimage to join the Gods in Asgard. You'd be thinking that I would have gotten used to it by now...but no...it's a rush every time I do it. I feel at home when flying on Toothless...its like all my problems are left on the ground and it's my own world up here. Except this time I had a passenger with me.

Astrid held on tightly at my waist when we took off as I suspected. The flight on the Deadly Nadder would be tough for any beginner, but to immediately switch to a Night Fury, and on your second flight, that would be tough to adjust to. "Doesn't it get your adrenaline running!" I exclaimed as Toothless flew higher and higher. Astrid looked behind her and saw the ground getting ever so farther away and even the clouds were getting smaller.

"You could say that" she yelled but clutching me ever so tighter. She looked back down and noticed this was much, much higher than the Nadder took her. "Why are we flying so high!" she yelled. I could sense the fear in her voice.

"We have to get to a certain point where the wind will quicken journey. Good thing you brought your cloak, it gets pretty cold up here" I said and soon Toothless broke through the final layer of clouds and levelled off, not before feeling a great push from behind us, and we were on our way.

"Well here we are on the Dragon Highway" I introduced to her.

"Dragon Highway?" she asked, raising a brow.

"Yeah, Toothless showed me this when we were flying to look for a place to call home. It quickens flying time because there's always a constant wind pushing in either direction. That huge push we got goes in a westerly direction, there's one that goes east as well" I said.

"How much does it quicken?" she asked.

"Well you know how it took you four to five days to reach that village from Sharkslane, we'll be able to get to Sharkslane in ten hours" I said, and laughed at the expression Astrid had on her face.

"That fast! That's incredible!" she exclaimed. "Yeah, Toothless told me about it and I didn't believe him at first; I had the same expression as you when he told me" I said. "It helps dragons get around faster, but it can be dangerous, because when you leave the wind stream, you're travelling extremely fast and you have to slow down fast as well" I explained.

"So..." I said un hooking my foot from the pedal, I turned around facing Astrid, "...what's new?" I asked, and nearly fell off after seeing Astrid's shocked expression.

"Shouldn't you be flying him!?" she said grabbing tightly onto the sides of the saddle.

"No, the wind pushes us so Toothless can just spread his wings and glide...he doesn't need to flap his wings...it's just smooth flying from here" I explained. "Are you sure?" she asked again.

"Yes Astrid, I trust Toothless with my life... I have his back, and he has mine...we're best friends" I said patting his side.

_"Right back at yah"_ he said.

_The Striker - 1 Hour from Berk (Normal POV - 9 hours after Hiccup and Astrid left for Sharkslane)_

The Striker, Berk's flagship, was almost back home after leaving Sharkslane. The mood was mixed among the crew while everyone was having dinner on the deck. Treeroot said that they should leave because Stoick couldn't be gone for long and that he would send Astrid back if she did return without Hiccup. Stoick didn't want to leave Sharkslane just yet, he wanted to wait for Astrid...who would possibly have Hiccup in tow with her, but he realized he had been neglecting his duties as chief and had been away from Berk for far too long.

"Give me back my fish!" Tuffnut yelled as he dived over the table, tackling his sister to the ground and another fight broke aboard the deck.

"Can't wait to see who wins this time" Snotlout said, getting a good view of the fight and diving into the chicken leg he had with him.

Stoick rubbed his temple as he couldn't understand why he had brought the twins along in the first place. "Alright you two, break it up" Gobber said coming up, hooking up Tuff's shirt and pulling Ruffnut away with his good hand.

"Uh...sir?" Fishlegs asked.

"Yes Fishlegs, what is it?" Stoick turned his attention to the husky young man.

"If Hiccup does come back...what are we going to do?" he asked.

"Well...we're going to treat him well as he is returning home and he'll be the key to finally ending this war with the dragons" he said. Honestly, he didn't know how to respond if Hiccup did return. He disowned him as a son, in front of everyone at that, and branded him as a traitor and enemy to Berk. He knew he would be lucky if Hiccup even acknowledged him.

"So what if Hiccup is able to fix this dragon war, what then?" Tuff asked sitting down.

"Well...we'll have peace and we won't have to worry about dragons again" he responded. The rest of the night went on and soon Berk was in sight, the lanterns along the docks and cliffs lighting up the village, however there were even more brighter lights...what looked like flames?

"Berk's under attack!" Stoick yelled and soon saw ships with catapults hauling hay alight with fire and boulders at the village. He took one look at one of the seven ships that were attacking Berk and one word crossed his mind.

"Alvin" he gritted under his teeth.

_Sharkslane - Same Time (Normal POV)_

"See told you it wasn't that bad" Hiccup said as Toothless landed and Astrid frozen with fear and not letting go of Hiccup. They had to get out of the Dragon Highway and that was the easy part, but slowing down was the hard part. Toothless did extend his wings and the force of them slowing down was extremely intense, and even that wasn't enough that Toothless had to angle his body sideways and expand his wings as much as he could to catch as much as he could. At one point he almost lost control and nearly went into a dive where the possibility of recovery was very slim given the speed they were travelling.

"Really? Cause I thought we were about to lose control, dive and die!" she exclaimed.

"You'll get used to it if you fly more with me" Hiccup said, laughing a bit to which Astrid punched him in the arm. "Yeah, I prefer to live past the age of twenty-five" she said as Hiccup slowly helped her off. Her ankle was good, but he played it safe.

"Hiccup!" they heard someone yell and Hiccup smiled when he saw Ripper, Heather and Bladewing land near them. The two of them hopped off the massive head and ran to Hiccup.

"Hey Heather!" Hiccup said as she enveloped him into a hug. "You know, with the place we built that house, I thought she'd never find you" Ripper said coming up to the trio.

"What? You knew where he was and never told me!?" Astrid yelled coming beside Hiccup, staring daggers at Ripper.

"Well yeah, that house was a two dragon and two person job, besides I didn't tell him you were coming" he said, unfazed by Astrid's glare.

"I should kill you right here and now for making me spend five days on a boat and nearly being killed by a dragon!" she yelled at him.

"Wait, you saw Armedis...and you survived?!" Ripper said, not believing it.

"Yeah, after a fight, she went wandering into the forest and she came face to face with Armedis, luckily me and Toothless intervened just before he was about to finish her" Hiccup explained. "Enough about me, tell me about you guys...how's it going?" he asked.

"Good, you just missed the guys...they left about nine hours ago" Heather said.

"They left without me?" Astrid asked, not believing that they would just forget her like that.

"No...uh, my father told Stoick that he shouldn't be away from Berk for too long as it's a chief's job to lead a village so he decided to go back and my father told him that he'd bring you back personally if you did return with Hiccup or not" Heather explained, sitting down on a log, but Astrid noticed something that was off.

"So I guess you'll be carrying on your trip to Berk, or will you be staying for the night?" Ripper asked.

"Well, I haven't see Treeroot in a while, so I guess we're staying" Hiccup said walking to the village.

"Coming Heather?" Ripper asked, before he ran to Hiccup.

"Oh yes...go on, I'll catch up" she said. If it wasn't night Ripper would notice the sickly look on her face, but Astrid did. Once the boys were out of ear range, she went up to Heather.

"Are you alright?" she asked, already knowing the answer.

"No...sometimes, in the past couple of days, my stomach feels like its completed ten loops and in less than five seconds" she said, placing a hand over her stomach.

"Did you eat any rotten food or something weird in the past few days?" Astrid asked, to which Heather replied no with a shake of her head. But a few seconds later, Astrid saw a look develop on Heather's face...one of shock.

"I think I might know why I'm feeling like this" she said, and when Astrid put two and two together, the realization also hit her.

"I think I'm pregnant" Heather said.


	15. Good News All Around

_Normal POV_

Astrid looked on in utter surprise. She just came back less than ten minutes ago and now a friend...or more of an acquaintance...was telling her that she might be pregnant. "Heather, why are you telling me this?" Astrid asked. On their first visit, the village weren't at all ecstatic because of the trouble they caused when they were here and when they heard what they did to Hiccup.

"Well...first off, you're a girl...and I feel like this is something that I should tell a girl or woman to...and this is all of a sudden right now, I mean I had my assumptions, but weren't sure of them, and I need someone to confide in" she explained.

"But why me...I mean from all the stuff you've probably heard about me? What we did to Hiccup? How I ruined his life? Even I don't trust myself with a secret anymore. He asked me to keep Toothless a secret when I discovered them...but you know what I did? I ran right back to the village to rat him out. I was so caught up in jealousy of him being better than me in dragon training, that I didn't see the bigger picture. I didn't listen to him...something I deeply regret" Astrid said, sitting down beside Heather.

"Well by the looks of it, you two seemed to have made up" Heather said, trying to stay on the positive.

"Yeah...after he almost killed me...it's only thanks to his dragon I'm still alive. I've never seen him so angry" she said looking watching the moon's light glimmer on the surface of the sea.

"I don't think you understand the full effect you have on Hiccup, Astrid" Heather said. Astrid turned her gaze from the sea to Heather.

"Most men just gawk at me when I walked by in other villages on trade missions...even Snotlout just focused on me for my looks and nothing else...what makes Hiccup any different?" Astrid asked.

"Well did you ever know him as the kind to hit on girls? To make witty comments as some pretty girl walked by?" Heather asked. Astrid looked away to think about it but them immediate answer that came to her was no.

"You see...I was in the same position as you" Heather said and Astrid turned to listen. "Since I'm the chief's daughter I had to go with him to other villages and see what it was about chief, and in most of those villages there were young men who just finished puberty and were always hitting on me. I had my dad then to ward them off but I knew it wouldn't be like that forever, and I thought no boy would ever like me just for me...but then Ripper came along with Hiccup" Heather said Ripper's name in a dreamy tone, to which Astrid smirked.

"I think he was the first guy to ever see me for _me_...and at first I was skeptical, but then I began to see that he really wanted to be friends...he took an interest in the things I do, we played in the forest together with Hiccup, Toothless and Bladewing, and we bonded really fast. We almost never married though. Traditions state that the husband has to pay the bride's family after the night of their consummation...the dowry...and Ripper worked as hard as Hel to save up for that since he had no family here. He made these rings with the Hiccup's help and he made the sword that's implanted in the wooden beam in our house...I told him my dad wouldn't need the dowry as he accepted him as a son and wasn't worried about the payment since his main concern was my happiness, and seeing how Ripper made me feel was enough for him...but Ripper said he wanted to stay true to traditions, to show that he wasn't taking me for granted" Heather explained.

"When he first came, it was obvious that Hiccup was trying to get over someone, but he was never able to...and me and Ripper getting married only reminded him, or his imagination of what could have been. Ripper told me he had deep feelings for a girl back on Berk and he was trying to forget her, but it never worked and he's been living with those feelings ever since. We told him that it was nothing to worry about but...I guess it's hard to get rid of that feeling when he sees a girl like you" she explained with a sad smile.

Astrid stayed quiet for a few seconds. She never really saw Hiccup as an attractive man, maybe because of his lack in physical capabilities and his un-Viking like nature, but she never considered the effect she had on him and the emotional stress that he must have gone through. But seeing him after five years, seeing how much he has changed, physically anyway. But he had always maintained his kind attitude except this time...it was engulfed in grief, pain, sadness and anger. And she knew that she and Berk were the cause of that pain. However she didn't want to dwell on that problem right now.

"So...pregnant huh?" Astrid said, changing the topic. "Are you sure?" she asked.

"I think I have the symptoms of it, I mean I have been getting some morning sickness" Heather said.

"But wouldn't Ripper have noticed that?" she asked.

"Well, I wake up before him so he doesn't see me throw up a bit, and I thought I ate something bad, but the assumption of being pregnant has crossed my mind" Heather said.

"So how are you going to know for sure?" Astrid asked.

"Well, I can go to my village elder, who's also the healer and ask her. Can you come with me?" Heather asked getting up slowly and Astrid followed suit.

"Why do you need me to come? Besides, wouldn't your elder not like me since I'm from Berk?" Astrid said, recalling how the village didn't respond nicely to when they first came.

"Astrid...I hope we become close friends, I really do, and I see this as a start to that...besides, I know you like Hiccup. I can help you get close to him" Heather said with a smirk and folding her arms across her chest.

"What?! Heather...I don't like him...I never have and never will" Astrid said resting one hand on her hip.

"They all say that Astrid...and I can already tell you're not the _feelings_ sort of girl...but it doesn't hurt to show them once in a while...especially to someone like Hiccup. He wouldn't think any less of you...well, than he already has" Heather replied and started on the path that led to the village, closely followed by Astrid. She winced at this comment, not liking the memory of her betraying Hiccup.

The walk to the elder's house was uneventful. Heather presumed that Hiccup and Ripper were with her parents catching up and since this was late in the night, most of the village would be inside their homes. The elder's house was on the outskirt's of the village, and there was a light inside the house, indicating someone was home. She came up to the door and knocked three times. She waited for less than half a minute before finally someone came to open the door.

"Ah...Heather! So nice to see you!" the elder said giving her a quick hug.

"Good evening Ryda" Heather replied and noticed the scowl on the elder's face directed to someone behind her. Heather turned around to see Astrid meekly wave a hand to say hello. "She's with me Ryda, she's a new friend of mine" Heather said, gesturing for Astrid to come closer.

"Heard a lot about her, hope you've changed" Ryda said beckoning the two young women inside.

"I'm working on that at the moment" Astrid replied as she looked around the elder's home.

"So what can I do you for today Ms. Heather?" Ryda asked as the three of them sat down.

"Well..." Heather started and then looked at Astrid and she nodded for her to continue "...I think I'm pregnant" she answered.

The two women saw Ryda's face light up with excitement, except she kept a neutral look. "I must be losing my hearing, do you think you're pregnant?" she asked as she got up and began to look at her shelves for something.

"Uh yes, because over the past three to five days I've been experiencing morning sickness, throwing up a few times...so from what I've heard those the signs of pregnancy" Heather explained.

"Have you been developing any abdominal pains as well?" Ryda asked as she grabbed a bottle and poured something into two glasses.

"In fact yes, I have" Heather replied. Ryda came over to the two girls and gave them the glass.

"Now both of you drink up" she said and Heather drank hers without trouble while Astrid immediately spat hers out.

"What in the name of Loki is that!?" she yelled as she wiped her mouth.

"What do you mean? Nothing's wrong with it" Heather said, finding Astrid's facial expression priceless.

"Well then, I don't know who burned your tongue but right now you should be glad they did. What was that stuff?" Astrid said, looking at Ryda.

"Oh that, just a special mixture I made out of some herbs, leaves, algae and probably week old fish" Ryda said with a smirk and soon Heather had the same expression Astrid a few seconds ago.

"I found out that women who are not pregnant won't be able to drink this, but women who _are_ pregnant will...so I believe congratulations are in order" Ryda said hugging Heather who returned it.

"Why did you give me a drink when I'm not the one in question of being pregnant!?" Astrid said standing up.

"Well...to prove a point and because I knew it was going to be funny to watch" Ryda said with a small laugh. Astrid merely rolled her eyes and convinced herself she deserved it. "So does anyone else know of this wonderful news?" she asked Heather.

"Uh no...right now it's just you, me and Astrid" she replied with a huge smile. This was wonderful news...becoming a mother and Ripper becoming a father, and after one year as well...she knew Ripper would be ecstatic.

"Wait that reminds me...when was the last time you two did _it_?" Ryda asked, rubbing her chin.

Heather blushed a deep red, that Astrid tried to stifle a laugh but failed at it. "Isn't that _private_ information?" Heather asked in low voice.

"Yes it is...sorry dear, couldn't help myself making this situation awkward for you. Remember, tell your family of the good news" Ryda said as she bid the girls goodbye from her door. Heather and Astrid both waved goodbye and began their way to Treeroot's house.

"So...when did you two start adding to the populous?" Astrid asked with a sly grin.

"Really, you too...what don't people get about privacy?" she asked. She looked at Astrid and saw her shrug her shoulders.

"Well, isn't this what girl-friends tell each other, about their private life...I'm new at this tell your feeling thing" Astrid said.

"Clearly" Heather responded to which Astrid gave a short humph. "Well if you must know the last time we did it was about two weeks ago, so the baby's two weeks old" Heather said.

"How did it feel?" Astrid asked all of a sudden.

"Well, finding out I'm pregnant would be a big surprise to any..." Heather started but was cut off.

"Not that...I mean...the _other_ thing" she said, slightly blushing as to why she would ask that.

"Ok...you are moving way past the privacy boundary, you know that?" Heather said, blushing a deep red as well.

"But isn't this what girls talk about, married young girls...look I don't even know why I asked the question" Astrid said dismissing it with a wave of her hand.

"Well...I guess I haven't really told anyone, but...let's just say it's the most _amazing feeling_ you'll ever experience. Like I said, me and Ripper love each other, and when you move to that level, it's like the whole world opens up, to have someone who loves you for _you_, with your pros and faults...someone who you know will always stand by your side no matter how many hardships you'll face in the future. Sure we have our fights, but that's a challenge every young couple goes through, but that doesn't stop us...and I'm sure you'll find someone Astrid" Heather said at the end, since she knew Astrid wanted an idea of what true love is.

"Like I'll ever experience that" she said looking the other way.

"You know, your perfect match could be on the other side of this door" Heather said as they reached her father's house. But as she reached for the for the door handle, the door opened and Hiccup was at the entrance, however he had his face turned to the table where the rest of the family were sitting when he opened the door. Heather looked back at Astrid and let a giggle escape her. "Guess I was right" she said as she walked past Hiccup, who looked in confusion to see Astrid's blushed face.

"What were you two talking about?" he asked.

"Oh...you know girl talk...and that stuff" Astrid said as she walked in. "Were you going somewhere?" she asked him.

"Yeah, I was going to go back to the forge since that's where I lived here" he answered.

"You might want to stay for the news" she said with a knowing smile. Hiccup looked unsurely at her, "What news?" he asked. "Wait for it" was the only reply he got from her, but then he saw Heather talking to her parents and Ripper.

"Where were you two? Your parents and I were getting worried" Ripper said as he released his wife from the hug.

"Astrid and I were talking about...stuff, and I wasn't feeling too well so I went to Ryda to check it out" Heather said.

"Are you ok? It's nothing serious is it? I mean I'd feel so helpless if I couldn't protect you even from a small fever" he said.

"You'd protect me, against what?" she asked, prolonging the inevitable news. "Well...let me see, I'd fight the Outcasts, the Berserkers, wild dragons, the Roman Empire...I'd fight _anything_ to protect you, and I'd feel mighty sorry for the people who would try or did hurt you" he said taking her hand in his. Heather was expecting to hear that from her husband, guess it was time to tell he would be protecting two people now.

"Well...I hope you have room for another person in your protection" she said and laughed a bit seeing his confused stare. "What do you mean?" he asked. She slowly placed his hand on her stomach and held it there with both her hands. She could see he glanced to and from her eyes to her stomach, in utter disbelief. But after about a minute of speechlessness, he was able to find the words.

"You're...you're...you're..." he stuttered, and she guessed she'd have to finish his sentence for him.

"I'm pregnant!" she said, and soon after she said that, Ripper enveloped her into a huge hug and gave her one of the longest kisses she'd ever have from him.

"That's wonderful news!" Treeroot bellowed as he watched the whole scene unfold before him.

"I guess those tries finally worked huh?" Ripper said as he and Heather broke apart from the kiss. "Yes it did" she said as she had her arms around his neck and his around her waist, both staring lovingly into each other's eyes.

"Oh, my daughter's going to be a mother!" Jessel said as she came and gave both her daughter and son-in-law a hug.

"Well my boy, I hope you've prepared well because raising a child is one of the most difficult tasks in life" Treeroot said as he laid a hand on his son's shoulder.

"I'll take good care of them sir. Don't you worry" Ripper said, looking at his wife, who was now talking with her mother and Astrid.

"Well, looks like you two have been busy when I was gone" Hiccup said giving a pat on Ripper's back. He merely laughed at his friend's suggestion.

"Yeah, well...we eventually got it didn't we. I got to tell ya', learning of news such as this...becoming a father, you're filled with both pride and fear" he said. Hiccup looked at him, wondering why he said fear.

"I never had a real family Hiccup...I was raised by Berk, by all the people from Berk...I didn't have a mother or a father, and that's why I don't know if can handle being a father when I never really had one" he explained. Hiccup understood him all too well.

"At least you have a reason...me, losing my mother at a young age and a being under the care of a father who didn't even understand his own son...that's how I was brought up, no love, no kindness, no understanding, no family...even when I had one. You're a great man Ripper, and take my word for it...you'll make a _wonderful_ dad" Hiccup said resting his hand on Ripper's shoulder. Ripper returned the gesture with a smile and left to attend to his wife.

Hiccup in the meantime saw it was time to leave since it was getting late.

_"Did you have fun gathering with the others?"_ Toothless asked as he saw his rider.

"Yeah, it was really nice to see my family again...turns out Heather is pregnant" he said.

_"Bladewing told me about it, he knew about the baby from a week ago...and before you ask, dragons have a sense where we can detect an aura around all living beings, so he noticed the change in Heather's aura, something seemed different about her...and guessed it was a baby since it was recent from when they mated"_ Toothless explained.

"Hiccup!" they heard someone call behind them, and looked to see Astrid running towards them. "Is it ok if I bunk with you tonight?" she asked once she caught up.

Hiccup looked at Toothless who merely shrugged and continued on his way to the forge. "There's no room in the village inn?" he asked. He might have gotten used to Astrid being around, but not always around.

"Treeroot told me the inn was closed and they didn't have any spare rooms either, so maybe...I could come with you?" she asked.

"Uh...sure, what harm could it do?" Hiccup said and the two engaged in small conversation as they made their way out of the village, and didn't notice the two dragons having a chat.

_"So, how long do you think it'll take before they admit their feelings"_ Bladewing asked.

_"If they weren't so caught up in their past they'd have mated by now"_ Toothless replied.

_"That is true, but we all know what that girl did to Hiccup, it will take time for him to heal properly"_ the larger dragon said.

_"It's been 5 years since the incident, and I can tell he gets lonely, he longs for a mate, and even though that girl was the route of his hatred, she is also the source of his love. I just hope he can see that before it is too late"_ Toothless answered as he and Bladewing watched the two walk together.


	16. Feelings Admitted

**A/N: Hey guys, sorry for the late update, but I hope you like this chapter. P.S: This chapter is RATED T/M so, you have been warned. **

_Hiccup's POV_

The walk to the forge was filled with awkward silence after that little chat for the first minute or so, but I don't why it was so awkward. Was it just because the girl of me dreams was walking beside me and I didn't know what to say? Or was it that a week ago I tried to kill her and she had poured her heart out to me and did something I thought I'd never see...cry.

We both tried to minimize eye contact because we didn't want to engage in conversation since both of us knew we'd end up in awkward silence again...or just because we didn't know what to say to each other, either way. I didn't see Toothless after we left Treeroot's house, I guess he's probably with Bladewing catching up on old times. It would have been so much better if he were here because then I can have someone to talk to without it being awkward.

"So...how long have you lived in this forge?" Astrid asked breaking the silence, and I'm sort of glad she did.

"Well, Treeroot gave it to us when we first came and handled the dragon problem. It was pretty run down, but we managed to get it back in working order" I answered as enthusiastically as I could.

"Did you add any personal touches...something that would make it feel like home?" she asked.

"Define home" I said. I meant it as a joke but I noticed she looked away, trying to hide a frown because of the guilt she had for not doing anything. "Hey I meant it in a funny way...we're past that now...besides it doesn't mean anything to me anymore" I said, trying to lighten her mood. I lied, but I didn't like seeing her like this, not after what we've been through.

"It might not mean anything to you...but it does to me. You don't know how much it hurt me when I finally realized the pain you went through. I feel mad at myself for not doing _anything_ to help you...and I shouldn't be forgiven" she said. I smiled at her, a kind and loving smile and absentmindedly, I put my arm around her shoulder and brought her close.

"It means so much to me that you understand what I feel, you're the only one from Berk who has understood me and probably the only one who will...but I've grown used to it, more than you think that it just seems like normal to me...and now that we've made up, I have definitely become more of my old self again" I said. She smiled and looked at my eyes and I looked at hers. Her eyes were the most beautiful I had ever seen in my life. Those sky blue eyes showed fire, passion, a spirit that could not chained, a spirit that would fight to its very last breath. But other than the sheer fire of her spirit, those same eyes also showed kindness, care, love; a side that I had never seen from her...and I think I was experiencing that side right now.

_Astrid's POV_

I don't know why he's so forgiving...I have never met a person like that and probably never will. All this time I've been taught that kindness was a weakness...that you just let your enemies live when they should have died...but are dragons really our enemies now? Hiccup let Toothless live and look where they are now. Same story with Ripper and Bladewing...both pairs are inseparable. Perhaps kindness and compassion are the strongest trait a Viking can have.

But as I looked into those eyes, I saw the warmth, kindness, understanding, loving, caring boy...no, _man_ in them. But I also something else. He said he might have been used to being a screw-up, that it's him now, but I can see the pain, suffering, ridicule and torment in those same eyes. If I was him I wouldn't want to be anywhere near the person who sealed his faith...someone like me. And yet here is, with his arm around my shoulder, bodies side by side, telling me through those same eyes that he doesn't care what I did...since he had forgiven me. But I knew I had to make it up to him one way or another.

_Hiccup's POV_

I realized that I had my hand around her and we were _extremely_ close to each other...so close that we could feel each other's body heat. I immediately pulled my arm off and moved a bit farther and she did the same. My cheeks flared up, and I knew if I looked into a mirror, I would be red as a tomato. I think Astrid was also trying to hide her blushing because she had her face turned the other way when I glanced in her direction.

"Uh...sor-sorry...b-about that" I stuttered. Wait, how long has it been since I stuttered?

"No, there's...nothing to be sorry for Hiccup, I got too close" she said, this time looking at me and pushing away a few bangs from her eye. We again found ourselves caught in a stare, but she quickly moved on.

"So...is that where you live?" she asked, looking ahead of us. I turned my sight forward and saw the forge on the hill. A small smile made its way to my lips, it was good to be home. It looked just as I had left it. Ripper told me he didn't make any changes since I left, and that it was in tip-top shape. Seeing it brought back so many memories as well.

As soon as I opened the door and walked in, I was met with the sweet smell of iron, steel, and the smell of the hearth. To many people that might not be reminders of home, but to me, after spending my entire life in a forge...it's as close to home for me than anything else. Me and Ripper messing about in the forge brought back the memories of near disasters that took place...except it never resulted in the forge exploding or being severely damage. Caused a bit of commotion here, but unlike Berk, the villagers here didn't berate me or Ripper for the mistakes we made. Instead, they just told us to be careful when we were working, which we were half of the time, and said it was alright. How could Berk be so different than this village? Was it just because I had name to live up to, a title that gave me control over arguably, the most powerful tribe in the Archipelago's, or was it just because who I was before I was banished. Berk always showed signs that they never wanted me as a chief, and couldn't believe I was Stoick's son. I was nothing like him at the time...and still aren't.

"This is...cosy" I heard her say, interrupting my train of thought.

"Yeah, it isn't a house like those in the village, but it's as close to a home as I have" I said, moving a few papers around from my desk, which was left untouched for a whole year.

"We weren't ever a real home to you were we?" she asked. I turned to look at her and she was examining some of the forged weapons on hanging on their racks.

"No...no, I never felt at home in Berk. Viking law dictates that a new born that appears to be weak or smaller than the average new-born should be cast away at sea and let the Gods decide its fate...I bet my mom stopped my dad from doing that, because I remember clearly that my mom protected. She used to shout at my dad for yelling at me, she talked to Snotlout's parents every time he bullied me...she was always there for me" I said.

Astrid stopped her tour of the forge and looked at me. "Well, I guess, no one understands a mother's love right?" she said.

"No, most people take it for granted. You'll never know until it truly is gone...and never coming back" I said, sitting down on a stool as I felt a few tears come to my eyes. I then felt a hand on my shoulder, and looked to see Astrid standing in front of me, with a sympathetic look on her face.

"I remember your mom. My mom always spoke highly of her, how she wouldn't let anyone stop her from doing things she wanted and mainly beating up anyone who made remarks about her son. She told me that Viking law did demand you to be cast off, but your mom threatened to actually _kill_ anyone who came near you. She even told her that you would grow up to be the strongest Viking there is...I guess she was right" Astrid said pulling me up with both her hands.

"Enough about the past, tell me a tale of one of your famous adventures" she said, setting me down on my bed and pulling up a chair from my desk for her to sit on.

"Well, I've been on many adventures, so I don't know where to start" I said.

"Come on! There has to be something...I mean new dragons, new enemies...wait if you've travelled, then that means...did you meet anyone special?" she asked. I immediately began to feel my cheeks heating up when she asked me this.

"You did didn't you?" she asked. By the sound of her voice, to me she sounded...jealous?

"W-well...I-I might have met...a few girls...yes" I stuttered.

"How were they?" she asked, crossing her arms over her chest.

"What do you mean?" I asked, although, I think I did have an idea of what she was asking me.

"Like, were they beautiful, did you fall for any of them?" she asked.

"Well, honestly, not really. There were some beautiful girls I met...but none of them caught my eye. But one thing's for sure, I certainly caught their eye, because they were literally swooning all over me" I said with a chuckle but stopped when I saw Astrid's steaming face. "Does that bother you?" I asked, knowing it did.

"What no, Freyja herself could throw herself at you and I wouldn't care" she said, turning around, but once she did, she laid eyes on my desk and the wall adjacent it...where there were literally hundreds of sketches of landscape, Ripper, Heather, Toothless and Bladewing which hung on the wall.

"Hey Hiccup, do you mind getting me some water, I'm pretty parched" she says.

"Sure, no problem" I said, and got up and walked into the next room. But when I took the jug, it was empty and I didn't have any other supplies of drinking water in the forge. "Hey, I have to go to the stream that runs near here and get some water ok?" I say, and I hear an 'ok' from her, so without a second thought I left the forge and left her in the room with all my secrets.

_Astrid's POV_

I never turned my head from the wall that was adorned by sketches of Hiccup's closest friends and his...new family. There were sketches of the village, and even...an aerial view? I took that sketch down and looked at it more closely. I swear if I was up in the clouds right now, and held this image right in front of me and looked down at the village, it would look exactly the same. How can he be _this_ good at drawing?

I put that sketch down and examined the others. There were some of Heather and Ripper laying down in the grass together watching the sunset with Toothless and Bladewing in the distance, I guess 'talking' to each other. I never knew Hiccup has this talent...then again, what did I know about him? I ignored him my whole life, treated him like an outcast and just saw him as an itch the village could never get rid off. "I really don't know him" I said out loud, since I knew no one was in the forge.

Glancing back to the table, I catch something brown under a few papers. I move them out of the way and find a medium to small book. It didn't look like a book that you could learn about, it looked more like a...journal...Hiccup's journal. I picked it up and just stared at the cover, contemplating whether I should go through it. But if I did, I would be invading his privacy, but then this could be my only chance to know him...his thoughts, be it bad or not...I need to know his feelings, because if I do, then I could _possibly_ resolve my feelings.

I opened the book and turned to a random page:

_Gobber gave me the task to create my first real weapon. I had been working in the forge for over an year now, and for being 10 years old, I was pretty good with mastering the skills of sword and axe making, and repairing them. I guess it's the only _good_ thing that I can do without getting in anyone's way...except Gobber's but unlike my dad or the village, he doesn't mind it...to a certain extent, which I am deeply thankful for. _

_He told me to create an axe, that should be about my size. I didn't know why he asked me to, but just said it was an order by someone from the village. So I did my task, created the most perfect weapon I ever made. It took me about three days to make it, but on the third day when I was almost done, I overheard Astrid (the love of my life)..._

I smirked at this comment.

_...talking with her dad. "Dad when can I get my present!?" she asked, pulling on her dad's arm. _

_"Now, now Astrid, it's a surprise" he said, continuing on his walk with Astrid still pulling on his arm. "But dad, I really want to know!" she said. She was always stubborn and wouldn't take no for an answer._

Stubborn huh Hiccup? Wait till you get back with that water so I can drench you in it.

_"Well let's just say that I told Gobber to make it" her dad said. _

_That's why Gobber wanted me to work on this axe and make it my size. But then, since it was almost ready I ran back to the forge and took it to the smelter. I kept the blade in it to get hot enough for me to engrave a phrase into it. I wrote in Valkyrie's Blade...because she was Valkyrie in my eyes. One of the most beautiful girls I've ever and will see. But who am I kidding, she'll never fall for a talking fishbone like me. _

I stopped reading there and flipped to another page. I frowned when I saw the date of the page, it was a few days after Hiccup and Ripper ran away.

_Well, we found a new home, made a new friend and changed the life of a village completely. Not a bad day if I say so myself. But...there's something nagging me. I don't know what but every time I think about it...it takes me back to..._her. _Why couldn't she listen! Why couldn't she see what dragons really are. She ran to tell Stoick about Toothless, she was the reason my best friend was taken from me, and the reason I almost lost another. _

_I can't believe I ever liked her, and for what...her looks? Her fiery attitude? Or was it because I thought she was different from the rest of Berk? I'll never know, and I don't care...she's in my past and past can burn in Hel for all I care._

I winced at these comments...but I don't know why. Everything he said holds truth in them. I turned the pages again and came to something that stopped my heart. It was a sketch of me, holding me axe over my shoulder and one hand on my hip. This sketch was near the end of the book, possibly in the last week or so. Beside the image was a text:

_I guess the Gods have had fun reuniting me with Astrid. But I don't know if it's good or bad. She said she was sorry for everything, and I believed her. I hope I'm not making a mistake by doing so. But something else came up when I saw her after all those years...a feeling that I thought I had buried when I left Sharkslane. _

_She looks just as beautiful as ever, how her hair glows in the sunlight and moonlight, the same fiery spirit, but seeing another whole new side to her...she was caring, kind, even loving...and she finally saw what I was talking about, how dragons are not mindless creatures but caring, loving and loyal to their friends. But...GAH! Why is this so hard to say even in a book?! _

_I think...I...love her. _

I felt a tear run down my cheek when I read this. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, loves me. A few years ago I would have been revolted by that idea...but now, I don't know what to think.

_I've done many dangerous things in the past. Facing the Outcasts alone, confrontation with a Roman ship, being trapped on an island with wild Whispering Deaths...but none can compare to my fear of telling her this. I don't know what to do. _

I closed the book and kept it back on the table. I didn't want to read any further because I knew more tears would just come to my eyes. That's when I heard footsteps behind me.

"You've done some dangerous things in the past right?" I asked without turning to face him.

"Yes, I have..." he said, but his voice sounded off. It didn't have the confidence or the 'Hiccupness' like it did before. He was uncertain of something. "...but there's one thing that I'm afraid to do" he said.

I turned around and saw that he was standing in front of me now. I got up so I could look him in the eyes, even though he was a bit taller than me.

"You've faced Outcasts, a Roman Ship, wild dragons...what possibly can compare to that" I asked. We were both talking in low voices...and our breathing had increased. My stomach felt as if it was doing hurdles ten times over and being tossed in a storm. My emotions were screaming at me...I wondered if he was feeling the same thing.

"You wouldn't believe me if I told you" he said. Our faces weren't that far apart now.

"Don't tell me...show me...show me that bold action you're afraid to do" I said, and he did it.

I felt his lips touch mine and he had his eyes closed. I closed my eyes to see the feeling of the kiss and I felt him hold my hand as we kissed. For the first time in my life, I felt I had found someone. Someone, who loves me for me...now I knew how Heather felt when she told me that. Someone who just doesn't go for my looks, but my personality as well, and I drove that someone from home 5 years ago and here is now kissing me. Then, after what seemed like an eternity, he pulled away. I opened my eyes from possibly what was the best experience in my life and looked to see him staring at me with those soft, emerald green, caring eyes.

_Hiccup's POV_

I couldn't believe what I just did. When I had left to collect water, that gave me a chance to collect my thoughts...about Astrid. I don't know what's happened to me! Just over two weeks ago I wanted nothing to do with her and since the time she showed up, the time she begged for forgiveness, and seeing a whole new side to her...Gods! What's wrong with me?! DO I LOVE HER!? Did those feelings ever die down? But it's too late for that because I just kissed her...on the lips...of Astrid Hofferson. I waited to get a response from...

_THWACK!_

I felt a huge pain in my left cheek as I stumbled back a bit from the blow. My immediate reaction was to bring my hand to my cheek and hold it. I bet my life it was red as a Monstrous Nightmare's hide. I looked at her and saw her retracting her arm which she had used to punch me.

"What was that...mhmm" I couldn't finish my sentence as she snaked both arms around my neck and brought us into another deep kiss. I was so surprised to say the least as she just punched me and now kissing me? I guess I'll never understand her. But right now, the situation I was in...I didn't care. I closed my eyes to make my experience more enjoyable for myself and her.

I pushed her back onto the edge of the table...her arms had never left my neck. I used my left hand to support us, while my right hand snaked around her lithe figure. We probably spent ten minutes in that position without even knowing it...but we didn't care. Our emotions had taken full control of us and we loved it. That's when I decided to try something. I pushed my tongue against her teeth, begging for entrance to her mouth. She must have understood because I soon felt her teeth part ways and entered my tongue into her mouth.

"Mhhm" I heard. Did Astrid Hofferson just moan?!

We both disengaged from the kiss for a minute just to catch our breath after some intense lip-locking. "So, since when did the great Astrid Hofferson moan?" I asked, a small smirk grazing my lips. My heart was travelling far above the ground right now, and wouldn't come back down, meaning that I wanted to continue.

"Oh shut up and kiss me" she said before pulling me back in, creating a more passionate kiss.

I brought my hands to her thighs and lifted her, and on instinct she wrapped her legs around my waist while I held her up.

"Well, you've really become stronger" she said, smiling a bit from the brief pause of kissing.

I moved over to the bed, which was right opposite my work desk, and gently laid her on the bed, without pulling away from her lips for a second. I could feel her hands get entangled in my hair, continuously pressing my face to hers. My hands left her legs and began roaming along the sides of her body. Being on top of her, in a position of command..._kissing her__!_ I must be dreaming...but if I am, it's a dream I don't want to wake up from.

_Astrid's POV_

_"I can't believe he's kissing me!"_ was the only thought that was going through my head. When he first kissed me, I punched him because that was for leaving, but I didn't get to tell him that, but I just wanted to experience that feeling again so I kissed him...and here we are, on his bed, my hands tangled in his hair and his hands exploring my body, the exterior anyway. The way our lips blended with each other...the love, the passion in the kisses...it was nothing like I've ever experienced and it was something I didn't want to end soon.

I moved my hands from his head to his back...and boy did I receive the shock of my life...he had muscle! He was still relatively thin compared to traditional Vikings, but I didn't mind that. I could feel the outline of his muscles, most probably forged by his training, flying and forging of weapons. Wait...if his back was what I thought it would like, then what about his abdomen?

_"What am I thinking? I'm Astrid Hofferson, best shield-maiden on Berk...and yet here I am wondering how Hiccup would like without a shirt". _Ah screw me reputation. No one from Berk is here to see this, so if any person is going to see my true self, it might as well be Hiccup. I moved my hands from his back to the point where his shirt met his waist and started to pull it over, but he stopped.

He disengaged from the kiss and looked at me as if I, and I began to worry that I had done something wrong. He pulled back up so now he was in a straddling position, and held my hands. "I don't think you want to see what's beneath" he said. His voice had a mixture of fear and resentment (not about me, but something else).

"What wouldn't I like?" I asked quietly, somewhat annoyed that he ruined the moment.

"It's just...I...I have some...scars underneath, and I'm not...comfortable with...people seeing them" he said slowly. Scars? Really, he was worried about that?

"Hiccup...it doesn't matter if you're face is covered in scars right now...I see you for _you_ now and nothing will change that" I said.

"It's not that Astrid...it's just...I was alone when I got them...no other person was with me, and...that left lasting impressions on my life" he said. I made a small frown, nothing would be accomplished this way. I caught him off guard and quickly flipped us so that he was lying on the bed and I was on top, and I got myself into a straddling position on his hips.

"Why would you think that I would think any less of you just after finding out what you've been through?" I asked.

"Because no one would understand Astrid" he said, looking at me with his emerald green eyes...Gods were they handsome. I held his shirt from the bottom, "Then let me try and understand" I said and began removing his shirt. He sat up for a while so I could remove his shirt...and shocked would be understatement at I saw.

On one side of his torso, there was a scar that led right from his stomach to over his heart. There were also a few other cuts, most likely from swords but he never said he was in any fights. "That huge scar from my stomach to my chest was by Armedis when I first met him. I might have escaped with my life, but it was a reminder to never go near him again" he said. I traced my hand along that scar, and he winced a bit. I don't think it was from the pain, since it was a long time ago...but I think it was because this was the first time another _person_ actually saw it. "Luckily Toothless was there to help me get back and heal myself" he finished.

"What about these other scars" I asked, seeing about five to seven more scars on his body. He smirked a bit.

"Three of them are daggers and four of them were from whips" he said. I immediately looked back up at him, disbelief in my eyes. He had gone through _torture_?

"I was captured by the Romans once. It was in a land south of here, and they saw me trying to train a dragon. They captured me, and tortured me to share the secrets of Dragon Training, but due to my Viking stubbornness, I didn't comply. Once again Toothless saved me and we escaped" he said. I looked back at his scars. Toothless was the only companion he had who stood by him no matter what. Hiccup has gone through so much, and no one was there for him to confide into, or understand him, just Toothless. But that was going to change today.

I leaned forward and placed a tender kiss on his lips. "You're not alone now" I said, and began to remove my shoes, and tossed them on the floor. I then moved to my shoulder pads and uncoupled them and tossed them on the floor as well.

"Astrid...what are you doing?" he asked, as I bet he knew where I was going with this. I made a small smirk at him before lifting my shirt over and tossing that as well. It was amusing to see Hiccup's expression.

_Normal POV_

Hiccup couldn't help but stare at the sight before him, Astrid Hofferson, straddled on his waist and without her shirt. She did have her breast bindings on but, her beauty had just reached new levels. Even in the dimness of the candle lights, her skin seemed to glow, her eyes sparkle, and from just staring at her skin, could tell that it would be the softest thing he ever touched.

"No one was there for you at Berk...but I want to change that Hiccup...I want to be with you...and I'm not just saying that because I want you to come back, but because I...I..." she paused as she couldn't find the right words to say it, but Hiccup beat her to it.

He cupped her face in both his hands and placed a tender, yet loving kiss. "I love you too...I always have" he said, staring off into her sky blue eyes. Astrid smiled as she took in the reassuring feeling from his hands...happy that someone understood how she felt, but then, she decided to reward him.

She pulled back and her hands reached up to her braid and a few seconds later, her hair came falling down into what seemed like a majestic, smooth wave of gold. She shook her head a bit as she wasn't used to having her hair down, but when she looked back at Hiccup, she saw that he was completely entranced by her.

Then all of a sudden he grabbed her and flipped her over, so now he was back on top and immediately gave a deep passionate kiss, to which she gladly accepted.

"How many men have had the honour of seeing you with you hair down?" he asked as he moved along her jawline, moving up her face, placing kisses as he went.

"Only one man...and he's right on top of me as we speak" she said, her eyes closed to enjoy the experience he was giving her.

"Not even your own father has seen you like this" he breathed into her neck, causing her to release slight, pleasured gasps.

"No" was all she answered before they carried off where they left off. Hiccup had one focus, to make this experience for her the best, and he was doing exactly that. Their tongues battle for supremacy, but Hiccup was coming on top most of the time, and Astrid didn't have any problem with that. For most of her life she was always the one in control...who would've thought she loved being the one controlled.

Hiccup masterfully moved his hands along her goddess like frame, treating it like the most precious diamond ever found. For someone who worked in the forge all his life, his hands were hard, but Astrid noticed that he handled her with extreme care. Most men would just be forcing their way in a situation like this...but Hiccup wasn't. Now she knew what Heather meant.

Their hands began roaming into the 'forbidden' areas of the opposite sex, as their session became more heated. Astrid's moans were like music to Hiccup's ears, informing him that he was doing a good job. But soon they had to release due to the lack of air.

"I'm not sure if this lust or...love" Hiccup breathed, not taking his eyes away from those of his love.

"Neither am I...but it feels...so..." Astrid breathed. "...Right" they both finished off. That's when they looked to where each other's hands had gone and looked back at each other.

"We can't go _that_ far...not right now anyway" Hiccup said.

"You're right...we can't" Astrid said, stating it in a disappointed tone.

"But I know other ways on how to pleasure you" he said and attacked her neck. Astrid immediately arched her back upwards, as she released a more pleasured moans and gasps at Hiccup's actions. This was going to be one eventful night.

_Meanwhile_

A pair of cat-like green eyes stared at the young couple making out with extreme passion on the bed. Toothless had wandered in after his discussion with Bladewing and had caught the scene before him. He didn't want to interrupt because he knew the two young _adults_ needed their space. But that couldn't stop him from having one thought.

_"Well, took them long enough" _Toothless thought with a smirk.

**A/N: Well guys, hope this scene isn't too rushed, especially how Astrid and Hiccup's feelings for each other escalated into a full makeout session. Either way, I hope you enjoy it. **


	17. A New Day

**A/N: Hey guys, just a few clarifications:**

**1. You guys remember Armedis? He's a Screaming Death...the name White Death was the story the Vikings made up when they found the slaughtered village. But HE'S NOT the Screaming Death from the TV Show. **

**2. I'm sure you all watch the TV show Riders or Defenders of Berk, so even though my story is not an episode by episode chapter like the Show, I'll be using references from the show, as the episodes go on. **

**3. What's said above also applies to my other story "Rider Vs. Conqueror". **

* * *

><p><strong>And furthermore:<strong>

**REST IN PEACE Paul Walker. You were truly a great actor and made Fast and Furious what it is today. It's such a tragedy that you had died, and only at age 40. My prayers go to your family, to give them strength during this time and just know Paul Walker, that you will NEVER BE FORGOTTEN. "This Moment...We Own It". WE WILL MISS YOU!**

* * *

><p><em>Astrid's POV<em>

I believe it was just past dawn when I began to stir. The early morning sun's rays began to appear through the gaps in the wall and some of the windows. You could say I've always been a morning person, waking up at the crack of dawn to train to become one of the best dragon killers there ever were. But that's when I found _him_ and everything changed.

Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, public enemy number one of Berk and traitor to all Vikings showed me what and who dragons really were...and here I was, with him...in bed. The bed wasn't much, it could just fit two people in it, which made us have to press against each other, but I didn't mind that, in fact I enjoyed it...with what happened last night, it was just icing on the cake.

I was sleeping on my side with my back pressed against his chest. We were both topless...I still had my breast bindings on, so we didn't go _that_ far, and he was shirtless. I had removed my spiked skirt somewhere during out session last night and just had my leggings on. His face was buried into the crook of my shoulder and felt his calm breathing against my skin. It was so soothing. He had his left arm over my waist and part of my stomach, keeping me close to him. I know this isn't like me, but, feeling his body pressed against me, and from seeing it last night...he had definitely grown a lot more muscle. He was still relatively thin compared to other Vikings, but his muscles were noticeable. The muscles on his arms were finely tone, creating a perfect outline of where they should be. He didn't have abs, but you could tell they were just there, a slight outline but that was enough...and from a physical point of view, he was extremely attractive.

I smiled to myself as the images of him without his shirt took me back to last night's _session_. Saying it was amazing would be an understatement...because it was so _much more_. The way he kissed me, the way he touched me, the way he way he spoke...it all felt like a dream a girl would have about her lover, except in this case it was all real..._very_ real.

Working in the forge made his hands hard because of all the metal he had to handle, all the burns he had and a few scrapes and cuts but when he traced those same hands along my body, sides and neck...they felt so soft, treating me like I was a delicate flower that could easily break if someone mishandled when touching it. The sensations I had when he did that...I never wanted him to stop touching me...as weird and gross as that sounds...but you know what I mean.

I remember him trailing his hand from my leg up to my sides. I was wearing my leggings, never took them off but _Gods_, his touch! How does he do that? How does he create that tingly yet loving sensation when he traces those smith's hands along my body? I couldn't think of it further because my mind moved from his hands to his lips.

When he kissed me, there was passion, love and caring in every single kiss he gave me. I remember how our tongues battled for supremacy in each other's mouths, but it always ended up with him winning. That was one battle I didn't mind losing. His kisses, while gliding his hands over my exposed skin and trailing my legs made me moan every single time and I knew that's what he wanted. But one of the most memorable events was when he kissed me from my stomach up to my neck.

He placed soft kisses along the centre of my stomach, starting just above the waist and moved up slowly, giving a few slow licks with his tongue as well. I simply turned my head on the bed, closed my eyes to enjoy the experience and smiled as I released pleasured gasps of air at his actions. As he reached my breast bindings he skipped over them..._Just wait until we're married_. Huh, I'm already thinking about marriage with a guy I just started seeing the previous week.

As he neared my neck, his kisses became more fierce, more passionate as they became longer and slower. I could even remember feeling his teeth on my skin, making me released a surprise moan. He planted many love-bites onto my neck and collar bone. I remember one lasted for a good minute as he sucked at my neck, seeming to suck all my blood from the mark he made. But one action, when he ran the tip of his tongue right from the base of my neck to the bottom of my chin made me arch my back to the max, and he did that countless of times. And speaking of kissing...

"I see you're up" I said quietly as I felt a pair of lips kissing my neck once more. It was such a pleasure to feel his lips gliding their way along my neck again...brought back so many memories from last night.

"What were you thinking about?" he asked as he leaned himself on his other elbow and stared down at me with those warm and caring green eyes.

"Oh...wouldn't you want to know" I said turning my head so I could look at him.

"Well yes...I would want to know actually" he said.

"Well..." I said turning onto my back, and he had to make room for that so he got on top of me, supporting himself with his elbows while his auburn hair fell around his head as he looked at me right in the eyes, waiting for a response. "...I was just thinking, about how the village would receive you when we returned" I lied, but it was a matter we had to discuss to be prepared for.

He made a slight frown, "Well I'm sure it can't be anything short of disgust and disappointment" he said.

"Be that as it may, they have to understand that Stoick sent for you to help us with the dragon raids, so they have no choice but to accept you...for the time you're there" I said, trailing my fingers down his chest.

"That won't mean that they'll treat me well. They'll go back to the way things were, except with more hatred and disappointment towards me...and it's been so long since I've been in that position...OW!" he yelled when I punched him in the shoulder.

"Don't go back on your word on me now! You said yourself, why should you care whether they hate you or not...you are doing this for the good of the _dragons_ so no more dragons die every time a Viking captures one, and in my view...no more Vikings have to die because of this war. We are doing this for the good of both sides Hiccup" I said as cupped his face with my palms.

"Besides not every one would hate you...Gobber wants to see you again, he misses the times he fooled around with you in the forge, and even with all the bad stuff going on about you back at the village, that didn't stop him from saying Hiccup was the best apprentice he ever had, and keep in mind this is when Stoick forbade your name from ever being spoken. Even the teens, well Fishlegs would be thrilled to see you, especially after what you've learned about dragons, he'll be ecstatic about the new information you have...who knows, he might even _change_ the Book of Dragons based on the knowledge you have" I said, not breaking eye contact.

I saw his frown form back into a smile, but then I saw a hint of mischievousness in his eyes, "And what about you? How would you feel about me returning?" he asked, his face closing the distance, forcing me to wrap my arms around his neck.

"Well, do you want me to tell you...or show you?" I asked in a similar voice, and soon our lips locked for what was probably the hundredth time that since last night. We both had dragon breath, but we could care less and that would have ruined the mood.

I felt his hands trace themselves once again along the sides of my body, tracing circles around my stomach. Hiccup disengaged from the kiss and started placing chaste kisses on my neck and collar bone, to which I closed my eyes quivered underneath him.

_"Ahem!"_ Hiccup stopped his charge and looked over to the side of the bed, as did I and we both saw Toothless there waiting, with what looked like a smirk on his face.

"Really bud, you don't understand privacy?" Hiccup asked with a grin, to which Toothless laughed...I think?

"He says that we should start packing if we want to make it to Berk today. I'll leave you some time to get dressed ok?" he said getting off me and walking into another room.

"Alright" I said getting up, and taking my shirt, skirt and boots, which were strewn across the ground. It's hard to believe where we are, my relationship with Hiccup, how it just took off in two weeks or less. I always did feel sorry for him when we were younger, I wanted to help him, or at least be an acquaintance of him, but my parents and Viking law reminded me to shun an Outcast...even though he wasn't one, that's everyone handled him, and right now it sickens me.

As I was putting my shirt back on I realized something..._I'll never be with him_.

Viking law forbids anyone from being with a traitor, especially of the level of treason Hiccup committed. Sure I could run away with him, but I'll be shaming my family's name, and as the only daughter, I can't do that to my parents.

I'd be married off to some merchant of another village, or another chief...or worse..._Snotlout_. I cringe at the very thought of me marrying him and doing..._that_ of all things with him. But if he's the next in line, he will offer my dad a contract which he cannot refuse, well because Spitelout is second in command and is very wealthy. My dad will be considered an idiot if he refuses it, plus my mom will be pushing me to get married since I am of that age, actually, 18 is the marriage age, and I'm already 20, so I won't have a choice.

"Hey you ready to go?" I heard Hiccup call. I turned and saw him dressed in his black leather armour and with a satchel hanging over his shoulder.

"Yeah, let's go" I said, grabbing my things and meeting him outside.

_Normal POV_

Hiccup and Astrid trudged along to the village with Toothless by their side. Hiccup decided that it would be best to say goodbye before actually leaving.

_"So, tell me about last night"_ he heard Toothless say.

"What do you mean?" Hiccup asked, trying to avoid the conversation with his friend.

_"Don't play dumb with me...You think I didn't see you and her on the bed performing your mating rituals, I'm asking did you mate her?" _he asked.

"Why do you always assume that, and NO! We didn't do that" Hiccup replied.

_"Why do you humans wait so long just to mate...I mean if two dragons love each other they mate and are mates for life...that's how it works"_ Toothless explained. Hiccup slapped his forehead with his hand.

"Humans are just...complicated is the word I guess. We have these rituals, not the kind of ritual you saw in there, but other kinds and only once they're done, then we can...you know...it's called marriage ok, leave it at that" he said finally, shaking his head and walking ahead of Toothless to catch up with Astrid.

_"Humans...possibly the most complicated and dumb species in the lands"_ Toothless thought.

As the trio reached the centre of the village, they caught sight of Heather, Ripper and Bladewing heading out. "Hey guys, where are you off to?" Ripper asked, shaking hands with Hiccup.

"We're going back to Berk...since I agreed to help them with their dragon problem" he replied.

"Really? Mind if I tag along? Apparently today is an off day for me...a little way of Treeroot saying thanks for _everything_" he laughed.

"I know that look on you" Heather told Astrid. They had moved to the sidelines when Ripper and Hiccup engaged in conversation and they wanted to be out of earshot.

"What look?" Astrid asked, looking at her.

"Don't play dumb with me. I know that look because I had it...you two did something last night" she said quietly. Astrid could feel her cheeks heating up fast and tried to suppress the imminent blush that was forming.

"You didn't do that...otherwise you'd look like you were radiating sunshine...you two made out...and I'm guessing with extreme passion" Heather concluded with a smile, trying to hold back the laughter from the expression on her face.

"How do you know that!?" she asked, staring at her as if she were psychic.

"Because I had the same look on myself that you have now when I first made out with Ripper" she said. Heather smirked when she saw Astrid turn away, obviously trying to hide her blush. "So am I right?" she asked.

"YES! Yes you're right ok! We made-out, and it was...one of the most unforgettable experiences I'll ever have" she said looking at him.

"Trust me Astrid, there are more experiences yet to come" Heather said, placing a hand on her stomach.

Astrid looked at Heather's stomach and frowned. "That'll never happen between us...the law forbids it" she said solemnly.

"Ah, the traitor law...forbids him from courting anyone from the same tribe until he is redeemed. I know about that law, but you could always run away" she suggested.

"And shame my family? I can't. I'm the only daughter in my family and a shield-maiden on Berk, something my family is proud of me and if I run away, and with Hiccup, they'll shun my family and possibly banish them as well...I can't risk that" Astrid said.

"Well, I'm sure you two will think of something, I mean Hiccup always does, so you don't have to worry" Heather said as she watched Hiccup and her husband chat.

_"How did Armedis react to her presence?"_ Bladewing asked.

_"Not so good...tried to kill her on her sight. I don't even know how ran from him for that long...I mean a Screaming Death? She is impressive"_ Toothless acknowledged.

_"That's what was expected by him...I don't think he'll trust humans again"_ Bladewing said in an ominous tone.

_"Bladewing, I don't think he'll ever find out..."_ Toothless started.

_"How can you say that!? It's MY fault Toothless! If I go there again he'll be sure to recognize me and if Ripper or Heather are there...I can't imagine what he'll do to them if he finds out"_ Bladewing spoke, remembering a dark past.

_"Why would there even be a Whispering Death on this rock? Just for the food? I could have gone to Berk which had much more land and supplies but I came here to start over"_ he said.

_"Like I said Bladewing, I don't think he'll ever find out...as long as you stay away from him__"_ Toothless said.

"Alright Toothless, ready to go?" Hiccup asked climbing onto him, with Astrid joining as well.

_"Let's go"_ he replied and with one push of his wings were up in the air on their way to Berk.


	18. 5 Years Has Been Long

**A/N: Hey guys, I hope that you enjoy this updated chapter but before you start reading I would like to see what you guys think about something.**

**See, I'm thinking of starting a new story...related to Skyrim. YES, YES I know that sounds cliché or might not work at all, but let me tell you the main ideas:**

**1. Hiccup, Stoick, Gobber, Ripper and Snotlout will be part of the Dark Brotherhood, with Stoick as the leader. **

**2. Astrid is the daughter of the High King of Skyrim (Her OWN father...not Torygg...for those who've played Skyrim)**

**3. Ruffnut and Tuffnut will be on the 'good' side. As in the sense Ruff will be Astrid's best friend and one of her 'servants'. Tuff will be training to be captain of the Guard of the city the High King lives in. Talos help us! (_Wink)_**

**4. Should the dragons be dragons still, or humans? Because I will involve Alduin in this story and some of the other dragons.**

**See, I'm going to keep some traits from the game in this story, and if I do write this story, it will be like parts of a story. It's still in the planning phases and I'm not sure whether to make Hiccup Dragonborn or not. But you guys get the idea. **

**This story...IF I DO WRITE IT DEPENDING ON YOUR RESPONSES...revolves around the hardships the Dark Brotherhood is facing and they plan to kidnap Astrid as a form of revenge and to fulfill a prophecy. **

**Just leave a review or PM me about what you guys think of tying in Skyrim themes to this NEW and POSSIBLE story. I'll only write it if you guys are on board with me.**

**If you're on with me 100%, I will begin writing this story as well...I got some inspiration from watching the Hobbit: Desolation of Smaug, and playing Skyrim after that. LOL!**

* * *

><p>"Where is yer boy Stoick?" Alvin asked as walked around the cage that Stoick the Vast was imprisoned in.<p>

"For the last time, I don't know Alvin...I haven't seen 'im in 5 years!" he replied. The cage was meant for a dragon, a Gronckle at that, so Stoick knew the only way out was if he had a key.

"Oh really now...Because I've met him, and it wasn't good for me" he said. Stoick was trying to bide for time, hoping Gobber had escaped his bonds, but when he looked over to the smithy, he was still in his knot, and he shook his head, indicating that he still didn't break out of his bonds.

"Ya' know Stoick...I find it strange that yer son is out there on a _dragon_ and not here...I mean, wouldn't he be worshipped because he rides a dragon?" he asked.

"He betrayed us...he befriended a dragon instead of killing it"

"He befriended a _Night Fury_ Stoick! You of all people should know the power a person could hold wid a dragon like that...but instead I heard you banished him, and now he's out there somewhere helping other villages solve their problems wid these beasts...and using them against _me_" he said, stopping in front of the cage.

"Did you come here to just strike me with useless recollections?" he asked.

"No, I came here hoping news would spread that his home was taken by Outcasts and that he'll come back to try and save all ye' folk" Alvin said with a smile.

"Well I can assure you that he isn't coming home since he hates us...and that's the truth" Stoick said.

"Well then...I guess if he doesn't show up by the end of today...your usefulness would hav' come to an end" Alvin smiled as he left the Chief of Berk to think about what he said.

"Do you really think he'll show up Stoick?" Gobber asked from the other side of the room they were in.

"I don't know Gobber...I honestly don't know" was all that Stoick could say.

* * *

><p><em>Hiccup's POV 5 Hours Later<em>

"Hiccup, how much longer till we reach Berk?" Astrid asked.

"Shouldn't be long now, Berk should be over the horizon" I replied. It was noon right now, and we should see the cliffs of Berk peaking over the horizon pretty soon.

"We might want to fly around the island and a little low, in case they think that this is another dragon raid" she said and I nodded in agreement. Didn't want to take any chances in them harming Toothless and us...or the other way around. We started to fly a bit more to the side, going in a north-easterly direction, so that we could do a round of Berk.

"So has anything changed on Berk?" I asked. It's been five years, so some things could have changed.

"Well there are new buildings from the ones that were burnt down before, but other than that, no" she replied.

"What about Berk's perception of me?" I asked.

"Well...I think you have a general idea. They see you as a traitor to their morals and traditions by befriending a dragon. I'm not going to lie...for five years I also thought that. They actually won't agree with you coming, even if it's to help us. Receiving help from branded traitor...that will be really denting to their pride" she said.

"What about your parents?" I asked. We had to discuss that topic since...I think we are a couple.

"What about them?"

"How are they going to handle us...you know...being together. We are _together_ right?" I asked. To be honest, I didn't know what we were right now. Sure we made out with passion just last night, but it's too soon to tell...I mean it could have been just the moment where two friends just lost it and didn't mean it. But I wanted to make sure.

"I...I really don't know Hiccup...I mean do you think we're together?" she asked. It made me feel a bit better that she also wasn't sure.

"I would like to think so" I replied.

"Well...going back to my parents...no, they're not going to be okay with _this_" she said, gesturing to all of us.

"Is it because of how I was a weakling all those years ago?" I ask.

"That...plus there is this whole issue of being a traitor to all Viking culture and morals and all that" she said in a joking manner, to which I chuckled.

"That rules out running away...LOOK OUT!" I scream as Toothless took a sharp dive to avoid a barrage of boulders heading our way. We barely missed the one that was coming for us. We shot back up again, dodging any potential hits and moved in to get a closer look.

"What are you guys doing?! It's us!" Astrid yelled behind me, hoping they would hear...or see us on Toothless.

_"It's not her villagers"_ Toothless said all of a sudden. I looked more closely from where we were and saw that he was right.

"They're Outcasts!" I told her.

"What are they doing on Berk?" she asked.

"Don't know...but most likely it has something to do with me" I said as Toothless went into a dive bomb, creating that ever so frightful sound that a Night Fury makes when it's about to fire. Toothless destroyed the catapults with ease, firing quick and deadly shots. We could see some of the Outcasts manning them jumping off as they knew they couldn't dodge a Night Fury's shots.

"They must have invaded Berk not too long ago" she said, as we flew over the docks, seeing some of their ships.

"They must have captured Stoick and the rest of the villagers and locked them up somewhere" I said. "Toothless, we need a place to land bud"

_"Coming right up"_ he said we flew into the forests Berk and landed in the Cove where we first met.

"It is a good thing I didn't leave my axe there" Astrid said pulling it out and giving it a few swings.

"It's never a boring moment in Berk is it?" I asked grabbing my sword from its holder.

"Usually we have dragon raids, this is something new" she said with a small smile. "So what's the plan?" she asked.

"Well, they must have _at least_ most of the villagers in the Mead Hall, including Stoick, or they could have them in the Dragon Ring, so I think we should split up to cover more ground" I said. Honestly, I didn't like the idea very much, but we had to free Stoick because with him free, we could win this fight.

_"What about me?"_ Toothless asked.

"I need you to stay here because we can't attract too much attention in the middle of the village. If you feel something is wrong, by all means, come and investigate, but until then, remain here" I told him. He shook his head and grumbled a few things that I'm not going to mention.

"So, you want the Hall or the Ring?" I asked.

"I'll take the Hall...since Alvin might have kept Stoick trapped like a dragon" she said.

"Alright, once we reach the village borders, we split up alright?" and she nodded. This was going to be quite the day.

_2 Hours Later_

Getting past the sentries wasn't hard at all. I don't know why the Outcasts are feared so much...they can't even guard properly. Most of them were busy talking with each other and not noticing me sneak behind buildings or over them if the case be. Making my way to the Dragon Ring wasn't hard at all...in fact, that path was the least guarded...which meant they were expecting me to head there. The training I received from Ripper told me to stay on guard.

The main gate was opened, and in the ring I saw Stoick, Spitelout, Gobber, Snotlout, Fishlegs and the Twins in cages placed in the centre, along with a few other men and women. I guess most of them were in the Mead Hall. If Astrid managed to free them, we could take the village back in less than an hour.

"Hiccup?" Stoick asked when he turned and faced me. My dad hadn't aged well. His beard grew a bit more, but there were traces of white hair on it and some on his hair.

"You've..._changed_" he said, pure shock and amazement in his eyes.

"Could say the same for you" I replied as I made my way to the cages and examined for any weak spots I could exploit.

"That can't be Hiccup, I mean...it's _not_ Hiccup, he's not that...he's not all that" Snotlout said.

"He's actually kind of...hot" I heard Ruff say. We all stared at her because that trait being applied to me...was weird for all of us. "What, just calling like I see it" she defended. I was too busy to comment as I was trying to find a way to unlock the cages. They certainly had made them tougher to keep the dragons in them because I couldn't find a weak point.

"Hiccup...what happened to you?" Fishlegs asked.

"Can we all pause with the questions till after I've set you free and we've run the Outcasts..."

"...off Berk" I heard a voice all too familiar over the past years. I turned around to see Alvin and about 20 of his men at the entrance and blocking the only way out.

"Been a while 'iccup" he said smiling a toothy grin at me. I stopped what I was doing and took a stance in between them and the people of Berk.

"Really? Because I remember sinking 5 of your ships not too long ago" I said. My witty remarks will always stay with me.

"Aye...I also haven't forgotten that...left a nasty mark on you is my consolation"

"Wounds heal Alvin, but something like your pride and dignity takes a bit longer"

"Why 'av ye come back to Berk...to settle things with yer father?" he asked.

"Not even close..." I said, glancing at my _father_ and back at him.

"Oh...wait, they're calling you for help aren't they...their dragon problem...get the Dragon Conqueror down 'ere to help them...help the very people who banished 'im" he said.

"There's no point in doing that Alvin...I'm just here to help them and be on my way...it would have been like that if it weren't for you" I shot back.

"Ah...I do have som' timing eh? By the way...where's your accomplice?" he asked. _No._ he couldn't have got her. She's too good...

"I came here alone Alvin" it was a failed comment.

"Really? Then why did I find her..." he moved aside and Savage pushed Astrid forward. She was tied up, unable to move her hands and they tied a cloth around her mouth, and he pushed her onto her knees, "...trying to free everyone in the Hall?" he finished. "Obviously Stoick sent her to find you and bring you back to Berk to help them with their dragon problem...Now I'm going to offer you a deal, I won't kill her if you leave with me and help me with my dragon problem" he said, walking beside her and kneeling down on one knee.

I was at a loss for words. How did she get captured, wait...no wonder why there weren't any guards on the way here...they were all guarding the Mead Hall, or in there with the rest of the villagers...if she was spotted then it would have been too late.

"But ye' know what gets me? When I first captured ya' three years ago, and threatened to invade Berk, you didn't care...and now here you are in Berk, goin' to help them with their dragon problem...my question is how did _she_ convince you to?" he said looking between me and her.

"I know she's from Berk...but you said you hated the villagers of Berk, but 'ere you are with her...the only explanation is that she's made an impact on you...on your heart specifically" he said pointing to my chest with a dagger.

"You didn't care about the pain I inflicted on ye' or the threats I made to the village but..." he pulled down on Astrid's braid causing her to release a pained shout, but was muffled by the cloth tied around her mouth. I took one step forward nearly breaking into a run at him for doing that but stopped when he brought the dagger to her throat. "Well, you flinched...and I didn't have to do anything to yah...only to _her_" he said.

"Looks like I've found yer' weak spot Hiccup...and I plan to..." he moved the dagger to her cheek and pressed it to her skin, "...have fun exploiting it" he said. I've had enough, there was no way I could win this if he had Astrid in his hands. I sagged my shoulders in defeat and lowered my head. Alvin had looked up with that victory smile of his and pulled the dagger away from her. I looked to her and her eyes told me not to give up so easily, but I _couldn't_ let her get hurt...or worse. With what we've been through in the past two weeks, it wasn't worth it. Funny, over a month ago I couldn't care less about her, but now it seemed like she was my whole life, and she was...

"Finally you cooperate...and all it took was a girl" he chuckled and so did his men.

"Ok Alvin, I'll make a deal with you...I go with you and you set _her_ and everyone in Berk free. Do we have a deal?" I asked.

"I know you flew 'ere on yer dragon boy, once we know that the dragon is under control, only then we'll have a deal" he said.

"Ok, first let me call him" I said. I looked in the direction of the forest and did my Night Fury call. Everyone watched on as a minute later, Toothless came bounding to us. He shot a hole through the iron chains in the roof and landed at my feet, and immediately snarled once he saw Alvin.

"He has Astrid bud, we can't do anything" I said looking back at them.

_"I knew I should have come with you two...otherwise you wouldn't be in this mess"_

"He's offered to let everyone go if we comply and leave with them"

_"Fat chance that's happening...Wait, this is the Dragon Kill Ring right?" _I nodded. _"Are the dragons you keep here behind that huge door?"_ he asked. I looked to where his gaze was and saw a huge metal door with a wooden log as the barrier locking the two doors. _"If I can blast that log, and talk to the dragons, perhaps they might help us"_ he said.

"Well then, I'm with you on that" I said and before everyone knew it, Toothless had shot a plasma blast at the log, breaking it in half and four dragons burst out of their holding cell. Toothless immediately made a B-line for them.

_Normal POV_

_"Listen, I know you want to kill everyone in here right now or escape, but we have to help the people trapped in the cages"_ he told them.

_"The Vikings trapped in the cages are the ones who use us for training and torture us!"_ the Nadder yelled.

_"I know! But I have the boy who didn't hurt you when he trained with you, remember the one who used dragon nip and rubbed your chin"_

The dragons took pause in trying to remember, and pretty soon, when they saw Hiccup charging Alvin and his men, who were distracted by the four new dragons in the Arena, only then did their memories click.

_"I remember him!" _the Nadder said.

_"So do I"_ as did the Gronckle.

_"You two will you help? And I promise all of you safety by him and me, and the girl. She sees what dragons really are now? Will you help?"_ he asked. Then all of a sudden, the Nadder got its tail in attack mode and fired a few spikes at Toothless, he immediately ducked and it hit a few Outcasts who were charging them, trapping them on the wall.

_"Does that answer your question?"_ the Nadder asked with a smug look, and soon all the dragons started fighting against Alvin's men. It was a completely one-sided match, with the Monstrous Nightmare slamming the men against the side of the wall, as well as the Hideous Zippleback grabbing men and throwing them out of the arena. The Gronckle and Nadder double-teamed each other and had no problem taking down who ever came in their path.

Hiccup had managed to get Astrid out of Alvin's hands, with help from Toothless who had shot a plasma blast at Alvin knocking him against the wall.

"Are you alright?" he asked as he pulled the cloth from her mouth and cut the ropes that restrained her.

"I will be as soon as I have an axe driven through his mouth" she said stood up and grabbed an axe from the weapon's rack and charged the Outcasts. Hiccup just smiled back after her and ran in with his sword to join her.

Pretty soon, most of the Outcasts lay beaten on the floor or trapped on the wall, and Alvin and Savage were the only ones standing.

"Big mistake coming here Alvin...now this is just a warning for you, don't ever come near Berk again...not while I'm here" Hiccup said.

Alvin looked like he was going to explode. He had been beaten again by that boy, and when he seemed to have the advantage with the girl in the beginning.

"Watch yer' back Hiccup, because I know your weak spot now...and believe me when I say I'll do anything to get to you" he said, before he ran out with Savage, as Hiccup, Astrid, the dragons and the rest of the trapped villagers watched the cowards run.

**A/N: Well guys, hope you enjoyed this chapter.**

**And DON'T FORGET to PM me about that new story idea I mentioned above, or leave a review telling me what you think. **


	19. A Nice Evening Back Home

**A/N: Alright guys, here's another chapter. I really like how _Heir To The Dark Brotherhood_ is going. I want to thank the readers who are reading this and that as well for giving that new story a chance. I hope I can make it live up to your expectations. **

**Anyway, enjoy the chapter.**

**And furthermore, I'd like to wish everyone A VERY HAPPY NEW YEAR! Hope you all have a successful and safe new year ahead of you and one of my resolutions is to finish these three How To Train Your Dragon stories, and I hope you're all there till the end for them.**

_Astrid's POV_

Hiccup and I watched the Outcasts run to the docks to escape on their ships. The dragons, excluding Toothless, all went after them, making sure they did leave and never come back if they know what's good for them.

I suddenly felt two arms embrace me and soon found myself being pressed against Hiccup. I smiled, even though he couldn't see it and returned the hug.

"I was so worried when he had you" he spoke as I felt him stroked my hair. I guess he was still recovering from the shock he received when Alvin showed me to him, tied up and gagged...never a situation I want to be in again.

"You don't need to worry about me...I'm Astrid Hofferson, remember?" I asked as he released his arms and I saw him smirk at me.

"Not to point out the obvious...but we're still trapped here!" We turned our heads to see everyone else staring at us, both shocked at how the dragons just helped them and I bet how different Hiccup looked. "We should probably let them out" I told him and we were soon freeing them from the cages. It only took about fifteen minutes, since ten of those were spent searching for the key.

"Thank you Astrid for bringing him back" the chief said placing his club-like hand on my shoulder. He looked at Hiccup who was almost done freeing everyone. When they walked past him they refused to make eye-contact and I could tell that some even wanted to yell traitor at him...one of those people being Snotlout. When everyone was free, they gathered in the centre of the Ring while Hiccup and I stood in front of the crowd.

"You all sent Astrid to find me and bring me here...may I ask what for?" he asked. I guess he wanted to hear the reason coming from their mouths since I already told him why _I_ want him to come back. For about a minute, no one spoke, they just stood their, unmoving, as if they had seen a ghost. Then Stoick took a step forward and started speaking...

"We need your help Hiccup" he said. I could tell he took up some courage asking his son for help...the son he had banished and disowned.

"Really now? Last time I remembered, you wanted me gone and not to come back, and five years later, you come to _me_ for help. What's wrong? Big strong Vikings can't handle dragons anymore?" he mocked them. I stood by him still, just making sure to correct him when things got really out of control. I could see Stoick curl his hands into a fist, obviously getting angry at the disrespect Hiccup was giving him...but right now, to me it was payback.

"Astrid told me about how the dragons are increasing their raids and the ferocity of their attacks. She even told me of how many Vikings had died in the past five years because of the attacks. Now just imagine if you had listened to me before running me out of the village...just imagine the life you could have led with dragons living at our sides" he said.

"Really, the only place dragons deserve to be are their heads hanging above our fireplace" Snotlout spoke, and there was a loud agreement with him from the other Vikings.

"And the only place you deserve to be is...wait, no place I know of would want you" Hiccup snapped at him. I tried to suppress a laugh, and I just smiled at the joke instead.

"Snotlout enough!" Stoick bellowed at him, and then turned his attention back on Hiccup.

"Like I said Hiccup, we need your help...we need to stop these dragons from raiding us" he said.

"I told Astrid I'd help the village, but I'm doing it for the dragons...not for any of you" he said turning around and walking to Toothless. All of a sudden there were yells and screams, and Vikings grabbing whatever weapons they could from the weapons wrack. We turned to the entrance and saw the four dragons that had helped to run the Outcasts off had returned and had got into an attacking position...most likely from the weapons the villagers were holding.

I felt a blow of wind rush past me and I soon realized that Hiccup had gotten off Toothless and put himself between the dragons and the scared villagers.

"Put those weapons down!" he yelled at the villagers.

"Not a chance Hiccup...we're not going to die because of your dumb decisions" Snotlout yelled as he made a false charge to try and intimidate the dragons. That's when the Deadly Nadder unsheathed its poisonous spines and prepared to strike the villagers. That's when I made the decision that I should also do something about this. I'm the only other person on this island who knows the truth about dragons. I ran to join Hiccup in the middle.

"Astrid, what are you doing!?" I heard the voice of my mother yell at me. I saw that she was with my father and they were both at the front of the group holding swords and shields, prepared to attack the dragons.

"Mama, they won't hurt us" I said, trying to calm them down.

"What has that boy done to you Astrid, you would have jumped at the chance to slay another dragon" my father said. He was one of the most respected men in the village, close friends to Stoick and part of the Village Council, and one of the _best_ dragon killers in our village. You could guess where I got most of my skills from.

"He's shown me what dragons really are Papa...we _need_ to give them a chance, to avoid any more death for us" I said. By now Hiccup had managed to calm the dragons down by speaking to them and I manage to get the teens, my parents and the rest of the villagers to calm down a bit, but not enough for them to drop their weapons.

"Nice work" Hiccup complement me, while rubbing the snout of the Nadder. "I guess I know who my first student's going to be" he said. This took me by surprise.

"Student?" I asked if I heard him right.

"Yes, to help all of you solve this dragon problem, I need a few volunteers to teach about how to handle dragons" he explained. We heard murmurs across the crowd of Vikings, until finally my father spoke up.

"What makes you think Astrid would want _you_ to teach _her_ how to handle dragons" he asked.

"I know Astrid is more than capable of handling herself...you all don't know, but she had to ride a dragon to find me" he said with a smile while looking at me. I managed to suppress a blush that was starting to make itself present, but I smiled, and we heard gasps and 'awws' in among the crowd. "She is the first one out of all of you to understand who and what dragons really are, and rest assured Mr. Hofferson, she will be an excellent student...I'm sure of it" he finished.

"That's all well and good Hiccup, but how will we find out how to stop the raids?" Stoick asked.

"One step at a time Stoick...how often do these raids occur?" he asked.

"Every two days or so, sometimes every other day" Fishlegs answered.

"Alright...it's been a long day and I'd like to rest for the night...these dragons..." he said gesturing behind him, "...are not to be harmed. They will stay in the Ring and there will be no guards overlooking them. They told me that I have their word" he said. That's when we heard laughing starting to arise from the crowd.

"Wait...the dragons _told_ you that they'd stay?" Snotlout asked, holding his stomach.

"Yes...as a matter of fact they did. They also told me how you cried like a baby when you backed into a corner by the Nadder" he said with a laugh. Snotlout's face almost became as red as a Monstrous Nightmare's hide and looked like he wanted to strike Hiccup.

"I'm in no mood to fight or hear you at all Snotlout, all I want to is to rest and prepare for training tomorrow...now if you'll excuse me" he said walking past the villagers and onto Toothless. I quickly ran up to him and caught his arm before he left.

"What do you mean training?" I asked him. I wanted to know what he was getting me into.

"I'll be letting you choose your own dragon and to start training it. You've already bonded and ridden a dragon, so you're not new at it" he said.

"But I'm not a pro at it either!" I said.

"Don't worry, you'll do fine Astrid, I'll be there to make sure nothing goes wrong...and don't worry, the dragons said they trust you the most out of the whole village after what they've just seen" he said. At least he told me he'll be there to make sure nothing goes wrong...and I could think of 50 possible ways of how they could. I let go of his arm and watched him and Toothless fly off into the forest of Berk.

I let out a sigh and turned around to see the whole village staring at me, "What?" They just shook their heads.

"You two have seemed to become close" Ruff pointed out.

"They're probably dating" Tuff said with a snicker but soon regretted it when I threw a rock at his head.

"Astrid Hofferson" my mother said in a tone I never liked.

"May we speak with you?" my father said, and soon I was being led out of the Ring to my house to discuss about this whole issue.

_Meanwhile... (Hiccup's POV)_

"Well bud, it feels nice to be back here right?" I asked. We were back in the cove that I had first met him and where we had bonded.

_"Would be better if it wasn't on this island__"_ he said as he drank from the pond. Couldn't agree with him more on that one. I would try and find out why the dragon raids were occurring frequently while training any volunteers on how to handle dragons with care. I would do all of that as quickly as possible and be on my way back to my cottage in the mountains...or Sharkslane...either one.

I had unpacked my sleeping bag that I had Toothless carry, which he didn't mind, and set it up next to a readily made fire. I caught a few fish from the pond and soon had a nice cod cooking on a spit over the fire. I watched the night sky and heard the slight rustle the trees made when the winds blew against them. The stars look different seeing them here than from my house back in the mountains...they actually looked more breathtaking, and I had to admit, the sunsets were just as I remembered them.

_"Are you really going to help them be friends with dragons?"_ he asked, breaking the silence.

"I have no other choice Toothless. When Astrid asked me for help, after telling me the situation, I knew I had to solve this problem for the benefit of the dragons" I said.

_"It's just that we already know what the problem is...how are we going to stop it?"_ he asked.

"That my friend...I have no clue, we'll think of something, we always do" I said, checking the fish to see if it was properly cooked. That's when I heard rustling in the bushes that were above the rock face that bordered the Cove. I couldn't help but let a chuckle escape my lips. "You know you won't be able to surprise potential victims if you keep making noise like that right?" I joked as turned around and saw Astrid at the top of the rocks. She let a small giggle escape her while she was making her way into the Cove. She was carrying what looked like a bed cover, most likely for me since the bed roll wouldn't be enough to shield me from the cold.

"Maybe I wanted you to hear me" she defended, placing the cover on the bed roll and taking a seat beside me. We sat in uncomfortable silence for about a minute. I thought she was taking in the scenic beauty around her, but when I looked to her, I saw she was looking at her hands that were placed neatly on her lap, and she had a frown on her face, and her eyes seemed to hide regret and sadness.

"Are you okay?" I asked, turning my body towards her, so it was easy for me to face her.

"(chuckle) You know...when I turned you in, the villagers celebrated your departure and said it was all thanks to me that 'Hiccup the Useless' was gone, that we no longer had to be responsible for you and...for a while I was like them...I was glad you were gone and I despised you for being a traitor...but now...all I feel is regret, sadness and anger for running to tell your dad instead of staying and listening to you" she said.

"Astrid, it's alright" I said placing my arm around her shoulder and bringing her in close. "I forgave you...it's in the past" I tried to convince her.

"But I haven't forgiven _myself_ Hiccup" she said looking at me. That's when I saw that her eyes were brimming with tears. I brought her into a hug, and I could feel her sob a little while I stroked her hair to comfort her.

"You know...if you hadn't done that, I wouldn't be the young man I am today" I said, pulling her back and looking her in the eyes. She looked at me and I continued. "In a weird way, I should be thanking you...because if it wasn't for you, I wouldn't be this strong, handsome, dragon riding Viking" I said pulling back and trying to look all heroic. I looked back at her and saw smile while she wiped away a few tears.

"And..." I said, sitting back down and holding both of her hands in mine, "...I wouldn't have won the heart of the girl I had a crush on ever since the moment I laid eyes on her" I said, not breaking eye-contact with her. She suddenly puller her hands back.

"But I made fun of you, made you seem below everyone in the village, and even joined in humiliating you Hiccup...how could you even like me after I did that" she said turning away and not looking at me. I moved closer to her and grabbed her by the waist and turned her around. "What the..." but I silenced her when I planted my lips on hers. She was tense at first and even tried to pull away, but after about ten seconds she settled into the kiss and brought her hands around my neck. We stayed in that position for about a minute or so, before pulling away for air.

"Yes you were part of that Astrid...but you actually _apologized _for your actions. You broke down crying, and don't worry I won't tell anyone about that" I said with a laugh while she made a pretend angry face. "I did try and bury my love for you, but after you found me, after how you acknowledged your actions and felt truly sorry for them, then I saw the girl...the potential I saw in the child Astrid...and my love was rekindled for you ever since..." I pulled her onto my lap and she smiled while she had her arms around my neck and I had mine around her waist, "...and I intend to keep it that way" I finished, looking into her ice blue eyes.

"I never thought I could be carried off my feet by any Viking" she said.

"Well, that's because I'm not a Viking" I said with a smile, and she smiled a toothy grin at me before giving me another kiss.

"Yeah, you're my non-Viking" she said with a laugh. "That reminds, my parents talked to me about this whole thing" she said.

"They should know that you're more than capable of taking care of yourself in the Ring" I said.

"It's not that...they're well aware of that, it's..._this_" she said, gesturing to the position we were in, and that's when I realized that it was about _us._ "They want you to keep your distance from me" she said.

"Well I'm not doing a good job of that am I?" I joked.

"Hiccup, this is serious...if they find out that I'm with you, like this...they'll do everything in their power to keep you away from me" she said.

"Didn't you come to me just now?" I asked, but she punched me in the shoulder.

"That's besides the point. Hiccup, we can't show we have feelings towards each other, at least not in public, or at least when my parents aren't there" she said.

"But aren't you worried you'll be shamed if _anyone _finds out about us?" I asked. I knew about that whole "shame" law that she would be under if she was seen being intimate with me in any way, including kisses, hugs (long hugs), flirting and other actions.

"I know, that's why we should try and control ourselves when we're around others...just keep up the act that you're here to help with the dragons" she said.

"And how about when they're not there?" I asked, moving my hand along her leg, trying to feel her soft skin beneath it, and I could feel her breath quicken when I did that. That's when she tightened her grip around my neck and brought me centimetres from her face.

"Well then, that's for us to decide" she said with a seductive smile as our lips clashed together once more.

I moved my hand along her calf, and my other one up and down her back, which I knew she loved.

_"I'll leave you two lovebirds and keep watch"_ Toothless said with a laugh, as he climbed out of the Cove.


	20. First Lessons

**A/N: Hey guys. Here's another chapter of _The Past Defines The Future. _Oh yeah, and did you guys see the poster of how Astrid will look in HTTYD 2? She looks INCREDIBLE! Can't wait for the other posters to come out. They really made her mature well. I like a new appearance a lot better than the old one. **

**Anyway, that's what she looks like in this one and Rider Vs. Conqueror. But I bet you knew that already.**

_Hiccup's POV - The Next Day_

"Come on bud, we have to go" I said, nudging Toothless' paw for him to wake up. The morning rays were just peaking over the hills and I wanted to get an early start to the long day ahead.

_"Go away...do you know how long I had to stand guard to make sure people didn't interrupt you and girlfriend's ritual?"_ he asked, peaking one eye open, before closing it again and turning the other way around.

" (chuckle) I know and believe me bud that I am grateful...really I am. But we need to meet those dragons and get to know them a bit better, because I don't want any incidents to happen when we're training our volunteers"

_"Fine, I'm up...but you can kiss goodbye personal guard duty when you're making kissy faces with her" _he said, and I couldn't help but laugh at his annoyance. He stretched his limbs and wings, shaking away any bit of soreness and stiffness, ready for a new day.

_"Well, hop on then" _ he said.

"We can't go flying, at least not today. The people aren't used to seeing a dragon flying and landing in their village, so we'll walk there" I said climbing out of the Cove with him following.

_"As soon as we're done here...you owe me big time" _

The walk to the Training Ring was uneventful...to an extent. The few Vikings who were awake and about stared and made way for me Toothless. I guess they've never seen a Night Fury, and one to be following me was completely abnormal to them. I couldn't help but chuckle when I saw some of their faces. When I reached the Ring I was glad Stoick kept his word...for once.

The dragons were walking about in the Ring, catching the suns rays to warm themselves up for a new day. "Hey guys, how are you all doing?" I yelled upon entering the gates.

_"Uh...it's that human" _the Monstrous Nightmare replied.

_"Be nice, he's the reason we're not in those cages anymore" _the Gronckle said.

_"Was he the human...I remember him as taller and more good looking" _one of the two heads of the Zippleback said.

_"No, I remember him having longer hair and a deeper voice, he sounds like a girl" _the other head said, to which them and the Monstrous Nightmare laughed.

_"Quit it you two knuckle heads" _the Nadder responded.

_"Well this looks like a fun bunch" _Toothless said as we walked up and stood in front of them.

_"Well if it isn't the offspring of lightning and death himself...how could you pair up with this human?" _the Nightmare asked.

_"Well he did shoot me down...and did build me this tail and we've had each other's backs for five years, so I would show him a little respect if I were you" _he replied.

_"Yeah the thing is...you're not me" _he replied with a smug look.

_"Yeah, I'm a dragon half your size and still beat you" _he said with laugh.

_"You want to go again? Right here and now?!" _the Nightmare asked, flaming up. Ok this introduction had gone too far.

"Hey! Hey! Calm down. I'm here to help you guys and starting a fight that can be taken outside is not what I had in mind, so cool it!" I yelled to the both of them. That seemed to work as the Nightmare calmed down and Toothless stopped his snarl.

"Now, all of you will be pairing up with volunteers who will ride you. I'm doing this so that I can show that dragons and Vikings can co-exist with each other" I said.

_"Why would we want humans to ride us? We're dragons!" _the Nadder replied, to which the others nodded.

_"You guys will form a bond with the human you see fit to be your rider. So we can show everyone that you can live with each other and not kill each other" _Toothless added in.

_"So who's coming in?" _the Gronckle asked.

_"Well that blonde haired girl, the one with the axe" _Toothless replied.

_"You mean this one's mate?" _the Nadder asked. I immediately blushed a deep shade of red, and when I looked over to Toothless, he had his eyes raised in a 'I told you so look'.

"She is not my mate" I said to the others, to which the dragons shook their heads and laughed.

_"Why do you deny it human, we saw how you hugged her yesterday. And it is obvious as to how precious she is to you" _the Nadder said with a laugh.

"We are close friends, we are not a couple...or mates, or whatever term you dragons use!" I said, my face becoming redder by the second.

_"Why haven't they mated?" _the Gronckle asked.

_"Performance issues most likely" _the Nightmare snorted with a laugh.

_"Or because he's too scared at how she thinks of his man sword when she sees it" _one of the heads of the Zippleback said and they all burst out laughing, including Toothless.

"Will you five stop it! You will not understand the consequences!" I yelled, also trying to suppress a laugh.

"What consequences?" I heard a voice that I've grown to love over the past month behind me. I turned around and saw Astrid walking into the Training Ring. She was dressed in that red shit of hers, her new spike skirt **(the one from the poster)**, her axe hanging on her hip and her cloak hanging from behind her shoulders.

"Uh..As-Astrid...hey Astrid...hey Astrid" I stuttered while keeping one hand behind my back and the other one rubbing the back of my neck. Yeah that was really awkward. She giggled at the position I was in, and the fact that I had stuttered. I never stuttered in a long time. Thank the Gods she didn't understand Dragonese...yet.

"I know you were talking with your dragons, what consequences were you talking about and for what?" she asked, just a few feet from me now.

"H-how long were you here?" I asked. I really hope she didn't hear 'She is not my mate'.

"I heard you from 'you will not understand the consequences'. What were you talking with them about?" she asked again, hand on her hip, and shook her head to get one of her bangs out of her left eye. Gods did she look hot doing that.

"Uhh" I looked over to the dragons who were just trying to hold in their laughter. Toothless was trying to not roll on the ground laughing.

"The consequences of...dropping you into the ocean?...yeah that's it...consequences of dropping you into the ocean" I said more confidently, but she didn't buy it from the look she was giving me.

"I'll go with that for now...but if they do, you're gonna need a new head" she said walking past him, while tapping me on the shoulder when she said that. "So...how do I start?" she asked turning back to me with the dragons behind her.

"Well" I started, turning around and facing her, "...you have to pick your dragon first, simple as that" I said walking to her side as she turned around and faced the four dragons in front of her.

"But how will I know which one is right for me?"

"That's easy. You look and see which one most resembles you. Each dragon has a quality that matches with their rider...or qualities. Let's start off easy, which dragon or dragons out of the four do you not like?"

"Well...I never really liked the Gronckle...no offense" she said quickly to the Gronckle. "The Zippleback has two heads and that might be tricky"

"Ok so that leaves the Deadly Nadder and the Monstrous Nightmare"

_"She's obviously going to pick me"_ the Nightmare boasted. The Nadder just shook her head and so did the other dragons.

I watched her look carefully between the two dragons before her, who were also looking back at her, the Nadder preening her wings now and then. That's when Astrid started to make her way to the Nadder. She didn't see the Monstrous Nightmare's jaw fall open in shock to which and the other dragons laughed. The Nadder in the meantime, stopped its preening and focused her attention onto Astrid who was moving slowly to her, and that's when I joined her side.

"So you've made your choice?" and she nodded.

"Well then, I think you know what to do" I said as I stepped back for her to take over. That's when she looked back at me as if I was crazy.

"What?! You're not going to help me with this? What...what if she bites my arm off..or" she started panicking. That's when I walked up to her and placed both my hands on her shoulders, effectively calming her down.

"Astrid, I know you're new at this but you're not a beginner either. You already know how this works. You made a bond with a _wild_ dragon and flew on her to find me. You did that by _yourself_. I'll be here Astrid...don't you worry, I will speak to you if I feel you need my help. But I doubt it. Now go on and meet your new partner" I said, gesturing to the Nadder. She gave me a small smile before turning around and walking slowly to the Nadder.

The Nadder seemed to study her every move, analyzing if she was a threat or not, because this was the girl who was trained to kill dragons and she did, and these dragons knew it.

"It's ok girl...I'm not going to hurt you, not anymore" she said as she raised out her hand and opened her palm. The Nadder still looked suspicious of her, but soon Astrid closed her eyes and turned her head away, leaving it up to the dragon to decide what she was going to do. I saw the Nadder have a trace of a smile as she saw Astrid cast away all her other senses and only waited for that touch.

And soon the Nadder rested her head against her palm. Astrid did flinch a bit at first but when she opened her eyes, she met the eyes of the Nadder, and it looked like she had made a new friend. "See you're a natural" I said, as she started to rub her dragon's head and neck.

"This is...unbelievable" she said, while the Nadder continued to nudge her for attention.

"How does it really feel?" There is the feeling in the moment, but I want to know what she might expect from this transformation.

"I...I really can't describe it" she said as she rubbed the Nadder's chin. "It's like...I've opened a door to a whole new world, a whole new experience. I am nervous, a bit, but I also want to find out more" she said as she turned back to me and I saw the excitement in her eyes.

"I said that you didn't need to worry about it...and it looks like she accepts as you as well" I said walking up to her and also rubbing the Nadder's chin. "Well now that you've bonded with her, what are you going to call her?"

"Hmm...how about Stormfly?" she suggested.

_"Stormfly, I like it" _the dragon replied.

"Well she likes it, now that's left is to take her for a ride" and Astrid actually looked excited to try that.

"Oh dibs on her axe if she dies!" we heard someone yell behind us and when we turned around, we saw Fishlegs, Snotlout, and the Twins walking into the Ring.

"Dibs on her dragon and room if she gets eaten!" Ruff challenged her brother.

"Pff...you're letting a girl ride a dragon, there's so much that can go wrong with that" Snotlout boasted. I looked back at Astrid to see she was fuming at her friends' lack of confidence, but I think mostly at Snotlout.

"Are you sure that's a good idea Hiccup?" Fishlegs asked.

"She's ridden a dragon before. She'll do fine" I said with the utmost confidence in my voice.

"A Nadder's not even a real dragon. She should have chosen the Monstrous Nightmare" Snotlout continued.

_"At least this one has sense to pick me" _the Nightmare spoke.

_"From what I've seen, he barely has any sense at all and only tries to impress this girl and does extremely poorly...so good luck with that" _Stormly shot back.

"Actually Snotlout, the Deadly Nadder has the hottest flame among dragons, breathes pure magnesium and..."

"Blah blah blah, nobody asked you Fishlegs" he interrupted.

"Snotlout, when you choose a dragon, that's the dragon you're bonded to life to and you'll have to choose carefully. I was expecting Astrid to choose the Nadder, partly because that's the only dragon she's had experience with plus their qualities are almost replicas of each other" I explained.

"How so? That they're ugly and temperamental" Tuff asked, to which he received a stone to the head by Astrid.

"Nadder's are extremely loyal and won't back down from a fight. Astrid doesn't either. They are champions among their own groups, and so is Astrid, they are competitive as is Astrid and Nadder's always make sure they're presentable in front of others, very vain of themselves" and when I looked at Astrid, she had her arms crossed over chest and one eyebrow raised.

"I-I...I'm not saying that you need to look presentable...you're really pretty either way..and..I'm going to shutup now" I said turning away to hide my blush, and I swear out of the corner of my eye, I saw her smiling.

"Looks like Useless has a crush here!" Snotlout yelled and the Twins started laughing with him.

"Hiccup and Astrid sitting in a tree K-I-S-S-I...Oof!" Snotlout yelled as he was shot back onto the wall of the Ring and was being held up by spines. When we looked around we saw Stormfly retracting her spines on her tail.

_"No one insults my rider" _she said.

"Good girl" Astrid said, truly impressed with what her dragon did without even asking her to. "Although, I would have preferred you doing some minor bodily harm" she said with a smile while scratching Stormfly's neck.

"Will someone get me down!?" Snotlout yelled from the wall.

"Let me get back to you on that tomorrow" I said before turning back to Astrid. "So you're ready for your first flight. I'll come with you to make sure nothing goes wrong" I said climbing onto Toothless while she hopped on Stormfly.

"Oh so you think I can't handle it?" she asked in a challenging tone, but with a smile.

"I never said that"

"But you implied it"

"Well then, show me what you got and prove me wrong" I said, gesturing to the open gates for her to fly out of.

"Come on girl...let's show him what _we're_ made of" she said as she lowered her body onto the dragon and they took off with a great deal of speed, with me following suit.

"Hey, you're just going to leave us down here with these dragons!?" I heard Fishlegs yell behind us.

I didn't worry about the dragons harming them...it was more of the other way around.

_Sea Stacks_

"Astrid, don't go too fast. There are strong, sudden gusts of wind in areas like these that could throw you off balance" I yelled as we flew between the tall rocks rising out of the sea. She was doing well, but she was starting to get cocky about it and even issued a race back to the village through these stacks. I had no problem with it but she was still a beginner.

"Oh come on Hiccup, scared I'm going to beat you?" she yelled back. She was ahead of me now but I only left it like that so I could keep an eye on her.

"Astrid I'm serious! You need to slow down" I yelled back, but she laughed and sped up. She didn't see what was coming up, and neither did I.

All of a sudden there was a sudden gust of wind that blew Stormfly, from the side, and it was so strong that it pushed her out of her flight path and right into a Sea Stack. Stormfly took the brunt of the hit, but that didn't prevent Astrid from falling off her.

"Astrid!" I yelled as I put Toothless into a dive.

_Astrid's POV_

Everything seemed to move in slow motion when I fell off Stormfly. I was so confident that I was going to win that I ignored Hiccup's warnings and here I am falling to me death. I couldn't help but scream (yell) as I fell down, knowing that I couldn't do anything, and Stormfly wouldn't be able to catch me because she wasn't fast enough. I closed my eyes, waiting for the imminent feel of crashing into water, when I felt a sudden gust of wind and two hands catch me.

When I opened my eyes I found myself staring into Hiccup's chest and noticed then that he had caught me, his left hand supporting my back, and his right hand under my knees, carrying me in a bridal style.

"I told you to be careful" he said, and I looked up to see him staring at me, worry in his eyes and voice.

"Sorry, I just got carried away I guess" wrapping my arms around his neck for better support.

"Astrid, I know you're excited to learn this and you're the first among Vikings to try this but just like being a Viking is an occupational hazard, being a Dragon Rider, those hazards are doubled" he said, not breaking eye contact. "You were lucky that I came with you otherwise you'd be dead" he said in a matter-of-fact tone.

"I know, I know...and thanks for...saving me" I said the last part quietly while turning my head away. I knew he was smiling because I heard him smirk. He made Toothless land on a Sea Stack that was big enough to hold two dragons. Stormfly landed not too long after us.

"What? No thank you present for saving your life?" he asked as I prepared to get out of his hold.

I rolled my eyes, "Fine" and gave him a hard punch on the shoulder.

"Ow! Really? What was that mhm.." I cut him off when I sealed his lips with mine. A few seconds later I let go and saw his goofy smile. "Thank you" I repeated and got out of his hold and walked to Stormfly.

"By the way, you never mentioned what those consequences were" I said, as I hopped onto Stormfly.

"Uhh...do we really have to look back on the past?" he moaned.

"What's so bad about what you were talking about with the dragons?"

"It's not bad...it's complicated" he said after a pause.

"Well we went through a lot back in Sharkslane and your house in the mountains, it can't be complicated as those"

"You wouldn't believe if I told you"

"Then tell me!" I pushed on.

"The dragons...well...they were talking about...us...you and me" he said, and I swore I could see Toothless snort in amusement, thinking _here it comes_.

"And what were they talking about?" I pushed on.

"They...were...talking about how close...we seem to be and why we haven't..." he mumbled the last part which I couldn't hear.

"Why we haven't what?" I asked, suspecting what his answer was.

"Why we haven't...mated" he said and when he looked at me his face was blushing an unusual shade of crimson, and mine was too by the heat I felt in my cheeks.

"Oh" I stated simply, avoiding eye contact, and rubbing the back of my neck.

"Yeah" he said. "How about we pretend this whole conversation never happened?" he suggested quickly.

"Agreed" I said, and we took off for Berk, hoping to never revisit this conversation in the days to come, but could laugh about it later in life.

_Dragon Training Ring - Hiccup's POV_

I was expecting the others to have left by the time the two of us returned. I was surprised to see them still there...and messing around with the dragons, well three of them were anyway.

"Hey this is so cool" Tuff said as one of the heads had him in its mouth.

"You're telling me, I'm loving this" Ruff said, as she sat and watched her brother be tossed in its mouth.

"Why won't you fly? For Thor's sake fire it up!" Snotlout yelled, which he regretted a few seconds later as the Monstrous Nightmare lit its whole body on fire, causing Snotlout to jump off and head for the nearest water trough. I even saw Fishlegs by the Gronckle's side...hugging it?

"Ok, what's going on here?" I asked as I got off Toothless.

"We are bonding with our dragons" Fishlegs answered, releasing the Gronckle and walking over to us.

"How did you guys even do that?" Astrid asked, getting off Stormfly.

_"And I thought you guys didn't want to form bonds" _Toothless said to the dragons.

"Well we had nothing better to do so we fooled around with the dragons, and they actually seem nice" Fishlegs replied.

"Well it's nice to see that you guys have enrolled yourselves into my training school" I smiled.

"Wait a minute...who said anything about us enrolling and into a school lead by _you_?" Snotlout asked getting out of the trough.

"I don't know Snotlout, since he's the only one out of us who knows everything about dragons?" Astrid said, standing beside me.

"Well knows how to train them...I know all the facts about them" Fishlegs added in.

"Anyway, you all will learn about dragons since you've already established some connection with them. Let's start off with flying lessons" I said with a smile, to which all their faces paled.

I looked over to Astrid and we both smiled at each other. This was going to be lots of fun.

_Normal POV - Berserker Village_

"So nice to see you again Alvin" Dagur greeted the Outcast chief on the docks of his village.

"Cut the diplomacies and let's get down to business Dagur" Alvin replied walking past the young chief. "Ye' know why 'im 'ere" he spoke.

"Indeed I do, you're here to work with me on capturing Hiccup, since we both want to exploit his knowledge on taming and flying dragons...and I want his NIght Fury's head plastered on my wall" he said with a smile. "But we also know even though he's predictable he's smart so we can't attack straight on, this has to be planned out, which I hate" he said with a scowl.

"Maybe I can be of assistance cousin" they both heard and turned around to see a man, about the same height as Dagur and build walk up to them. He had dark blonde hair, a sword at his belt and a dagger on the other side. His overall appearance is what a Viking would call the _perfect_ Viking...strong, handsome, tough, and deadly.

"And how is that? Unless you can prove some other weakness of his, 'Im not interested" Alvin said.

"Well, based on your last attack, what was his weakness?" he asked.

"He's fallen for this blonde haired girl...a real beauty if I say so myself" Alvin replied.

"Get to your idea Cutthroat" Dagur told his cousin.

"I so happened to date said beauty when I went there for a training mission" he said. "Well, date is a strong word, but we grew close" he said.

"I like where this is going" Dagur said.

"Oh I know you do cousin, I'll first go back to Berk, make Hiccup jealous, and kidnap her so he'll come to her rescue and give himself up in exchange for her" Cutthroat said.

"'iccup won't know what cut right through his heart" Alvin said.


	21. People Are the Difference

**A/N: Hey guys. Has definitely been a while since I updated this story. I've started focusing on my story _Rider Vs. Conqueror _but I've left my other HTTYD stories for a while and I don't want to lose my ideas for them so I'm updating them, starting with this. Anyway, if some of you knew Dragons Defenders of Berk is almost over. But I heard they're making a THIRD SEASON called Dragon Masters. I think that will be after How To Train Your Dragon 2. Either way I'll be excited as ever to watch that season. **

**Anyway, on with the chapter.**

_Hiccup's POV _

I spent the entire day laughing at the teens' failed attempts to fly their dragons. The Twins kept going the opposite way which wasn't good for the Zippleback, having its necks stretch and sometimes tangling their necks together, or crashing their heads into each other. However it did get boring and utterly ridiculous when the Twins started sicking their dragon head on each other. It usually ended up with Tuffnut being thrown against the wall, or Ruff in one of their mouths. Snotlout and the Monstrous Nightmare didn't have the best of luck either.

He kept trying to force his way with the dragon...giving it commands, pushing down on its horns and this resulted in him being in its mouth, thrown or lit on fire. He would always comment 'stupid dragon' to which he received a smack in his rear with its tail, which sent him flying into some barrels.

Fishlegs and the Gronckle, I had to say did the best out of them. He managed to get on his dragon and hover about in one place...when I say hover that is only three feet in the air before him complaining it was too high. By Thor we haven't even left the training ring yet!

"Alright...lessons over for today!" I said, looking at the sky seeing the setting sun.

"Oh come on...we still haven't learned how to blast stuff!" Tuff yelled from atop his dragon's head.

"I'm thinking of taking that lesson out of the syllabus" I said, I yelled while working on Toothless' tail fin. These guys were hopeless. I thought they would give up after a few minutes, but no, they just kept going and making fools of themselves...the Twins and Snotlout.

Astrid was the _only _one who exceeded my expectations. In one day she had managed to learn how to fly her dragon, command attack moves with her poisonous spines and one or two hand gestures which I taught her how to do since she had finished the basics.

"Come on guys, let's head to the Hall, I'm starving after a long day of mastering my dragon" Snotlout said walking out of the Training Ring with the Twins and Fishlegs.

"Yeah, like lighting your butt on fire" Ruffnut laughed.

"Or getting slammed into the wall by your dragon" Tuff said.

"Or being slammed into the wall _while _your butt was on fire by your dragon" the Twins said at the same time and tried to fall to the ground laughing. I could hear Snotlout grumble something about the dragon being unruly to notice the true Viking. Gods was he an idiot.

_"Today went better than expected" _Toothless said. I was glad he did.

"How so?"

_"I had a good view of the circus in front of me"_ he replied smugly, while chuckling a little.

" (laugh) Yeah, couldn't agree with more on that one" I said, tightening the last metal rod in his tail fin before I started to seal it up again.

_"Your Astrid did well though...she shows promise as a true rider"_

"Yeah...she always goes above and beyond when training...no matter what the training is, always strives to be the best" I said getting up and dusting some dirt off my pants.

"Never expected you thought of me like that" a voice said behind me. I turned to see Astrid walking up to me with her dragon close behind her.

"Well as of now, you are my best student" I said with a shrug of my shoulders.

"Good to know" she said with a shake of her head to move some her bangs away from her eye and folding her arms over her chest. "So, are you coming to the Hall for dinner?"

"Yeah...I don't think so" I said.

"Why not?"

"Astrid...have you forgotten that I'm hated here, be everyone" I said.

"Everyone?" she asked raising an eyebrow in a semi-threatening way. I really should remember to choose my words carefully.

"Sorry, excluding you and possibly Gobber...everyone else I'm pretty sure of it."

"Hiccup, why are you worried about whether they hate you or not?"

"Firstly, I don't like the attention, especially traitorous treatment, another one is that they'll be focused on me if I come, and I bet some will even try to start fights with me...verbal or even physical" I reasoned. It was bound to happen. I just wanted to save myself and the other people from engaging in conflict.

"Your dad will be there...I'm sure he won't let them" she said.

"Clearly you haven't _met _my dad. He was the man who left me to fend for myself, said I was the embarrassment of this tribe, let Snotlout and the Twins bully me and did nothing about it...he won't do anything like always" I said looking down at my feet, shaking my head.

"Hiccup I thought you forgot about all that" she said, an obvious drop in her tone. Most likely from my discomfort of going to the Hall.

"(sigh) Astrid...I just can't, ok? They'll look at me as soon as I enter and have those glares at me...and that's it...if I look at any of them in the eye, I-I...I'm afraid I'll see the disappointment from when I was fifteen years old...and part of me is not able to go through that again" I said, not looking at her. I was mad at myself because I was still afraid of how the people would see me, or how those stares would bring back horrible memories. I felt Astrid's hand lift my chin up and I met her eyes. She then planted a soft kiss on my cheek, after checking to make sure no one was around.

"I know this will be hard for you Hiccup, but you don't have to sit by yourself...I'll save you a seat if you do decide to show up" she said smiling.

"Thank you, Astrid" I replied. She then turned around to give Stormfly a small rub under the chin before saying goodbye to her and following the other teens footsteps to the Hall.

_"Are you going to go join her in the Hall?" _Toothless asked.

_"You should...that girl really likes you, we dragons can tell"_ Stormfly said, gesturing in the direction she left.

"Guys, it's more complicated than that...I like her but I can't deal facing all those people again...all the attention on me, and not in a good way."

_"Didn't you expect them to behave towards you like that?"_ Toothless asked.

"Well yeah..."

_"So what's the matter? I'll stay here with the dragons tonight and you can go enjoy yourself with the other teens. Don't let the villagers hold you back. Astrid invited you so go be with her in the Hall. If they look at you, so what? That's their problem, not yours"_ he said. And you know what? He was right. Why should I care what stares I get and the comments that I receive. Can't be worse than what I experienced over ten years of my life, and this is just one night...possibly more.

"You're right Toothless. You can stay here and talk with the dragons. I'll meet you back at the Cove tonight" I said, giving him a pat on the head and turning to leave the Training Ring.

_"Just don't be out too late and don't do anything you might regret" _he called back. I only shook my head with a smirk as he was trying to act like a concerned parent who was witnessing their child go out on their first date, if you could call it that. I looked around the village as I made my way to the Hall. There were a few people I passed, who stared at me and continued to even when I was twenty five feet from them going the other way. I could even hear people whisper things as I passed them, things I don't care about anymore. They can call me a traitor or coward or screw-up, I don't care anymore about what they think.

The Hall was just as I remembered it from the outside. Nothing much has changed around this village except for the new houses and buildings. The sun was nearly gone, just a few orange rays grazing over the horizon, and the night sky was already making its appearance. I stopped at the edge of the main doors of the Hall. I took one huge breath and pushed them open.

The first image of the Hall after five years was...peaceful. Vikings were chatting with each other at tables, a few kids were running about playing with each other. It seemed like the game was 'Capture the Dragon' so one of them played the dragon while the others chased the 'dragon' with toy swords. Some Vikings were sitting on chairs along the counter where all the mead was kept, telling stories and tales of their own adventures. It was all calming...that is until _all _of them turned in my direction to see who came in and stopped what they were doing.

The children dropped their swords and looked at me with wide eyes, the adults stopped eating, drinking and telling stories to look at me with displeasure, disappointment and some with hatred in their eyes. The atmosphere became so thick with silence that it appeared you would have to cut your through it with a sword. I simply glanced around, not making eye contact with any of them, but looking for Astrid and the rest of the teens. I finally found her sitting with them at the other end of the Hall. I started to make my way to them.

I could feel all their piercing gazes on me as I walked to them but I didn't pay attention to it...but I hated it. I saw Astrid had saved me a seat and I sat down next to her.

"Uh, hey Hiccup...you can't sit there" Snotlout said all of a sudden, crossing his arms and staring at me disapproval and a smug grin on his face.

"And why can't he?" Astrid beat me to the question.

"Clearly you forgot about the rule Astrid" Ruff said.

"Oh...that rule" I said, remembering what they were talking about.

"As a branded traitor to Berk, he can't be seen sitting with anyone here...sorry Hiccup" Fishlegs said, looking away when he was done, a look of sympathy on his face. At least he felt sorry for my current predicament.

"That's why everyone here is looking at us...so Hiccup, as much as I love the attention, please leave" Snotlout said, but he was immediately met with a mug to his face causing him to fall off his bench, and I looked to see Astrid retracting her arm.

"Hiccup...I'm sorry, if I remembered the law...I"

"It's ok. I've angered enough people as it is...I'll move to that table in the corner. Thanks for the offer at least" I said with a sad smile and got up, making my way to the other table, not before making my way to the food table to grab something. I took a leg of chicken, two pieces of bread and a piece of cod, and with a mug of water, made my way to my very own table...all for myself.

While on my way, I saw my father, along with Gobber and Spitelout sitting at the main table that was specially reserved for the Chief. I made eye contact with him for a second but didn't say anything. Why should I since he didn't say anything about letting me sit with whomever I want. I sat down, and dug in, ignoring everyone else, who after a few seconds of seeing me sit down by myself continued on with their conversations.

_Just like old times _I thought.

_Astrid's POV _

I sat there watching Hiccup sit there and eat his meal all alone, while everyone turned back to what they were doing and pretending he wasn't there. I turned back to face my friends, particularly Snotlout who just recovered from his fall. "Why did you bring up that law!?" I asked him.

"Well excuse me for following tradition. As future heir of this tribe I believe I should enforce the laws that we uphold everyday" he said.

"If you become Chief I'm heading to Sharkslane Village" I said.

"Ooh why? Is it because Hiccup will go there after he's done here?" Tuffnut asked, nudging Ruff with his elbow.

"No...because I don't want to see this village burn down in ten minutes once he becomes Chief" I said pointing to Snotlout. "Besides, I'm not interested in Hiccup" I cursed myself for saying that lie. It's because I realized I was going on with what traditions taught me and I was not listening to my true self.

"Yeah, I mean why would Astrid go for the dingy when she can have the armada?" he said gesturing to his over-sized arms and winking at me. Gods was he disgusting.

"Snotlout, when are you going to get it through that wooden skull of yours that I will never be interested in you?" I asked.

"You don't have to be interested in me Astrid, my dad just has to offer your dad a contract and you'll be mine" he said, crossing his arms behind his head and propping his feet up on the bench with a smirk on his face. Wow, he was playing the marriage card on me now...but he was right, if his dad offered papa the contract, I'll be done for. There will be no chance in Valhalla that he'll refuse it and I'll be forced to marry Snotlout...ugh!

I glanced back in Hiccup's direction and saw that he was finished his meal and appeared to be writing in his journal he kept on him at all times. "Astrid, where are you going?" Fishlegs asked, seeing me getting up.

"I'm going to sit with Hiccup" I said.

"But that's against tradition" Snotlout said, clearly not happy.

"Screw tradition!" I shot back and began making my way to Hiccup.

_Hiccup's POV _

I was busy writing in my journal when I felt someone tap my shoulder. "Excuse me sir, is this table taken?" I turned around and saw Astrid smiling.

"Astrid...I'm not supposed to be sitting with anyone here" I told her. I didn't want to bring attention to her.

"Well you're not..._I'm _sitting with you" she said, making herself comfortable next to me. I looked around to see if anyone began staring. There were a few prominent faces, but they turned away, most likely from Astrid glaring at them. "What are you writing in your book?" she asked, trying to see what I was doing. I immediately closed it.

"Not writing, drawing" I said, putting it away in my back pocket.

She made a small pouting face. "You're not going to tell me what it is?"

"Nope" I said, staring at her with a smirk. That's when another person sat down at the table.

"I couldn't be there alone with them, mind if I join you guys?" Fishlegs asked.

"Sure why not, the more the merrier" I said.

"So Hiccup, did you encounter any new species of dragons?" he asked almost immediately.

"Sort of...I've seen some new dragons. There's one I called the Typhoomerang. Here, I even have a drawing of it" I said, pulling out my journal and turning to the page. "Wow" the both of them said when they saw it.

"The adults are huge...and I mean huge, like the size of a Timberjack" I said.

"No way" Astrid said, before glancing back at the drawing again.

"It's special ability is a flaming cyclone, that's why I called it the Typhoomerang" I said.

"This isn't even in the Book of Dragons" Fishlegs commented, giving me back my journal.

"Yeah, the Book of Dragons doesn't have all the information on dragons, such as their size or weaknesses. Some pages don't have the shot limit of all the dragons" I said.

"We heard shots...what did you shoot!" Tuff yelled as he came to our table and sat down, and so did Ruffnut.

"There were no shots Tuffnut" Fishlegs said.

"Liar!" he yelled back, to which he got a hit on the head from his sister. Even Snotlout joined us a few seconds later, claiming that he didn't want us to be bored and not the reason that he was lonely.

"So what are we going to work on tomorrow?" Astrid asked.

"Well..."

"What is here doing here!?" we all heard a voice and a few groans as well emanate from the Hall. I turned around and sure enough, Mildew was there, pointing his staff at me. "Why is this traitor, this dragon lover, sitting down here in the Hall!?" he asked again.

"I came here because I was hungry, Mildew" I said.

"Here!? To the Hall where there are dragon hunters and warriors here...You dare stain this place with your lies!?" he yelled again walking closer to our table.

"They're not lies Mildew, if you were there in the Training Ring today, everyone at this table learned how to fly their dragons" I said, gesturing to all the teens.

"Yeah, it was awesome!" Tuff yelled, shooting his arms in the air, but brought them down when he received glares.

"Dragons don't seem like what we thought they were" Fishlegs said, causing a few gasps from the crowd.

"Look at what this boy is doing to our future...corrupting them with lies and forcing them to trust dragons over us!" he said again, this time causing shouts of agreement from the other Vikings.

"Mildew, he is not forcing anything, the teens joined him in his lessons on their own accord" my dad said, causing the shouts to stop.

"Are you really trusting this dragon lover to be convert our future from warriors to dragon tamers!?" he asked.

"I'm not doing anything Mildew. Hiccup is here just to help with our dragon raids and once he is done with that he'll be on his way" Stoick said. That's when he turned his attention back on me.

"Well, that may be the case, but are you going to put yer' faith in the boy who is useless when it comes to fighting?" he asked. Did he really just make the 'Hiccup the Useless' reference?

"I make sure they learn Mildew and I am there to stop things if a situation gets out of control" I said.

"Pff...what I can't believe is that you've sided with the beasts that we've all sworn to kill" he said, and a few more agreements and nodding of heads from the other Vikings. Is he really pushing me around? "Is it because you thought you weren't good enough to become a Viking? Or that you knew you were useless that you tried to offer yourself to a dragon to kill yourself? You couldn't even lift an axe or a bola and you always caused more damage than the dragons during raids! Maybe that's why he joined them, just to cause more damage to us!" he shouted. And just as predicted some of the Vikings were agreeing with him, as they stood up and stood behind him. But then, Mildew said something that I never expected.

"Or did you go after your mother who abandoned you?" That hit a nerve. I curved my hand into a fist, hoping that I wouldn't do something I would regret. "That could be the only reason why she left, after baring him for nine months, and wasting four years of her life...she was lucky, unlike the most enough..." he said and some of the Vikings in the Hall laughed. That was it.

"ENOUGH!" I yelled getting up from the table. He was clearly shocked by my outburst that he literally took three steps back, as did everyone else. I looked around the Hall to see everyone had dropped what they were doing and were looking at me as if I had two heads. I even looked back at the table I was sitting at, and saw the teens with the same expressions as everyone else...Astrid had more of a worried expression.

I then felt a tear run down my cheek. I didn't wipe it away...why bother. I turned back to Mildew, it was my turn now.

"You know what Mildew...you're right...I wasn't a Viking. I couldn't lift an axe, couldn't throw a bola, couldn't shoot an arrow, nothing...I was useless" I looked at everyone now, "Every time I tried to do something good, tried to help...something would go wrong, and you all would blame me and wish Loki never had never thrust this cruel joke onto all of you!" I yelled.

"I tried to help the only way I knew how...but you all berated me for being..._me_! I tried so hard only for it to blow up in my face, and none of you even acknowledged that I was only trying to help! What did you want me to do!? If it was to leave, I'm sorry it took eleven more years for that because I kept convincing myself that I had a place in this tribe! I was an idiot for eleven years because only when I was fifteen did I realize I didn't belong here, and only then had the courage to leave. I saw things that you could only dream of, changed lives for the better of all the villages I visited!" my eyes were already brimming with tears.

"The only person who made me feel human, told me I had a place, told that different was _good_ was my mother...(wipes away a tear)...she was always there for me...every time I needed someone to cheer me up, every time I felt doubt about myself, she was there...the only person who ever told me I was great just the way I was!" I yelled. I looked back to the teens and I could tell by her tense body she wanted to hug me, to comfort me...but both of us knew if that did happen, she would come under scrutiny and rumours.

"I can see I am clearly not wanted here...so I'll leave, and all of you can deal with your dragon problem on your own!" I yelled and began to make my way to the door.

"Hiccup!" my dad called after me, and I could his huge footsteps chase after me until the door. As soon as the door was closed I ran into the forest, and that was when I let all the tears flow freely.

_Astrid's POV _

I couldn't believe what just took place right in front of me. Everyone was looking down now, possibly thinking on what he said, some others brushed it off and some were looking at Mildew who pushed him to his limit.

"Mildew...what was wrong wit ye'?" Gobber asked.

"I put him in his place, where all traitors should be" he responded.

"You really thought bringing in his mother...my wife...into this will put him in his place?!" Stoick yelled, after his son slammed the doors in his face. "I should imprison you for saying harsh things about her...instead I'll ask you to leave" he said.

"And what if I don't want to?" he asked.

"That wasn't a request" Stoick said in a low and dangerous voice. Mildew knew he was beat as the Chief always followed through with his threats, so he turned and made his way to the doors.

"I guess five years really changes a person" Fishlegs said, breaking the silence at our table.

"You have no idea" I replied.

"Why would Hiccup even run away...again!..I mean..." Snotlout started but I wanted to interrupt him right there.

"So you're saying when someone says your mother doesn't love you and left you because she thought you were useless will not affect you?" I asked.

"Well...I...shut up Astrid" he grumbled. I didn't want to be here right now. But I couldn't just get up and leave because that would arouse suspicion, and that's the last thing Hiccup and I both needed. So I waited for what seemed like an eternity until most of the people left to retire for the night. That's when I also said that I would be going back home for rest. As soon as I was out of the doors I bolted for the Cove, it was the only place he could go to.

The run took five minutes or so, and I slowed to a walk as I neared the edge. I peered over some bushes and saw Hiccup sitting near the fire, hugging his knees close to his chest and resting his head on them. I noticed that Toothless wasn't here yet, he must still be at the Training Ring. I made my way down the Cove by the rough path along the side and walked up to Hiccup.

"Hiccup" I called softly as I approached him. I could hear him sobbing the closer I got. "Hiccup, please say something" I pleaded as I sat beside him, running my hand long his back.

"Hiccup, please don't listen to what he said...he's a grumpy, idiot old man who likes to deal low blows to anyone...please don't take what he said to you seriously" I said, trying to his face which was hidden by his knees and shaggy auburn hair.

"It's...it's not that...it's my mother...it's just that...she was the only one who understood me...and for him to say those things...it was like a dagger to the heart" he said, finally lifting his head. His cheeks were stained with tears, his face was red and he had blood-shot eyes.

"Oh Hiccup.." I said, bringing him close to me and letting his head rest on my shoulder as I hugged him.

"Astrid...please tell me why...I'm here again" he said.

"Hiccup...what are you..."

"Astrid..." he said pulling back and looking me in the eye, "...please tell me why I'm here again" he repeated the question. That's when I understood it. I held his cheeks in my palms and rested our foreheads against each other.

"You're here...to help the dragons Hiccup" I said and I could feel a few sobs escaping him. "You're here to put an end to the deaths of dragons, to figure out why they are attacking, to find a way to stop us killing them, and to save them from their deaths" I said, pulling back, as did he. He let out a small chuckle, it was good to see him smiling again.

"Thank you Astrid...I needed that" he said.

"I'm not done Hiccup" he looked at me, surprised. "You're here because I convinced you to come, and because of that, because of your presence here...I feel complete. You're here because you summoned all the strength that the Gods could give a mortal to come back to a place that wasn't his home, to show the people that he has changed, that he has become his own man, and that Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, has shown a shield maiden the other side of life...a life she would have missed if it wasn't for him...a life that she owes him...you saved her Hiccup...you saved me" I said as I closed the gap between our faces and captured his lips. I felt his arms wrap themselves around my waist and behind my lower back while I wrapped mine around his neck.

**A/N: I guess this is where it gets a T/M again. Just warning. **

_Normal POV _

The kiss grew more passionate with each second, and Hiccup began leaning towards her, pushing her head down and pressing his tongue against her lips. She gladly parted her lips, and let hers meet his in her mouth. She released her hands from his neck and brought them behind her to hold her against the ground, while Hiccup let his hands roam the sides of her goddess like frame. Only four minutes later did they part from the kiss, looking deeply into each other's eyes.

Astrid then reached for the straps of his leather armour and began untying them. "A-Astrid...what if..."

"Don't ruin the moment" she breathed as she captured his lips again and Hiccup pulled his armour off once she was done. She brought her fingers to the hem of his green tunic and pulled it off of him. That sight of scars on his abdomen and chest meeting her again. Hiccup took this chance and let his hands unclasp her robe and shoulder pads, then letting them roam underneath her red tunic, feeling the soft skin underneath his touch. She soon began to moan through the kiss, most likely from feeling his magical touch after a while on her body.

Hiccup disengaged and removed her tunic for her, and Astrid quickly undid her braids, letting her gold hair fall down her back. Hiccup took a brief second to admire the beauty before him. It was a full moon tonight and no clouds in the sky, and the light illuminated her figure brilliantly, as if she were a goddess descending from Valhalla. He took note of her beautiful curves, how her from her shoulders, passed her breast bindings, that her body seemed to grow thinner. Her pale skin glowing white against the moon's light, her golden hair being glowed, basking her in what appeared to be an aura of some sort, as if she were not of this world...and those ice blue eyes, the passion and fire in them, as well as love and caring, staring right back at him.

It was the same for her as well. In front of her was this young man, his chest and abdomen adorned with scars from fights and torture. This was a boy who was forged into a man by his own doing. The muscles he gained; his chest stood out proud and he wasn't even trying, his abs were _nearly _obvious, but anyone could make out he had them. His toned arms and body from flying, forging and training. He looked like the general of an army, a man that would fight to the very last breath for what he believed and loved. And those eyes...those beautiful emerald green eyes, illuminated by the moon light. She could see the love and care in them, but she could also see the hurt and pain from what just happened and his whole life. She wanted to make it go all away.

Astrid wrapped her arms around his neck again and brought him in, immediately meeting his tongue in his mouth. Hiccup meanwhile undid her spiked skirt and tossed it away, leaving her in her tight leggings, outlining even more gorgeous traits. She began to lean back, not removing her hands from his neck, and he gently laid her onto the soft grass while gliding his hands along her sides, causing her to squirm and moan at his actions.

He stopped the kiss and began moving down her jawline to her neck. "Hi-H-Hiccup" she moaned, feeling his soft lips against her sensitive skin. She ran her right leg against his and he shuddered at the contact. It was as if he was feeling her skin.

He continued moving down, over her bindings and to her stomach, placing kisses and letting his tongue do its work. He wanted to please her, to make her shudder with ecstasy, and he was doing just that, her moans as payment for his work. After about two minutes of attention to her flat-toned stomach, he moved back up and rested his forehead against hers.

"I love you Astrid" he said, resting his hands along her sides.

"I love you too Hiccup" she replied, keeping her hands along the side of her body, as if she were trapped.

"We...We can't go...far again..." he breathed. She loved feeling his warm breaths against her skin. It was a cool night, and the fire beside them kept most of the cold away.

"I-I know...stupid law" she muttered, causing him to laugh a bit before they locked eyes again.

"You'll have to leave soon...to keep them from getting suspicious" he said.

"Don't worry...I'll go after we're done" she said with sly smile and sparkle in her eyes.

"If it wasn't for that or so many other consequences..." he said, running his fingers along her sides, and looking at her body as if he was starving.

"Believe me Hiccup...you don't know how much I _want _you" she said. That was it. They crashed lips again, her arms wrapping around his neck and bringing him closer, not letting him escape.

However, through the rustling of the grass they were in, the moans from her, and fire crackling, they couldn't hear the pair of feet running away from their location.


	22. You Have My Word

**For those who haven't finished watching _Defenders of Berk _please don't read the Author's Note.**

**A/N: Hey guys. It's sad that the season _Defenders of Berk _is over. But I have to say the last three episodes were really emotional and heart warming. When Stoick released Thornado to look after his new family and the music that played with that scene tied in so well...that I felt sad and nearly cried, but happy at the same time. **

**Also the last two episodes Cast Out 1 and 2. The last one had to be one of my favourite of the entire series, how the Screaming Death was in fact just searching for its mother and that scene where they finally reunited. It would be nice to see the Screaming Death in How To Train Your Dragon 2 since it is one of my most favourite dragons and knowing now that it was never a villain dragon...anyway, enjoy the story. **

_Astrid's POV_

Ah the songs of birds in the morning...doesn't get much more scenic and surreal as this. It's like adding the right amount of honey to mead...in my mind anyway, something I accidentally discovered when trying some in after my first dragon kill, not one of my best memories now but you get the point, and it is reference to what took place last night. The only thing that could make it memorable was if I woke up beside him, and this whole issue of not being able to court him never existed. But to keep it a secret, our make-out session lasted somewhere till midnight. After that we dressed ourselves and I made my way back home, carefully slipping in, making sure not to wake my parents or my two younger brothers.

My parents already gave me a stern talking to, demanding what happened when I searched for him. I told them it took a lot of convincing to bring him back, and I even had to threaten him with my ax to get him back to Berk. Of course I couldn't tell them what _really _happened since they wouldn't look at me the same way again. Being the only daughter, shield-maiden and possibly future wife of a Chief, of a highly respected family was challenging to live up to. The first two were easy, but the last one...I'm just praying to all the Gods out there that it won't be Snotlout.

I tossed the covers from me and swung my legs over the edge of the bed, smoothing out a few stray strands of hair that I was sure were out of place. I stretched my arms for a few seconds, before getting up and making my way over to my dresser, taking my hair brush and straightening my hair out. Once that was done, I tied my hair into its braid and placed my leather head band on...which Hiccup had made for me when we were just kids, and had been adjusting its size as we grew older. Gobber took up that job when he ran away.

I grabbed my skirt and tunic off the chair and changed out of my nightgown in quick time, and soon made my way downstairs to meet my parents and brothers who were already having breakfast.

"Stop stealing my bread buttface!"

"I'm not lizard-brains. I'm taking what you took from me!" This is what I usually wake up to every morning. Sometimes it ended with one of them tackling each other to the ground but it usually stopped once mama gave a threat or something.

"Gaulder and Rolof, please stop fighting for the bread...there's more than enough to go around" Papa said from his seat, watching the two of them continue their screaming competition.

"But dad!" Gaulder yelled.

"Will you two stop fighting like dragons and grow up!" I said as I sat down and grabbed a few slices of bread, butter and eggs on my plate.

"Well since the Queen of the Nadders is here...I guess we could" Rolof said with a smile.

"You know Rolof, I hear the Queen of the Nadders has it in with the King of Dragons...but wait, isn't he a traitor?" Gaulder said, looking at me.

"What's it to you trolls?" I asked.

"We heard from our friends that you two have been spending time together" he said.

"Not only me idiot, there are four others along with me under his training..."

"I didn't mean that training sis" he said raising an eyebrow and giving a wink. Of course he would be suggesting that since he's just turned thirteen.

"Listen here Gronckleface, I do not have feelings for him. He might have changed but this whole thing about training is for us to prepare for more dragon raids and to defend against them with our own dragons...and that I means I'm protecting you...so you better treat me nicely if you don't want to be carried off by a Nightmare" I threatened.

"Your sister's right Gaulder...she doesn't and will never have feelings for that fishbone" Papa said.

"That reminds me Astrid, we've gotten a few contract offers" Mama said. As soon as she said that a piece of bread got caught in my throat and immediately reached for my mug of water to wash it down. My mom seemed to have been expecting it because she looked at me with a hint of a smile.

"And?" I asked.

"Your father and I refused them since they were from merchants of other Viking tribes far from here and we wouldn't like to live where it would be difficult to keep in touch with you" she said. I let out a sigh of relief. "But if Spitelout offers a contract, we will accept it no matter what". That did it.

"What?! No Mama! There is no way I am marrying Snotlout!" I yelled, pushing my chair back from the table and standing up.

"Why not Astrid? He is the perfect image of a Viking man that any girl would marry" Papa said.

"You're just saying yes because he'll be the Chief won't he?" I stated.

"That reason outweighs the others dear, but you have to understand that you'll be set for life as the wife of a Chief. You'll have more power than usual, and you'll be the boss of him in the house. Plus you get to bare his children"

"NO! Ugh! Don't say that mama! I don't even want to have the thought of doing..._that_...with him, in front of everyone on the wedding night which is NOT happening!" I said.

"Mama, what does she mean by _that_?" Rolof asked.

"You're too young Rolof, once you reach thirteen we'll have that talk" Papa said.

"Wait, what talk?" Gaulder asked glancing between my parents. Oh that's right, he turned thirteen a week ago.

"We'll have your talk tonight" Mama said to him and I could see his face pale to a ghostly white. At least this conversation shifted, but I wasn't done.

"But Hiccup is the _true_ heir to the Hooligan Tribe...he should be the Chief, not Snotlout" I reasoned.

"Give me one good reason why he would be a better Chief, Astrid?" Papa asked.

"One, he's a lot and I mean _a lot _smarter than Snotlout...he wouldn't make other people want to punch him, kick him or kill him when they meet for the first time. Two, he rides a _Night Fury_, the most _powerful_ and _dangerous_ dragon known to Vikings and you know as much as I do that Gobber praises him for his work in the forge, and to top it all off, he can _train_ dragons, earn their trust and have them do whatever he wants to! That's what he's teaching us! If that's not Chief material, then no offense Papa, but you don't know what makes a good Chief" I said crossing my arms.

"But look at him Astrid. He relies on a dragon to fight his battles, Snotlout is ten times stronger than he is. Snotlout is what a true Viking should look like, intimidating, powerful, a face that no one would mess with. Plus I hear he's training the Monstrous Nightmare, now that's a real dragon" he said.

"Papa, the Night Fury easily beat that Monstrous Nightmare when it came to rescue Hiccup five years ago" I shot down his point.

"Be that as it may Astrid, but he still remains a traitor to this village and even if he is the _true _heir, he cannot be the Chief because of his, uh, title. And furthermore, Stoick had disowned him as a son in front of everyone and hasn't even taken him back yet. Based on that technicality, Stoick's only heir is Snotlout, and this is the end of this discussion"

"But Papa..."

"No Astrid...that is the end of that. But I'll leave you with this...I will tell you if Spitelout does offer a contract, but will accept it nonetheless" he said. I looked at Mama and saw her nod her head, she also agreed with him.

"Fine" I muttered before grabbing my cloak off one of the chairs and walking out to be immediately met with the cool, morning crisp air of the day. I shut the door behind me, with the usual bang when I was angry. I couldn't believe my parents...they think they're doing the right thing for me but they're not doing it in my interests. If the heir of Berk was someone other than Snotlout, then I wouldn't mind; in fact that heir is present with us. But no! He doesn't count because he's a "traitor" to all Vikings...a traitor who tamed the dangerous Night Fury, helped train a Whispering Death, saved Berk from the recent Outcast attack and changed the lives of many Vikings out there...yep, that's a traitor alright.

But why do I care? I mean, am I thinking like this just to get out of marrying Snotlout? Wouldn't surprise me but am I really hoping that Hiccup's status changes and I marry him? It wouldn't even be close to the level of me marrying Snotlout, but if it were to come to that, what would the others think? My parents, especially my father wouldn't allow me to marry him, and would resolve signing me off to a visiting dignitary or trader...or if Hiccup doesn't even lose his status and I still end up marrying Snotlout. It's hard to come to terms that people won't realize the person Hiccup has truly become, only I've seen that, and it took being at the receiving end of his anger to realize it.

When I think about it, when we were just seven to thirteen years old...I never really understood why the others picked on Hiccup. My parents said because he was weak and different, and Vikings despised anything that didn't live up to their expectations. I stood by and watched Hiccup trudge alone into the forest; sometimes I would follow him and see where he wondered off to, just to watch him lay back against a tree and hang his head over his knees and cry his heart out...about how no one loved him and continuously wishing his mom was there...Even then I didn't have the courage to go up and say hello at least. I bet that would have made a huge difference in his life.

Even his inventions, when he started making them by nine, weren't that bad. After he left, no one dared go into his little workshop at the back of the forge. I would see Gobber walk in there sometimes and walk out, his face far from its jovial appearance. I even went in there a few times and looked at the sketches. When I took time to study them, they would have been great inventions for fighting dragons...the only problem was how they horribly backfired against him and caused damage to houses or even other Vikings. I remember seeing down notes of improvements on those same sketches, meaning he found a way to fix them...but he never got the chance or he gave up on them, because everyone believed he shouldn't help...he shouldn't be there during raids and only berated him for causing greater damage than the dragons...and he was only trying to help, trying to live up to their expectations and we never acknowledged his efforts. The only person who most probably cared for him was Gobber. He always stood by his side, was there for him to talk to when his own father wasn't.

And all I did was sit on the sidelines and watched him be ridiculed...but I couldn't step in otherwise I'd have drawn attention to myself...huh, I was so foolish then, and was for the rest of my years, convincing myself that Hiccup was always...Hiccup the Useless. But even through those times...I couldn't help but look at him, not in disappointment and hatred, but wonder and hope, that in some way he would be the leader and Viking Berk needed, and he did...all it took was me ratting him out of jealousy.

"Hey Astrid" I heard Ruff call me. I turned and saw her leaning against the post of the vegetable shop. "Someone's deep in thought"

"Hey Ruff, and no...I was just thinking about what else we'd be learning today" I covered up.

"Yeah...might learn to blast some stuff" she said, looking at her nails.

"Yeah...I bet you'd love that"

"Or learning on kissing sessions...but only you or me would be valid for that right?" she said. I looked at her, sure that my eyes had gone wide and my heart had stopped beating. I could see a smirk forming on her face as she folder her arms across her chest.

"What did you say?" I asked finding my breath after a few seconds.

"Oh, I know you heard me right Hofferson, but if you didn't, I implied he might be teaching you mouth to mouth...in an intimate way" she said with that smile on her face growing.

"I have no idea what you're talking about Ruff" I said but she cut me off.

"Don't play dumb with me Astrid, my brother has that right reserved. I saw you run into the forest that night, in the direction of Hiccup's camp, and after that emotional confrontation with Mildew that night, he would have needed a reassuring shoulder to cry on...or kiss" she said.

"Ruff...you can imply what you want, but I didn't go in that forest and _nothing_ happened between me and Hiccup" I said and turned around to continue on my day.

"Believe me Hiccup...you have no idea how much I _want_ you" she said. That stopped me dead in my tracks. She said that phrase in the exact tone I said it to Hiccup last night. She followed me? I turned around and saw her leaving through the alley between the vegetable and baker's shop. I wasn't going to let her get away. I burst into a sprint and soon had her pinned against the wall of the baker's shop by her shoulders and was staring daggers at her...but she wasn't fazed one bit.

"Oh, so now I have your attention...guess I should have jogged your memory sooner" she said.

"How much do you know?" I asked in a deadly voice but she still didn't seem fazed.

"Oh...all from 'you saved me Hiccup' till that sentence I just said" she said.

"Who else knows?"

"Just me, Astrid...and I'm going to keep it that way" ok, now she has me.

"I'm sorry...you're going to keep that secret all to yourself? Not even telling your brother?" I asked letting go of her. She slowly straightened out her shirt.

"I don't trust my brother to keep a secret like that...plus it has to do with your status in the village and we all know what would happen if your secret relationship with Hiccup was found out" she said, actual concern in her eyes.

"Thanks Ruff...that's sort of the best news I've heard all day so far" I said turning away from her.

"What happened?"

"My parents said that is Spitelout offers them a contract, they won't hesitate to accept it" I said in a depressed tone.

"Oh no...that means that you'll be betrothed to Snotface...wow" she said.

"All he has to do is ask his dad that he wants to marry me and his dad will agree with him and before you know it I'll be...I can't even finish that sentence" I said, holding my shoulders.

"Are you going to tell Hiccup?" she asked.

"Why would I? He doesn't need to be burdened by all of this...it's my problem, not his"

"But he cares for you and knowing the old and new Hiccup, he might do something about it" she reasoned.

"Ruff, he's a branded traitor of Berk...if I'm caught being close to him or even if he challenges Snotlout for my hand, he won't be allowed to fight him because he's a traitor, and only his father can undo that status...which most likely he won't" I said.

"So what are you gonna do about it?"

"(sigh) Nothing, I guess...I mean, I can't go against my parents' wishes if they do accept the contract. I'll have to suck it up and marry him" I said, turning around to face her again. Then she did something I never thought she'd do...I felt a pair of arms circle around me and bring me into her. She was hugging me! But as she did, I didn't feel alone in that matter anymore. Guess I just needed to tell someone about my situation.

"You can always count on me in having your back, Astrid" she said pulling away and keeping one of her hands on my shoulders.

"Thanks Ruff" I replied, a smile on my face.

"So...you and Hiccup huh?" she asked, folding her arms against her chest and leaning back with a smirk. "What happened when you found him?" she asked all of a sudden.

"That you don't need to know" I said quickly before turning around and continuing towards the Dragon Ring, while hearing her steps catching up with me.

"Come on...I mean something must have happened for your opinion on him to change...even for you to develop feelings for him. What happened?" she pressured on.

"Ruff...I'll tell you when I'm ready, but until then please keep the other secret on a downside" I begged. I couldn't have any rumours about that night going around town. It won't only be bad for me, but Hiccup might be forced to leave as well.

"Alright, fine...but should Hiccup know that I know about this secret?" she asked again, that hint of mischief in her voice.

"What is with you and causing him to worry about this?" I asked, grinning.

"I just want to see the expression on his face...yours was priceless, which makes the end result for him even more tempting" she reasoned.

"I'll think about it" and as I said that we were entering the Dragon Ring. We saw Fishlegs and with his Gronckle and Tuff was also there with his head in the mout of one of the heads.

"Hey babe" Snotlout greeted putting his arm around my shoulders. "So what do you think of my dragon, the Monstrous Nightmare?" he asked gesturing to the large dragon in the other side of the Ring, which was sleeping. "He and I are very alike, we're the strongest, most dangerous and proud beings there are...the perfect combination...and I could use a beautiful girl like you with me...eh, along with your Nadder" he said wiggling his eyebrows.

I just rolled my eyes, then elbowed him in the gut and brought down that same elbow on his back, sending him to the ground. "Never touch me again" I said, kneeling down, pulling his helmet up and saying that to his face, before dropping it back down with a thud.

"Nice to see everyone is up" we heard a voice and turned to see Hiccup and Toothless walking in. "Did everyone have a good night?" he asked again, glancing and winking at me, and I smiled back.

"Oh I saw something last night that you wouldn't believe even if I told you" Ruff said. I turned to her, arms folding over my chest and staring at her.

"Yes Ruffnut, what did you see?" I asked in a sweet tone, but she along with most people, knew what the outcome was when I used that tone.

"That's for me to know and for you to find out" she said. I saw Hiccup looking over at her with some confusion, and glanced at me. I mouthed 'she knows' and pointed my finger between him and me and I saw his face change to one of shock but he quickly covered it up.

"Oh, did you see Snotlout sleeping with his stuffed yak?" Tuff yelled from inside the head of the Zippleback.

"I do not sleep with Fluffy anymore!" Snotlout yelled but immediately covered his mouth when he realized what he'd done.

"Fluffy? You named your stuffed yak Fluffy?" Hiccup asked with a smirk.

"No! That's the just the name of the stuffed yak of my mom's sister's cousin's daughter's stuffed yak...yeah, that's it" he tried to cover up.

"Anyway, moving on, today we're going to continue on from yesterday with all of you learning how to fly on your dragons" Hiccup spoke. "But today I plan to take the lesson out of the Dragon Ring and to the Sea Stacks" he said.

"But wait, I don't think we're ready to handle that kind of step up" Fishlegs said.

"Don't worry Fishlegs, I'll be there to make sure nothing goes wrong...and Astrid will also be there since she has already mastered flying with her dragon, has even learned a few hand signals and appears to be in perfect sync with her" he said, shooting a smile filled with pride at me.

"Pff...I won't need help out there" Snotlout boasted, getting on his dragon.

"Oh yeah, that reminds me, have you guys named your dragons yet?" Hiccup asked.

"I named mine Meatlug" Fishlegs said.

"Barf and Belch" the Twins answered.

"Hookfang" Snotlout said, before all their dragons took off and circled the Ring.

"Well this is going to be interesting" Hiccup said getting on Toothless.

"Interesting? It's going to be fun!" I said with Stormfly finding air and flying out.

_Sea Stacks - Hiccup's POV_

"Just keep doing what you're doing Fishlegs" I said. He was doing well, getting Meatlug to perform small air manoeuvres and handling the turns around the sea stacks pretty well.

"You know, this is not as bad as I imagined it" he said as Meatlug did another turn around a sea stack.

"Hookfang! Slow down!" we heard Snotlout yell and soon saw a red dragon fly past us, on fire and out of control.

"Get your dragon under control Snotlout!" I yelled from my overlook position.

"Aren't you going to help him?" Astrid asked landing beside me.

"In a while" I said as I saw Hookfang dive below the water and fly back out. "At least the fire's out" I commented.

"Uh Hiccup" I heard Ruff call and turned to see that the Twins and the Zippleback were tangled in some branches and leaves that were jutting out of one of one of the sea stacks. "Hold on, let's go bud" I said, Toothless taking off and was followed by Astrid.

_"What happened?"_ Toothless asked the Zippleback when we got there.

_"Our riders got into a fight about who was the better flyer and trying to prove which one was, they flew us right into this mess" _the head named Barf said.

"Guys, you both are flying the same dragon and two heads make it a more challenging task to control the dragon" I said as I got Toothless to break some of the branches.

"Uh...English please?" Tuff asked.

"Don't fight each other when flying" Astrid yelled. When Toothless got some of the branches broken, the Zippleback was able to get free along with Ruff and Tuff.

"Please no more fighting when you're flying" I said flying back to my position, and the Twins continued their flying course.

"Are you going to try and fix your relationship with your father?" Astrid asked me all of a sudden.

"Why are you asking me that?" I turned to her with a smile.

"Just wondering" she said getting off Stormfly.

"Astrid, you know that I'm just here to help with the dragon raids and then I'll be on my way" I said, getting off Toothless as well. "Is there something wrong?" I ask. She never seemed to take interest in my relationship with Stoick since coming here. I think there's more behind it.

"No...well" she looks at me and I walk up to her taking her arms in mine, while glancing around to make sure the others weren't there to see.

"Please tell me if something's wrong, Astrid. Don't handle the problem on your own...I learned that the hard way" I said, rubbing my thumb in circles over her hand.

"No Hiccup. It's my problem to bare and has nothing to do with you" she said.

"If it involves my relationship with my father it has nothing to do with me?" I asked, raising my eyebrow.

"No...it's just" she pulled her hands away and turned around, rubbing her shoulders "...it's just that...I think I'm being selfish or only thinking about myself" she said, and I could tell she had pulled back a sob.

"Astrid...please tell me" I pushed on.

"Hey guys!" Fishlegs called landing beside us, soon followed by the Twins and Snotlout who was drenched in water.

"So what now Hiccup?" Ruff asked. I was still looking at Astrid who had her back turned on me. What was she hiding?

"Hiccup!" Tuff called, snapping me out of my trance.

"Oh yes...well, today I planned to finish early since I have some work in the forge, so class is dismissed" I said getting on Toothless and flying off quickly. I'd find out one way or another what's wrong with Astrid, but not right now, not with the others present. Hopefully she'll meet me at the forge later today or ask me to come to my camp in the night...I just hope she won't hold out on me...unless she doesn't want me to find out something bad if that's the case, then I don't know if I'll be able to handle the drama.

_"She'll tell you when she's ready Hiccup, don't worry"_ Toothless said, trying to cheer me up.

"I don't know bud...how she spoke and her body language...something's got her like this, and I'm afraid in finding out what it is" I said. The flight didn't take that long from the sea stacks. It was only midday and I landed in the centre of the village where the forge was. The people in the streets at the time made way as Toothless landed and looked on in uncertainty at what he might do. We both ignored all of them as we made our way into the forge.

"Ah, there ye' is...ar' ye' alright from last night?" Gobber asked. Good ole' Gobber, always made sure I was alright.

"I'm fine Gobber, just needed time to think and get away from everyone else" I said as I examined a few of the weapons on the racks.

"To tell ye' the truth boy...we all wish'd that Mildew was gone...just no one had the heart to get rid of 'im" he said, hammering away at a sword on the anvil. I couldn't help but laugh at his joke.

"Funny Gobber"

"Who's bein' funny...I was being serious" he said, stopping his work for a few seconds to look at me. I could see how his eyes made searched me, as if examining how strong I was or if I was the same boy who ran away five years ago. "You've changed a lot Hiccup...all for the better" he said.

"Well...this is what the villagers wanted me to become right? Except without the dragons" I said, looking at Toothless who had fallen asleep near the entrance of the forge.

"Sure, yer more taller, more muscle on those once fishbone arms" he said laying a hand on my shoulder. "But what I hope is that the ole' Hiccup is still in there under all...this" he said.

"You just gestured to all of me" I said, before I was enveloped in a huge hug.

"I missed ye' Hiccup" he said.

"I missed you too Gobber" I replied, wrapping my arms around him as best I could, but after a minute or so he pulled away, "I mean, all those years of no witty comments or your cheerful attitude...wow...they were Hel" I said, running my hand through me hair.

"I know...how you survived without yer ole' Uncle Gobber is truly a mystery" he said, resuming his hammering.

"But glad to see nothing's changed here" I said looking around the forge. All the boards were still the same...the one above Gobber was still hanging dangerously low, although some of the boards had started to darken a bit, but not much other than that.

"Your old room's still the way it was when ye' left...I never really went in there, save a few times...as well as Astrid" he said. Wait, Astrid went in there? "She only looked at yer' old plans and sketches, never took anything...always saw a frown upon her when she came out" he continued. Astrid, frowning after looking at my plans when I was gone? Going in that room as well? What has she been holding out on me? "I think she missed yah" he said.

"Come on Gobber, why would anyone miss me?" I said grabbing a sword and examining it.

"You'd be surprised Hiccup. Sure Astrid excelled in Dragon Training after your...eh...tricks...and yes she did celebrate when she first killed a dragon, but I saw something in her eyes...or somethin' missing to be more specific, and I only realized it happened after ye' left. She might have not told anyone, but it was clear to me that she missed yah" he said.

"Even yer own father" Ok, that got me by surprise. "He never came out of his house for a whole week after ye' left. It took me that whole week convincing him to come out, and only on the eighth day did he come out, but he wasn't the same. His eyes had lost whatever care remained in them after Val went missing, he hardly slept causing horrible bags under his eyes, and I swear his hair and beard were growing white hairs. He became more closed off and he talked to me about wishing he didn't disown you, and that if he could go back and fix his mistakes, he'd do it in a heartbeat" my old mentor said.

"He's always let his pride control him, Gobber...I don't think he would have changed" I said. I knew my father, he was the most stubborn Viking out there and wouldn't bow down to anyone.

"Then ye' don't know yer father as ye' think 'iccup" he said. I sat on the old stool that was always by the counter of the forge and looked down when he said it. Could it be possible? Could my father really want me back as his son? But could I forgive him what he's done...or what he's failed to do? "Ar' ye' going to work on something?" he asked, snapping me out of my thoughts.

"Wha-Oh yes, could I have the forge once you're done...I mean to work in it once you leave today" I stuttered.

"Hehe, of course Hiccup...you manned the forge in Sharkslane and it's still standing" he exclaimed with his arms wide open.

"Thanks Gobber...that really got my self confidence up a mountain" I said in fake enthusiasm which he clearly he saw and laughed in response. It was good to talk to Gobber again.

_Night Time - Hiccup's POV_

_"UGH...When can we go flying again?" _Toothless asked as I continued working on my new weapon.

"Later bud, I still have to finish this project" I said.

_"Unlike me, that project can take time to make, meanwhile I on the other hand have to fly each day"_ he said.

"Well if you didn't destroy that mechanical tail I made for you we wouldn't be having this conversation would we?" I asked him. I made him a mechanical tail when we were living on Sharkslane but after one day of flying freely he came back and destroyed it in front of me, saying that he only came with a rider. Sure it was touching, but it took me a whole week just to make that tail and seven seconds for him to completely break it.

_"Well excuse me for being loyal"_ he said turning his back on me.

"Loyalty and stupidity are two very different things" I said with a smile but soon got whacked on the head for the comment. "For the offspring of lightning and death you are extremely sensitive" I shot back and it earned a smirk from him. "Alright, let's go" I said putting the sword in a barrel of water to cool. At least the first phase of it was done.

_"Finally!"_ he said and I hung my apron back on the rack and put the fire out, closed the door. _"Don't forget the fish as well"_ he said. I then saw a barrel of fish in one of the alleys of the two buildings.

"Come on, I'm sure the owner won't mind if a few fish go missing" I said leading him to the alley. He soon had his head in the whole barrel, gobbling up what fish he could while I watched to make sure no one saw. I didn't see anyone that night, but a small yellow glow caught my attention. I saw the yellow glow getting brighter from one of the streets that led here and hid behind the corner of the building to see who it was. I soon saw the familiar blonde hair, spiked skirt and red tunic holding the torch. What was she doing here at this time? Dinner was not for another hour and I usually knew that Vikings were either in the Hall or at home with their families.

I saw her making her way to the forge, specifically to my personal room. She hung the torch in a secured hold by the door and walked in. What was she doing? I guess this was as good a time as any to confront her. "Flying will have to wait bud" I said as I began to make my way to the room. As I got closer I couldn't hear any shuffling of papers or talking or any footsteps. I slowed to a tip-toe as I neared the door, and peaked in. She was just staring at a few of my old plans that were on the table, plans that, telling by the few traces of dust on them were moved from time to time, and she was trailing her hand over them. That's when I decided to make my presence known.

"I would try building them but I'm not in that business anymore" I said leaning against the doorway and she gasped as she turned around.

"Gods! Never do that! I nearly reached for my ax and if I did, it would be where your head is now!" she said, her hand still above her heart.

"Why are you in here?"

"People aren't allowed to come in here?" she shot back.

"Well who would since they wanted nothing to do with me" I replied, and she immediately lowered her gaze and looked away. "Astrid...I didn't mean"

"No...you didn't and it's quite alright" she said, still no facing me.

"What were you going to tell me this morning?" I ask, walking closer to her. It was time she came out.

"Hiccup, it has nothing to do with you.."

"Forgive me Astrid...but you know as well as I do that that's just a load of dragon crap...please tell me what's bothering you? Is it something about me?" I push on.

"Hiccup...please, it has nothing..."

"Please don't keep me in the dark...if you tell me you'll feel better. Plus, I know this involves me somehow otherwise you wouldn't be acting like this" I said.

"If I tell you, it'll make me sound like a selfish harridan!" she yelled back. I could see the torment in her eyes and her hands were beginning to shake..and why would she call herself that?

"Astrid...never call yourself a harridan...what could be so bad that you are breaking down right in front of me?" I held both her hands, forcing her to look at me. I then saw a tear drop fall onto the top of her left hand, and I pressed my forehead against hers. I was certain that Toothless was outside making sure no one interrupted us or would give us a warning if someone was getting close.

"It's just that...my parents are pushing me for a marriage...and...the most likely person I'll marry is...(sniff)...Snotlout" she whimpered. Astrid Hofferson never whimpered. "And the thing is...he'll most likely ask soon because summer is just a month away and if he does...my parents will not refuse the offer...and I'll be forced to marry him!" she said and a few more tears fell. Now I understood why. We were all the age to marry, and someone like Astrid; young, beautiful, strong, and her status in society, she'd be the catch of so many men out there, and Snotlout was going to be that man.

"I'll have to consummate with him in front of witnesses, Hiccup! Do _that_ of all things with him! I have received contracts from merchants of other tribes but my parents have refused them...because they want me to be the wife of the future Chief!" she said, finally looking at me, and I could see her red, tear stained eyes. That's when I realized where I played into this.

"I'm sorry that seems just like a means of escape for me...to marry you and not Snotlout...I know how it looks and I'm sorry I..." I cut her off when I silenced her lips with mine. She tried to push away at first but I kept my grip on her. She needed someone and I was going to be that person. She eventually settled into the kiss and wrapped her hands around my neck while mine found her hips and I gently hoisted her onto the table that was behind him. She let her hands roam down the front of my chest while I moved mine to her lower and upper back.

"I would nothing more...than to be your husband...and spend eternity with you, Astrid...and no you don't have to be sorry..." I started as we slowed down to catch our breath "...I know because I am a traitor that I won't even be able to challenge Snotlout...to a duel for your hand...but believe me when I say this...I will find a way to prevent that from happening...you have my word" I said looking into her eyes to see some of its fiery passion had returned.

"I know you'll find a way...you always do" she said with a smile. We closed in for another kiss but that was interrupted by a huge explosion, nearly knocking us off our feet. "What was that!?" she asked.

At that moment Toothless popped his head in the room.

_"Dragon raid!"_
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_Hiccup's POV_

I rushed outside, with Astrid close behind me and was immediately met with chaos. Vikings were running all over, some gathering the elderly and children to safety, others were already engaging dragons, and some were scrambling to get the catapults ready with the boulders and nets.

_"Well come on! We can't let any of them get captured!"_ Toothless pressured.

"But we can't let them kill any of the Vikings here!" I reasoned back.

_"If you remember they're not here for the Vikings but their food! And we have to push them back!"_

"And if you remember these are Vikings! They don't back down from a fight and never will!"

"Will you two get up there and do something?! I'll help handle things down here!" Astrid yelled, running off to join the others.

"Come on bud" I said, getting on the saddle and taking off. The dragons had already started setting ablaze a few houses, as well as picking up any Viking and dropping them into the cold waters near the dock. I could see some dragons were already flying away with sheep and yak, most of them dead, as anything would be when skewered by those claws. And that was only the first wave that was leaving with their catch. There were more dragons coming in..._much _more.

_"I hope you know we can't hold all of them off right?" _

"Yeah...but we have to try and ward them off, otherwise more of them will die" I said. "Fire a few warning shots into that group of Nightmares" I said. Toothless did as instructed and fired two plasma blasts into the centre of the group, and caused them to break apart...and fly straight at us!

"Veer off now!" I screamed and he shot straight up, with three Nightmares in pursuit of us.

_"What are you doing Night Fury!? Do you wish to die at her teeth?!"_ I heard one of the Nightmares ask while chasing us.

_"We can fight her...we just have to band together and overpower her!" _Toothless reasoned. I made him do a sharp left into a group of Zipplebacks and we flew right between them, two of the Nightmares weren't so lucky and crashed into a few of them. The third Nightmare, the one who was talking to Toothless, made it through.

_"You are a fool to even think such thoughts! No dragon could ever overthrow the Queen!" _he said.

_"Perhaps, but maybe a dragon_ and_ human can!"_ Toothless said, and immediately turned the opposite way, that we were looking at the Nightmare but still going the other way, and he shot a plasma blast, hitting the Nightmare square in the chest and sending him into the clouds. _"It was only a stun shot, to lose him. Now we can get back to the real fight"_ he said, probably sensing my worry that he might have...killed that Nightmare. We made it back to the coast of the village and the carnage was at its worst. I could see a few dragons dead on the ground and that tore a hole right through my heart. I also heard Toothless growl menacingly, he was clearly angered.

"We have to take out those catapults" I said. I know it would seem that we are working against them, but I signed up to help them without killing dragons. And I knew well enough that the captured dragons they have will be killed. "Three catapults" I said, pointing to a cliff overlooking the coast.

_"On it!" _was Toothless' reply and he fired three plasma shots, all of them hitting their mark. Good thing there weren't any Vikings on those catapults and were clear of the blasts.

"Now that that's done, let's drive try and drive off the rest of the dragons" I said, and we turned to the main square, where there were dragons and Vikings battling it out. I could see the others there, helping to put out the fires while the rest had their backs. Snotlout and the Twins had weapons in their hands, holding off the dragons, while Astrid, Fishlegs and a few of the other young Vikings put out the fires.

"Let's break them up shall we?" I asked, and Toothless obliged by firing a plasma blast in the centre, causing the dragons to turn tail and fly away, and briefly halting the teens' work, and looking up to see me and Toothless shoot past and onto defending the rest of the village.

_"Would really help if we had Bladewing with us"_ Toothless said. He was right. An extra set of wings would be extremely welcoming. Toothless is an extremely dangerous dragon, with his speed, accuracy, stealth and fighting abilities, but Bladewing is undoubtedly stronger and bigger, and could easily handle those Nightmares on his own...and that's without firing spines or fireballs at them.

"I agree, but they only have us right now bud, besides the worst is over. We just have to pick off the stragglers" I said, and we proceeded to do so. There were a few Nadders and Gronckles in the streets of the village, but we made quick work of driving them away with Toothless' plasma blasts. However he suddenly flew in a different direction, and it was so sudden that it knocked the air out of my lungs. "What's going on!?" I asked, but I soon saw it, a Nadder was being held down, ropes around his wings and tail and neck, Vikings bringing it to its feet. I wasn't going to let them kill him.

"He's mine!" I heard a Viking yell and saw Snotlout running to it with his hammer in his hands. I removed my foot from the pedal and when Toothless was close enough, jumped off and tackled Snotlout to the ground, who was just arms length from slamming his hammer into the dragon's head. Toothless simply bounced off a few houses to slow down and landed back in the main square and swatted away the Vikings who were holding down the dragons.

"Get out of here!" I yelled, and the dragon, spread its wings and took off, not before stealing a glance at me. The dragons from the last wave were also leaving, with their catch for the Queen. I was brought back to the situation at hand when I was met with a right hook to the face, sending me onto my back.

"What was that Useless!? I had him!" Snotlout yelled, getting up. I could see that his grip on the hammer was threatening to break the handle. He was that mad. "I would've joined our ancestors in the dragon killing ranks if you didn't mess everything up as usual!" he yelled back walking to me, but stopped when I heard Toothless snarling at him, warning to him to stay back if he knew what was good for him. That's when the other Vikings around unsheathed their weapons and were advancing upon us and the frightening part was I didn't know if they doing it to protect themselves or to try and harm me and Toothless.

"That's not all" we heard another voice and saw Spitelout walking to us with Stoick close by. "That boy took out our remaining catapults!" he pointed at me. "Now we're defenseless at the hands of our enemy because your son decided to side with the dragons, against his own kind!" Toothless growled back in retaliation and was already in an attack position.

"He's just proven what side he's on...I believe he should answer for his crimes" Snotlout said. More Vikings were gathering in the main square, being filled in of what happened and already throwing comments at me.

"Really? I should answer for my crimes? What about those ten dead dragons over there, their bodies cut open, their blood running down the hills, forming its own river?" I asked. Seeing those bodies just reminded me who I'm living with. They think it's a sport, where it's kill or be killed. I wonder about even telling them why these dragons are truly attacking...but I don't think it'll make a difference in their minds. In fact they'll just let their pride take over and go charging in head first to face the Red Death.

"They attacked us...we only defended ourselves boy! And there you go on that devil's back defending those beasts! Stoick should never asked for you back!" Spitelout spoke, and there were roars of agreement erupting from the huge crowd now present.

"Why Hiccup?" my father finally asked, stepping into the closed circle. "Why did you do that?! We asked for you so that you can help us get rid of those beasts...and here you are helping them!? Do you know what the penalty is for that?"

"Death...by the Chief's choice. But will you dad? Will you kill me? Your own blood...well of course you would since I'm not your son anymore!" I shot back. "There's more to them raiding this village for food...but you don't have the right to know that information" I said, turning around and getting on Toothless.

"Running away again Useless?" Snotlout asked, folding his arms over his chest. I wonder if it was only me he angered every time he spoke. Oh no, it was because I was weak five years ago.

"No. I'm flying away so I don't have to hear your voice" I replied. That's when a few men raised their bows, arrows at the ready and aimed at me. I looked around and saw two groups of four men, holding large nets, ready to toss it on us.

"You're not going anywhere, Hiccup. You'll be staying in the village this time, under our eyes to make sure you don't try anything again" Stoick said.

"I said that I will help you if you wouldn't harm dragons" I said.

"And what have you been doing? You've only been teaching five of our future generation on riding dragons! Seems to me you're trying to turn them against us as well! I expected you to tell us why the dragons are raiding us! Tell us how we can put a stop to them...but no. You're here showing them how to fly dragons just as you. What good is that doing us?!"

"Because they will see what dragons truly are!" I yelled back.

"They're not mindless beasts as you all put them! They're not heartless demons that hunt Vikings for pleasure! They're not blood-thirsty animals that eat Vikings...they have their own families to take care of! They have their own lives to lead! Why would they be obsessed with idiotic Vikings!?" I asked him, but the question was directed to the crowd.

"Listen to him...I wonder if he's even human now" Spitelout said, staring at me with disgust, as were all of the Vikings present.

"So what? I'm back to Hiccup the Useless? The clumsy, destructive kid who trained a Night Fury, first Viking to ever ride a dragon? Is that the person I am now again?" I asked.

"You never stopped being that person" Snotlout remarked. "If you didn't mess up, I would have been the second one of our group to join our villages' ranks in dragon killing! You owe me a dragon!" he said, pointing his hammer at me.

"There you go again. You're hooked on traditions of our past ancestors, you have no eyes towards the future...the future where dragons and Vikings can live in peace!" I yelled back.

"Why would we want to live in peace with creatures that have killed hundred of us?" he asked.

"Because we owe it after killing thousands of them!" I yelled back. Why couldn't he listen? Why couldn't _they _listen? Why are they so focused on killing dragons? "You all have no idea what I've gone through...the places I've visited, the people I've met...most situations I regret. The Romans captured me, tortured me to spill the secrets of dragon training when I was in a land called Germania, after seeing me taming a dragon...if it wasn't for Toothless I'd still be in their imprisonments. They whipped me, cut me, put me through torture that would make all of you squirm!"

"I didn't have anybody with me during that time. Even when I was in their cell...the only light shining through a small hole in the wall from dusk to dawn...when I was put through their torture, I never thought of home. Prisoners usually think of home or a loved one to keep their mind of the pain and torment they're going through...but I didn't because I didn't have _anyone_. No one loved me, not even my own father..." looking at said person. "...I never gave up my secrets to which they sought so low to extract them...but I didn't because what did I have to lose? I had nothing to lose" I said.

Everyone stared at me right now, mouths slightly agape, in complete disbelief at what I had just spoken. "What I am showing your future generation, that claim about turning them against you is what the Romans tried to kill me for!" I knew they had knowledge about the Romans. There were tales of encounters between Vikings and Romans, and the circumstances never ended on good terms.

"Don't be surprised if they come here searching for me" I said, getting off Toothless since some of them, especially the men with the arrows, still kept their guard.

"Then we'll just give you to them as a gift and we'll be on good terms again" Snotlout said.

"Don't be so sure about that...I could tell them that there are five others who know how to train dragons...and they'll come in full force and capture all of you, and unlike me, they will kill anyone who stands in their way" I said.

"Are you threatening us?" Stoick asked.

"Now why would I threaten the village that treated me like an outcast for fifteen years?" I asked sarcastically. "I'm saying if I'm going down, I'm taking you all with me" I cleared for them.

"That is not happening boy" Spitelout said and before I knew it two men had grabbed my arms. Toothless was about to attack but I stopped him.

"No bud...that's what they want you to do...Stand down!" I said, and after about a minute of contemplating, he did; lowering his wings, but not retracting his teeth, or claws.

"Get the dragon!" Snotlout yelled but I stopped him.

"Snotlout, are you really going to attack a dragon that will not fight back?" I asked.

"Oh he will...they always do" he said, walking nearer, and I was surprised that Toothless showed remarkable steadfastness by not crouching or preparing to pounce on him.

"Well I told him not to...so don't count on it."

"Perfect. That'll just make everything easier" he said, now holding the hammer with both hands.

"My, my...Snotlout Jorgenson taking down a dragon that _won't _fight back...that's not bravery that's cowardice" I said, and as soon as I did, he dropped his hammer and turned around, staring daggers at me. "And you know it" I finished off for him. He opened his mouth to say something but Stoick cut in.

"That's enough Snotlout, a Chief always knows when to keep his mouth shut" he said, and Snotlout grumbled about how he would show me something. But what Stoick said, confirmed something...Snotlout was already training to become Chief, meaning a wife wasn't too far away. Summer was just a month away, but Thor knows he could propose sooner and marriage would be within a month.

"You're lucky daddy's here to keep you alive" mumbled Snotlout as he walked back to his father's side.

"He's not my father...and I'm not his son...he's made that perfectly clear" I said, looking back at Stoick. "So...are you going to keep me in a cell tonight, or let me go back to my camp?" I asked.

"Take him to the cells" was all he said, turning around and leaving the crowd. Can't say I wasn't surprised.

"Toothless...go back to the camp and wait there. okay?"

_"Are you sure you don't want me to break you out?"_

"I'm sure bud. Don't worry, I'll be alright" I called after him as they took me away. He turned towards the forest and began to make his way there, with a few Vikings keeping eyes on him in case he tried something.

The prison cells had their own building, away from the eyes of the villagers. From what I remember, it had about six cells at max, and a single chair for the guard to stay. We arrived there in no time, and I was shoved into the first cell on the left. The iron bars clanged behind me and the familiar sound of keys locking the door aired the room.

"I'll take first watch" I heard my cousin say, and a reluctant 'Okay' from Stoick, and pretty soon, all that was left in the prison was me, Snotlout and a single torch burning by the entrance.

"This is what I've always wanted to see...you locked away like you're supposed to be...and me relishing in the moment" he gloated, taking the chair and placing it in front of my cell, and making himself comfortable.

"Well, looks like you're living the dream for once...while I've been living it for the past five years, away from Vikings and meeting new people, seeing new places and studying new dragons" I said, making myself comfortable, sitting down on the hay, which was the bed, and resting my back against the wall.

"But I understand...I mean, you had nothing left here, no father, no family, no friends. In fact life was way better after you left. Uncle Stoick began preparing me for the Chiefdom" he said.

"So how did the boring lectures, pointless disputes, and long hours of work do you?" I asked, knowing what was in store for him.

"They weren't _that _bad, I have to admit...but there comes an upside of being the next Chief...I get to marry whoever I want...and guess who I have in mind?" he shot back. I felt a knot form in my throat as he said those words.

"You're just marrying her for her beauty...that's it. You don't care about her at all" I said, not looking to meet his eyes.

"So what? I get what I want...and the girl I've wanted has always been Astrid. Her parents will not say no! They've actually been trying to convince her that I'm the right guy...and the whole village and I wonder why she doesn't like me. I mean we're both the best warriors of our generation, given I'm better than her, she's a gorgeous babe, and I'm a big, strong Viking...and think of how our children will look?"

I cringed on the inside when he said those words. I couldn't even begin to imagine that parallel universe...although if I didn't do something, that universe would become a reality.

"I know you care about her, Hiccup" he said suddenly, and when I looked to him, his face was plastered with a smug grin of victory. "I remember how you used to stare at her while we walked by and I could tell you began your own fantasy about how you and her would end up together...this is why this marriage is more satisfying than anything else...because I'm taking the last thing you ever wanted" he said those last few words in such a way that made my blood boil as hot as the flames of Hel's realm.

"So is that it? You spent your whole life taking things from me? What the fuck did I ever do to you?" I raised my voice. I shouldn't have because his grin was growing ever more so.

"She never belonged to me anyway...none of what you took belonged to me. I had nothing to begin with. Stoick always worried about me becoming Chief. Heck, even if I stayed I _wouldn't _have become Chief, even though it was my birthright. I wouldn't have had any friends, I wouldn't be anywhere. I accept that picture...but that picture was painted over five years ago...and I've painted a new one to replace it" I said, in a calmer voice.

"That doesn't mean you don't love her...I mean, I know you value her beauty as much as anything else" he said.

"Oh...how wrong you are...by the way, I know for a fact you wouldn't be speaking of her like this if she was here...given you're scared of her" I said with a smug, and rejoiced in seeing him scowl.

"Doesn't matter what you think anymore...not after tonight anyway" he said with a knowing smile.

"What do you mean?" I asked, leaning forward but already fearing the worst.

"You'll see" he replied.

_Astrid's POV _

I saw the whole commotion in the centre of the village an hour ago, and I truly felt sorry for Hiccup. He did catch my eyes with his through the crowds at one point, and at that time I was on my way to the front to help him, but one look from his eyes told me I should stay back, and that he'd handle it. I still feel I should have gone up and defended him. But that would have brought more attention to me and I think he didn't want that.

And for the past hour, I had been in the forest, making sure Toothless got to the camp safely. I had walked with him, of course since he trusted me. I also made sure to go with him after the Vikings had shifted their gazes and wouldn't see me with him.

I was on my way home, wondering how Hiccup was doing. However, as I was rounded the corner onto the street where my house was, I saw a my father and...Spitelout shaking hands...with smiles on their faces.

_OH NO!_

It was at that moment that Spitelout turned and left, that I ran to my house and forcefully pushed my father inside before Spitelout could see the commotion.

"What happened!?" I yelled as walked to the centre of the room, turning to face my father. My mother had also just entered from the kitchen.

"You're engaged, Astrid!" he yelled happily, hugging me.

"NO!" I screamed, pushing him away from me. "I'm engaged to Snotlout!? Of all people!? Why would you do that!?" I yelled, trying to hold back the tears.

"Astrid, it's for your own good. You'll be marrying the _Chief _of Berk. You'll be set for life!" my mother tried to reason.

"You mean you'll be set for life!" I yelled back.

"Astrid, don't you dare talk back to your mother that way" my father said, face turning serious. "You'll be marrying Snotlout...the second best fighter of our future generation, you'll be the wife of a Chief, you'll have a lot of power and wealth. You'll be doing us proud" he said.

"All he ever cared about was my body, my beauty and I bet he's fantasized me naked in his dreams! I _will not _marry him!" I said was adamant about it. I folded my arms over my chest and sat on the main couch, facing the hearth.

"Astrid..." my mother, trying to comfort me, sat beside me and brought me in with her arms, "...the contract's already been negotiated and agreed upon. We can't back out now even if we wanted to" she said, gently rocking me.

"Except you don't want to!" I said, breaking out of her arms and standing back up.

"What would you have us do, Astrid? You are twenty years old and well passed the age of marriage. We did what should have been done a long time ago" my father said.

"Oh and that's still engaging me to Snotlout? Well, I'm glad you waited five years...honestly I am" I said sarcastically.

"The wedding's in one month, dear. It'll be during the beginning of summer...it should be wonderful" my mother said, trying to get me to look on the bright side, but it wasn't working one bit.

"Yes...summer will be wonderful, but not my marriage."

"What would you wish us do Astrid? We are not marrying you off to merchants, traders or men from other villages because we do not know them and have no history with them. Your mother and I know about the Jorgensons and the lineage they adhere from. They are a proud and respected family in this village..."

"Don't forget _extremely _wealthy" I cut in.

"...and by you marrying Snotlout, you'll be in good hands" he said, ignoring my snide comment.

"And Hiccup had been disowned by his own father...branded a traitor to Berk and Vikings...we wouldn't have even considered marrying you to him even if none of the dragon nonsense happened" he finished.

"So it was always going to be Snotlout?" I asked.

"The counsel had plans of always having Snotlout as Chief and not Hiccup. Even Stoick knew about it but was hoping for some miracle that Hiccup could live up to people's expectations of a _real _Chief and a _real _Viking" he stated.

"Besides you two are the perfect..."

"_Don't _finish that sentence papa" I said, raising my hand. "Snotlout and I are _nothing _alike. He will only sit back with friends and aim his mug at me and say _'It's not surprising I got her...after all, she fell for all this.' _And you know it, and you are alright that he'll be looking at me like I'm some trophy? I thought fathers were there to make sure their daughters were marrying the right man who would care for her _properly_!" I yelled.

"How dare you!?" he yelled back, catching me and my mother by surprise. "Then who is the right man for you, Astrid? Who is the person who would treat you with all the respect that you want, worship you...Snotlout already does that...which man do you want to marry? Hiccup?" he asked.

"At least he respects women in general!" I countered.

"There was Cutthroat, dear" my mother brought up. "Astrid did seem to take a liking to him."

"I only liked him because he was actually a decent sparring partner when he was here. It was just admiration towards his fighting skills" I said. I never liked the guy _that _much.

"Besides, what has Snotlout done...he managed to nearly start a war with the Meatheads, and hasn't accomplished feats that Hiccup has!" I said.

"And what do you know of Hiccup? You barely talked to the boy when he was here! You found him weak and pathetic!" my father said.

"I now I know how bloody wrong I was...how wrong all of us were in treating him the way we did. He has not told you what he's been through over the past five years" I said.

"What has he been through?" my father yelled.

"Torture!" I yelled back, and watched the shocked expressions cover the faces of mother and father. "He had gone through torture at the hands of the Romans...refusing to give up he's secrets on dragon training...he even survived an encounter with the White Death" I said.

"The White Death, that was just a story.." my mother said.

"No...the dragon was very real...but you can ask him about it later" I said walking to the door.

"Where are you going?" my father asked.

"Away from here!" I yelled back and slammed the door in their faces.

_Normal POV _

Astrid's parents grimaced at the loud bang of the door. They were expecting their daughter to show her displeasure, but it's now safe to assume they didn't expect the scale of it. "Do you think we made the right choice?" Ingrid asked. She never saw her daughter upset as she was now.

"We know she doesn't approve of this one bit...but she'll thank us, eventually" Arnbjorn said.

"I hope" she added in. She knew Astrid better than anyone, since she inherited most of her personality. Her husband sat down beside her and placed his hands on hers, trying to assure her.

"Remember when your parents told you that you had to marry me?" he asked, and she nodded, a small smile gracing her lips. "You first came to me, slapped me so hard that I was sure that you broke my jaw...and told me to never talk to again...and look where we are now. We did have our ups and downs, but we made it work out. We have a beautiful daughter and two strong sons with us and they're already the best Vikings I've ever seen. Astrid will thank us for this decision. She'll learn to love Snotlout" he said; in some way trying to believe his own words.

"But that's the thing, Arnbjorn...I don't think she'll ever love him. You haven't heard her say how much of an idiot, arrogant and egotistic person, and I never really liked him that much at all to be honest" she said, shifting her gaze to the fire, watching the small embers flick and disappear in the air.

"I know that you're parents had you marry me because of our name, and the respect and lineage I can from...given I'm not a Chief but a warrior nonetheless. But I had you to put me in my place" he said with a small chuckle, earning a laugh from her as well.

"She seems to be taking a liking to Hiccup" she said all of a sudden. "She talks about him now, the things he's done and what he's gone through. Do you think she loves him?" she asked.

"Well, if she does, she'll have to stop because even though it might seem like the stuff of fairytales, there's no way around this. Stoick does not look like he'll take Hiccup back as a son or even lift his traitor title" Arnbjorn said.

"Maybe...just maybe...we should have waited a bit longer" Ingrid said, to see how events would play out.

_At the Prison (Normal POV)_

Hiccup couldn't believe what Snotlout had just hinted at. If it was true, then he had to find a way to get her out of this marriage...but for the past thirty minutes, he had failed to figure out how. He was a branded traitor and couldn't challenge Snotlout. Even if he lured Snotlout in by downgrading his pride and skill, Stoick would surely intervene and prevent it from happening. Kidnapping was the only other option but he didn't want Astrid or her family to suffer the consequences when the truth would eventually be found out.

"Speaking of my bride" Snotlout broke his train of thought when they heard rushed footsteps coming towards the prison. Astrid was met at the door, her a few stray strands of hair falling out of her braid and eyes, almost looking flushed.

"Did you get the news beau..."

"Snotlout, I'm gonna give you the count to three to turn tail and run away from here" she said in a low voice.

"So you can catch me for yourself? Is that it?" he asked, placing an arm around her shoulder. Big mistake.

She twisted his arm and threw him at the far end of the war, getting a cry out of him. "Y-you broke my wrist" he mumbled as he got up, holding his left wrist incredibly lightly.

"Consider it my wedding gift to you...oh and I have many others waiting if you don't get out of here!" she yelled, and he quickly shuffled his way out of that building, but not before casting a smug, but painful grin at Hiccup.

As soon as he was out of sight, she slumped to her knees in front of Hiccup's cell, looking defeated. "I think you know what's happened" she said softly, but after some silence.

"Snotlout did hint at it...and knowing him, he always goes through with what he says" Hiccup replied, in an equally defeated voice.

"Have you thought of any plans?"

"I have...but I've found nothing. There's no way for me to challenge him for your hand without Stoick intervening or him even accepting it on account of Spitelout and his punishment if he loses" said Hiccup. There really was no way out for the two of them.

"Well then...the time we had, given it was short...it was amazing, I'll tell you that" she said with a sad smile, reaching for Hiccup's hand between the bars and interlacing their fingers.

"I will try and figure out if there are any other ways, Astrid. I will not give up just yet" he said, holding her hand tightly.

"I know you won't...but if worst comes to show...we have to be ready" she said.

"I know...and that is what I'm afraid of" he replied.

_Meanwhile _

Cutthroat watched the depressed couple bask in each other's presence through the small window at the far end of the hall, without them noticing. He jumped down off the barrels of hay he was on, without making any noise and proceeded through the forest towards the meeting point.

About thirty minutes later, he found Alvin, Dagur and a few of their men waiting there.

"Plan A is no good. The Jorgenson heir has just bound Astrid into marriage with him" he informed upon seeing the two.

"Ow's 'iccup feelin'?" asked Alvin.

"Dejected, destroyed, broken...those are the words off the top of my head, but he says he will try and find a way"

"Why don't we just go through with kidnapping Astrid and let him come to us. He still would" said Dagur.

"And so would the whole of Berk cousin. We can't risk that" Cutthroat said.

"We could wait for 'im to leave and capture him, since there'll be nothing left for him anymore" Alvin suggested.

"That's good, but he did say he might try and find a way out of that contract" informed Cutthroat. "And I don't think we'll get the opportunity to capture Astrid since she'll be kept under close watch."

"Well then, I guess we'll go with capturing Hiccup...let's dock at the far ridge on the north, and I want ships placed all round the sea stacks of Berk, hidden, waiting for him to appear" Dagur said.

Their plan was finally ready.


	24. Hiccup's Trial

**A/N: Just 7 more days left till I see _How To Train Your Dragon 2_. The critics and reviews have already made this movie as the best possible sequel of any movie. **

"What are we going to do with him? The boy's as much as a menace before he left ... except this time he's actually _helping _the dragons" spoke the second in command in front of the elder counsel and the other villagers of Berk. Chief Stoick was sitting with the elders at the far end of the Great Hall, facing the crowd that had gathered for the emergency meeting. He had called the meeting not too long after Hiccup was taken to the prison. Spitelout had only recently joined them, after attending to some personal matters, as he called it, and immediately began to take centre stage with turning everyone in the village against the former runt.

"He's trying to blind our future generation ... the people who will lead this village into the future as the greatest Viking tribe that ever existed on the maps, and killing dragons is our way of showing our enemies that we are not to be messed with" he continued, cheers meeting the same level of enthusiasm and confidence as his own voice.

"Stoick, I know you wanted to know if he was alive, and you do now. I know you wanted to see if there was another way ... but look at the facts _and _the damage he did out there. It was a long-shot but you knew the risks of bringing him back. It's clear that we can't head down this path that he tried to force us into" his brother-in-law said.

"What do you suggest we do with the lad?" Thurmond asked, one of the villages' most respected, and senior elders apart from Gothi.

"What we had planned for him five winters ago ... the death penalty for high treason" Spitelout said, smashing his fist on a table near them, erupting cheers from the Vikings behind him.

"But from what I heard from Stoick, the boy seems to know why dragons are attacking" said Vern, another member of the elder counsel.

"And he refused to share that information with us ... clearly he wants those beasts to continue their raids. It's obvious he doesn't care about us. Many people here and as I do know even members of the elder counsel, have heard that he had his Night Fury swat away our men for a Deadly Nadder to escape, a Nadder that took away two of our citizens today, the Nadder that left a spouse and her two year old son, without a father and a husband ... If he doesn't care about the well-being of our community, we shouldn't care about his dragon training crap" he spoke. The elders whispered among themselves, a few of them nodding their heads. To what, no one knows but they speculated that it was in agreement with what Spitelout was saying.

"I don't believe it's fair that we are having this meeting without the person in question attending it" Stoick spoke, causing a few murmurs about the crowd.

"Are you serious Stoick? Are you really taking pity on him? I know he's your son but you disowned him five winters ago and did it in front of the everyone's eyes. Why are you taking his side on this matter?" his brother-in-law shot at him.

"I'm not taking his side in this matter. You know very well that I knew those men who died out there. I'm just as mad as you are at those beasts for killing them and I would love to kill every single one of them for the pain and suffering that they have caused us. I am just saying that Hiccup has to speak his thoughts for defending those dragons ... we have to listen to his side of the story in this matter. He will pay, you have my word on that ... but he also needs to be here for this meeting to continue further" the Chief said, his voice adamant about his demand. Even though Hiccup was in a bit of a mess, Stoick took it upon himself that he would try and listen to what his 'son' has to say, since he had skipped out for fifteen years of his life.

"Stoick, are _you _sure that this isn't some self-pity trip that you feel the need to embark on just because you feel you didn't treat him right when he was here?" asked Spitelout, trapping the Chief then and there. He saw the sadness of losing his only child flash in his Chief's eyes briefly. He remembers the week following the incident as if it were yesterday. Even though he disowned his son, their Chief was never the same after that day. He was never fully committed to his daily tasks, he skipped meetings by locking himself up in his house and he barely made eye contact with anyone when he came out, and that was to take walks on the trails that he used to take Hiccup on when he was no more than ten.

People felt sorry him, but not in the 'losing your only child' way, but in the 'your child was always a disappointment' way. But they never spoke of this to him. But he saw through their sympathetic glances all to well. They didn't know he was mourning the death of his son. He didn't die, but Stoick knew he had failed his son by letting him turn into a dragon sympathizer. He knew that if he saw the signs and _paid more attention _to Hiccup, he could have saved him ... but he failed. He failed his son, and he failed Valka.

"I don't _feel _that I didn't treat him right Spitelout ... I _know _I didn't treat him right. As a father, I wasn't there for him, never listened to him, never comforted him. And now here is, grown into a man of his own ... something that I honestly wish I could have witnessed but I believe that is the consequence of my actions and failures as a father. It is too late for me to show him that I care about him as a son, but I would like to give him a fair chance in this ... to at least speak his side of the truth. And I don't want to hear you say that he will speak lies, because I can honestly say that Hiccup is no liar ... he never was" he added the last part quietly, remembering the time when Hiccup told him he shot down a Night Fury.

"But that decision in the end lies with the elders, whether Hiccup should be allowed to say what he has" he gestured to the Elders, who were listening intently at his speech. The five Elders convened amongst themselves, whispering to each other about what had just taken place. After a minute or two, Thurmond turned to Stoick.

"We have decided that even though Hiccup has to pay for his crimes, he deserves a say in this meeting. Bring him to the Hall" he announced, loud enough for everyone to hear. There were immediate uproars of disagreement from the crowd at their decision. There were screams of 'Hang him' or 'Burn him' or 'Feed him to the dragons'. They didn't want to hear him and they were making that clear.

"Enough!" Stoick yelled, pushing back his chair and standing up, causing the crowd to immediately silence themselves. "The Elders have made their decision and you all have heard that Hiccup will pay for his crimes, but until a suitable punishment is issued, he has a chance to give his side of the story. Gobber and I will go bring him since I know none of you want to see him at this point" he said, already walking through the crowd, who parted for him as he came through. The old smithy met his best friend at the doors, walking out together.

"Gotta say, didn't expect tha' from ye Stoick" his friend said as he hobbled along after him.

"I don't know why I did it either Gobber, honestly ... but I just have this gut feeling of letting Hiccup speak, since he does deserve his say in this" he replied.

"It does seem to me that ye' are trying to reconnect with Hiccup" his friend said, seeing through his decisions.

"That's because I am, Gobber. With the levels of treason he's committed in the past, and tonight ... I don't know how long I have to try and redeem myself to him" he said, not bothering to beat around the bush with his best friend.

"It might be a little too late for tha' Stoick. He doesn't seem interested in knowin' ya again, and looks determined to keep it that way" said Gobber.

"I have to try, Gobber. It's high time I started. All those years he tried to show me he was trying to be a Viking, wanting to make me proud ... and I never gave him a second glance, only looked down at him with disappointment and embarrassment. It's time I started trying to bridge the gap between him and I" he said.

Gobber saw the determination in his eyes. It looked like he was dead serious about this move. But he knew Hiccup would shrug off the attempts Stoick would make at reconnecting with him. As the only Viking in Berk who knew Hiccup the best, he knew that Hiccup would not even think about reconnecting with his father ... not after the things Hiccup told him, the invisible hatred he had for his father for ignoring him and disowning him. Sometimes he wondered if Hiccup even knew he harboured that anger, but because of his kind nature, he might have not realized it.

"Stoick, wait!" Gobber whispered suddenly, grabbing his friend's shoulder and making him stop.

"What is it?" he asked. They were now nearly at the prison and could see the front entrance with a torch hanging by the doorway.

"I think there's someone with 'im" he said as he moved a bit to the right to see who was the person. Stoick followed his movements and moved silently, something remarkable for the two large Vikings. They moved slowly and silently, taking a few steps at a time, making sure they didn't startle the people. However, once they reached a certain point, they couldn't believe what they were seeing.

They managed to make out the person as a girl, but no ordinary girl, Astrid Hofferson, and she had her hand interlaced with Hiccup's through the gaps between the metal bars of the cell door. He was trailing his thumb in circles over her hand and they had their eyes on each other, and from their distance, Stoick realized the look they had all too well. It was the same look he saw on Valka's face when she was alive, whenever they had their moments. It appeared that Hiccup and Astrid were clearly infatuated with each other, but since there was no one talking about it, they must have kept their relationship on the downside.

"Did ye' ever expect that to happen?" Gobber whispered to him.

"No. Not in my lifetime" Stoick replied, in an equally astonished voice.

"What happened on her search for 'im? Or better question of what happened between them when she found him?" Gobber said, surprised by the way that they were acting. They were clearly depressed about something and by both of their looks, it seemed like there was no hope.

"We'll figure that out later, Gobber. Let's go get him now" said Stoick.

_000_

"But you know what was the most precious moment I had with you?" Hiccup asked her. They had resolved to talking about their time in Hiccup's house in the lands far off to the east.

"What?" she asked, a smile grazing her lips. She thought it would have been awkward for the both of them, but it turned out that that week was the time they needed to really get to know each other.

"That evening where we watched the sunset ... I mean I usually watched it everyday, but that day, with you sitting beside me ... things felt different, definitely for the better" he said.

"I know what you mean. For that one moment, everything felt right in my life. I was calm, relaxed ... happy, all at the same time. And it was at that moment that I felt complete. I didn't want to say it at the time, for obvious reasons..." she said gesturing to the space between them, getting a small chuckle out of Hiccup "...but, the whole moment felt right, and it's also when I saw you in a completely different light ... that you were still the same old Hiccup, but so much more at the same time" she said.

"The funny thing is ... I had the same emotions towards you. For those five years I tried to suppress my feelings for you, trying to convince myself that you were in my past and I had to move on, but it never happened as much as I wanted it to ... and in that moment, seeing you stare at the sunset, that image of awe and longing on your face, the wonder in your eyes as you stared at the landscape's beauty, reminded me again why I fell for you" he said in a soft tone. He then saw her tense physically and immediately let go of his hand, not before adding that someone was coming. She straightened out her skirt and when looking up, saw the Chief and Gobber walk in.

"Astrid, what are you doing here?" the Chief asked. She was glad that they didn't see her from afar and didn't overhear them speaking.

"I uh, came to question Hiccup about his actions during the raid tonight" she said quickly, and luckily for her, both men bought it.

"That is why we are here. Hiccup has been given a chance to speak the reasons for his actions during tonight's raid. We are here to take him before the Elder counsel and allow him to plead his case" Stoick said, looking at the two young adults.

"I actually get a chance to speak? That's new" Hiccup commented, sarcasm laced in his voice. Stoick however let the comment go. Gobber unlocked the iron door with the keys he brought. "Aren't my hands going to be bound behind my back?" Hiccup asked, getting up and dusting his clothes off.

"There will be no need for that, son" Stoick said, and saw Hiccup flinch when he said the word son.

"Come on lad. Hope ye' have a speech prepared" Gobber said, ushering Hiccup to go ahead of them.

"You and me both" he replied with a smile. Some things about the lad never changed, and Gobber was extremely glad to still he remnants of his apprentice.

"Is it alright if I join Chief?" Astrid asked, before they left.

"Of course, Astrid. Your friends are also in the Hall, waiting for Hiccup to appear" the Chief said, and Astrid immediately took her place beside Hiccup as they began their trek to the Hall. Hiccup and Astrid walked in the front, whispering among themselves while Stoick and Gobber trailer a few steps behind them, also whispering about this new relationship between Hiccup and the Hofferson girl.

"Do you have any idea what you're going to say?" she asked him, absolutely concerned for his safety.

"I'm just going to answer whatever the questions the Elders and the people of Berk have for me. I don't care whether they like my answer or call me names or even throw food or other items at me. I'm going to speak the truth" he said looking at her.

"You know, I didn't live up to my end of the deal" she said quietly, looking away.

"What do you mean?"

"I promised you that you would _not _be trialed once you set foot on Berk ... and look at where we are now" she said gesturing in the direction they were heading. The Great Hall was now right in front of them.

"None of this is your fault. I'm being trialed for my actions during the raid, but I'm sure they'll even bring up the past. Believe it or not, I've been preparing for this situation, so you _haven't _broken any deal" he said with a slight smile, the one that always managed to instill some hope and confidence in her.

They reached the massive doors of the Great Hall, and it was here where Stoick said he should lead the way to keep any angry Vikings from harming him. Gobber would take up the rear and Astrid would stay by his side. Stoick suspected that the others would think that she's there beside him just to make sure he doesn't try anything.

As soon as he opened the doors, all eyes turned on him and as soon as they saw Hiccup behind him they started yelling at him, calling him 'Dragon Lover', 'Traitor', 'Bilge Rat' and many other unmentionable names. They even through some of their drinks at him, but only ended up splashing the ground near him or his leather shoes which he completely ignored. Thanks to Stoick leading the way, he made it to the front of the Hall, in front of the Elder Counsel members who kept neutral faces the entire time. Astrid found the rest of the gang who were at the front of the crowd with a good view of anything that could happen.

"Hey babe" she heard the voice of her now _fiance_. She saw that his hand was bandaged and the others were looking at her sympathetically, especially Ruffnut. They had heard the news. _  
><em>

"If you call me babe again, I _will _break your nose, jaw and your other wrist ... got it!?" she hissed at him, grabbing him by his collar and pulling him to her face, staring daggers into his eyes. He was visibly shaken as he nodded his head quickly and she pushed him onto the floor. He quickly gathered himself and stood beside Tuffnut and Fishlegs, a safe distance away from her.

"How you holding up?" she heard Ruffnut ask her, placing a hand on her shoulder.

"What do you think?" she answered sadly.

"What about Hiccup?" she asked, glancing at the young man who was waiting for the trial to start.

"He said he'll try and find a way to get me out of this."

"But do you think he will?"

"I hope so, Ruff. I really do" was all Astrid could say.

"Well, I don't want to add salt to the wound, but I think it's fair to warn you that Spitelout will announce your engagement after the trial" she said, gesturing to said man who was also standing in the front. Clearly he was going to speak on behalf of the villagers. Astrid didn't show any physical reaction to what she just said; no sigh, no groan, no curses, she just kept staring at Hiccup as the trial was about to begin.

"Alright everyone, settle down!" Stoick yelled. "The trial of Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III will start now. Counsel Elders, you have control" he said, as he sat down. The Hall quietened down to hear the Elders speak. Thurmond was the first to stand up.

"Hiccup, you are brought here before the Elder Counsel of the Village of Berk on accounts of high treason and your actions during tonight's raid. Do you stand by your actions?"

"I do" Hiccup answered without hesitation. His answer was met once again with shouts of anger. Thurmond raised his hand to silence the crowd, giving them a hard glare, warning them not to repeat their actions.

"You also do understand the consequences if found guilty for your actions?"

"With the laws in this village, I will be found guilty ... but before I begin my side, I just want to thank the Elder Counsel for granting me this opportunity to speak" he spoke, giving a smile to them, a genuine one.

"Believe it or not, it was your father's decision to give you this hearing" Thurmond said, glancing to the Chief who was seated beside him. Hiccup on the other hand was surprised by this news, looking to his father who avoided his gaze.

'Why in Odin's beard would _he _give me a chance to speak?' thought Hiccup.

"So Hiccup, why did you free the Nadder that was tied down and was about to be killed by Snotlout Jorgenson?" he asked, sitting back down.

"I freed him because dragons are not our enemies" he said, and once again was met with cries and shouts of anger.

"Silence!" Vern yelled. The noise did settle down but there were still angry murmurs going on in the crowd.

"So are you saying that the Nadder had to be freed because it was not our enemy? Even though it killed two of the nine men we lost tonight? It left a family without their only son and another family without a husband and a father to a two year old son ... how can you justify that?" Thurmond asked.

"I cannot ... and I know that my condolences to the families will not mean anything right now for their grief, but the dragons that raid us are also victims."

"Liar!"

"Traitor!"

"You're taking the side of those beasts now!? He deserves to die!" were the shouts that erupted from the crowd. Some men even tried to get to him but were blocked by Gobber who was making sure no one laid a finger on him. Astrid and the gang watched on. There was already a fire going on in the crowd and every time Hiccup spoke about how good the dragons are, seemed to add kindle to the growing flame. She knew that some of the Vikings wanted his blood for what he was saying.

"Silence! Silence!" Stoick yelled from his seat. "There will be no more aggressive attempts on the prisoner. Otherwise you will have to deal with me!" he yelled, making eye contact with each member of the audience who tried to advance on Hiccup.

"Respected Elders, may I have the floor?" Spitelout asked, stepping away from the crowd, making himself visible. Snotlout looked on with pride, as he was about to see his father destroy Hiccup's arguments.

"Very well, Spitelout Jorgenson. You have the floor" Thurmond said.

"Thank you, Elder Thurmond" he said, before turning to Hiccup. "Well Hiccup, you clearly don't have the people of Berk on your side."

"Never expected them to be ... stubbornness issues towards change and all that" Hiccup said, with a shrug of his shoulders.

"Yes. Our proud and respected heritage is something we tend to carry on ... since that defines who we are" Spitelout said.

"Yes, that oh so heroic line of dragon murderers and hunters. Killing dragons for pleasure; taking them by surprise, tying them down with ropes, slicing their stomachs open and choking them with their own intestines, beheading newborn dragons for the _fun _of it, when they've done nothing ... having _pleasure _watching the blood of dead dragons flow from their bodies like rivers after rain ... without even thinking that they are living creatures that can feel pain and suffering as well" he spoke, shaking his head a bit to get the images out of his head.   
><span>

"Then clearly you do not understand the customs that we go through, the rite of passage that is necessary for us to become Vikings. Astrid Hofferson slew a dragon during a raid that happened a few days after you left ... a feat that we celebrated" he said, and the Hall cheered for said girl, who didn't acknowledge them; she only had her eyes on the young man on trial.

"And you prevented my son that night from joining the illustrious line of dragon killers by freeing that beast" he spat the last word.

"Then he clearly didn't appreciate me showing him how to tame a dragon, how to ride a dragon, how to form a bond with a dragon; he clearly didn't learn anything. Doesn't surprise me, I mean, he tried to show the Monstrous Nightmare who was boss and got his arse lit on fire and smacked against the wall with its tail ... it was pretty funny to watch actually" Hiccup said, laughing at that image again. The whole gang, except for Snotlout, were laughing at the memory, and he had smoke coming out from his years.

"Did you know he's already named his dragon?" he asked Spitelout who looked a bit taken aback.

"What's his name Snotlout?" Hiccup asked. Everyone turned their eyes to him, waiting for an answer. Snotlout only looked to his father who nodded his head.

"Hookfang" he said.

"Fitting name, actually. But I now know that he won't kill his dragon" Hiccup said smugly.

"What makes you so sure?" asked Spitelout.

"Easy. One, he named his dragon. Two, he's already bonded with his dragon ... somewhat. Three, they've flown together, for a brief time, I admit. But I bet if you ask the others to kill their dragons, they won't" he said.

"Alright then," Spitelout wanted to prove him wrong. "Astrid, would you kill the dragon you chose?" he asked, with a smile.

"No" she replied strongly, wiping the grin off his face.

"Fishlegs, would you kill your dragon?" he asked the large young man, who visibly shook under his piercing gaze. Fishlegs looked to his friends, who smiled and nodded towards him.

"No" he answered as well. By now there were murmurs among the crowd at Hiccup's assumption that the young adults wouldn't kill their dragons. Hiccup just stood proudly, looking at his friends' new found love and respect for their dragons. Spitelout however, was getting impatient.

"Ruffnut, Tuffnut, would you kill your dragon?"

"Heck no, we love Barf and Belch!" exclaimed Ruffnut.

"Yeah ... I mean, they're just like us!" Tuff said. Spitelout sighed in anger, looking away from them, disappointment in his eyes. That plan backfired.

"See Spitelout, dragons can change the perception of you all ... for the better" said Hiccup.

"Is that so? Then what about the men and women they've killed? What about the families they destroyed by ripping away loved ones ... literally! What about your mother!?" he yelled. Both Hiccup and Stoick flinched at the mention of her.

"What were you thinking when that dragon took her away in its talons?" he asked. All eyes turned on Hiccup. They never truly knew what went on in Hiccup's mind that faithful day.

"I felt angry ... like I wanted to kill every single dragon that I saw ... even though I was small and scrawny back then. But as time passed and more raids took place, my hatred for them began to dissipate. Because why would I want revenge, hatred and anger controlling my life? If I did, I would have ended up like everyone in this village. I forgave them" he said.

"How could you forgive the creatures that killed your mother?" Vern asked, truly intrigued.

"Because letting that hatred of dragons consume my life was not going to happen. I loved my mother, she was the only one who understood me. But I knew she wouldn't want me fretting over her death. I mourn for, like I always have. I always stay up and watch the stars at night on the day she died, an activity we used to do together, wishing she was still here; I made her a shrine in my house far in the east, I celebrate her birthday ... besides, have you ever thought to stop and think what happens when you kill a dragon; taking away a dragon's mate, parent, hatchling ... the lives _you _destroy? No, I didn't think so" he said, after a brief pause and seeing the Vikings looking down, not in shame, but in avoidance of contact with his eyes.

"Do you expect us to become dragon sympathizers as well? After what they've done for three hundred years?" Thurmond asked.

"No. What I'm asking is for all of you to give them a chance. They're not the beasts we think they are" Hiccup continued.

"What did you mean by the dragons being the victims?" Vern asked, remembering Hiccup's statement earlier in the trial.

"The dragons aren't conducting the raids of their own free will. They're being controlled."

"By you?" Snotlout asked.

"Yes. I have always been in control of them for three hundred years, Snotlout" Hiccup replied, his sarcasm eventually picked up by his cousin.

"Being controlled by what?" Stoick asked, leaning forward from his seat.

"The Red Death" Hiccup said darkly. The whole room began to murmur, the candles' flames were flicking about and the wind had picked up a howling trait outside.

"What is this Red Death?" asked Vern.

"It's the dragon that controls every single dragon that raids the village. It relies on them for food as it cannot leave its home. And if the dragons don't comply, or fail to bring it food ... it eats them" Hiccup said coldly, moving his gaze to the floor. He could feel the tension in the room reach an all time high, with the hushed whispers of the crowd increasing at the news they heard.

"Eats them whole" he finished, and this time, the crowd went silent. They had never heard of such a dragon, and to eat a Monstrous Nightmare, or even a Zippleback whole was ... unheard of, impossible really. The young adults were also shocked at this news. The twins said they would love to see this dragon, of course. Snotlout, with his boastfulness, claimed that no dragon is too dangerous for him, and Fishlegs was having a hard time coming to terms with what Hiccup just said. From his vast wealth of knowledge of dragons from the Book of Dragons, not one page talked about a dragon of such magnitude. He could not believe what Hiccup was saying was true.

Astrid on the other hand, with her new found trust for Hiccup, believed him. The dragons she encountered on her quest for him kept their distance away from her. The mother Nadder even helped her after she protected her hatchlings from the wolves ... albeit what Hiccup was saying seemed far-fetched, it could explain why the dragons are attacking.

"How do we know you're telling the truth? A dragon that size could not possibly exist" Spitelout said.

"Believe me, it does exist. Toothless told me about him. The only reason the Night Fury didn't attack was that it was, you could say an escort, tasked with taking out the defenses, making it easier for the rest of the dragons to move in and take whatever food there was" he explained.

"Where does this beast live?" asked Stoick.

"It lives on Dragon Island, which all of you can't find" he said.

"And I suppose you know where it is" Stoick assumed.

"Yes, I do"

"Then why don't you tell us where it is?" asked Spitelout.

"As much as I love this village" sarcasm laced in his voice "I am not going to for the benefit of your lives" he said.

"We Vikings can take care of ourselves and will kill this Red Death, as you call it!" someone from the crowd yelled and was met with cheers and shouts of agreement.

"Please ... if this dragon came to Berk, it could wipe out the whole village in four or less shots" he said, and everyone stopped their cheers, baffled by what he said.

"How big is this dragon?" Thurmond asked.

"The size of a small to medium sized mountain" said Hiccup, and this time there was pin-drop silence. Nobody assumed the dragon was _that _big.

"Is this why you've been training the selected few to ride dragons? To take them into battle with this beast?" Vern asked.

"No. I've been training them to show that most dragons are not the vicious, killing monsters you all label them as. They are living creatures that can form bonds with Vikings, when treated with love and respect. That is what I've been showing your future generation, and they've seen it and to an extent, accepted it"

"But that still doesn't excuse them for the deaths they've cost us. There has to be consequences for their actions. And that's why, I believe if Hiccup is representing them, why doesn't he pay for them as well?" Spitelout suggested with a smile and the shouts of agreement from the crowds confirmed they were behind him the second in command one hundred percent.

"Are you suggesting we give him the death penalty, Spitelout?" Thurmond asked.

"Yes. That is exactly what I'm suggesting. It's only fair since as of now, all those deaths that Hiccup feels sorry for can be placed on his head since he believes the dragons do it out of self-defense" he said. The Elders looked to each other while the crowd sounded of agreement, that death was the only way Hiccup could pay for his crimes against the village. The young adults looked on with concern. In all their years, they haven't seen anyone from their tribe be sentenced to death. They couldn't imagine it happening to anyone, Hiccup especially.

Astrid was beyond frightened right now. She could see the Vikings laughing and clasping each other's shoulders in gladness at Hiccup's impending sentence. It was then she remembered what he had said to her when she found him ... Vikings were always going to be hooked on to the old ways. No one would be able to change them. Their only hope would be sentenced to death and there was nothing she could do. However, a laugh that didn't belong to any of the Vikings of the crowd, Spitelout or the Elders, began to quieten down the noise in the Hall. Her eyes searched for the source and she was surprised to find the laugh coming from Hiccup, whom all eyes were now glued to.

"What's so funny?" asked Spitelout.

"What's funny you say? It's just that the Outcasts, the Berserkers, the Romans and many others would kill for the information I have on dragons, and you all don't even give a crap about it. I wonder why I didn't tell the Romans how to train the dragons. I would have loved to see the looks on your faces when they attacked" he said with a slight smile.

"You would have loved to see this village burn to a crisp?" asked Stoick.

"I want to show you all something" Hiccup said, and began untying certain straps that held his leather armour together. He removed the shoulder pads and then his chest guard, leaving him his green tunic, which he promptly removed over his head and held in his hand. He heard the gasps when his chest, back and abdomen were visible to the crowds.

"I can see why you're into him" Ruff whispered to Astrid, who then elbowed her in the gut. Yes, he had a finely toned frame with lean muscles adorning his back and arms, but what stood out to Astrid, and soon to everyone else, were the whip scars on his back, three or four on his back, the huge scar on the left side of his chest, over his heart, and down to his abdomen and the four dagger scars on his stomach area, and one on the right side of his chest.

"The Romans captured me ... saw me train a Gronckle. They had me blindfolded, my hands in chains behind my back and put me in a horse-drawn carriage. When they removed the blindfold, I found myself in a dark cell, just a small window letting sunlight in. But when I looked around, I wasn't in an ordinary cell. There was a table in the middle, with straps where your hands and feet will be bound, a few chairs against the wall covered in blood stains, weapons on racks against the walls, and then I realized, I was in a torture room, hands and feet tied down as I sat in a chair. It wasn't long until the door opened, and four men walked in. The captain, I guessed by his uniform, immediately walked up to me and punched me in the face, knocking me to the floor while still in the chair. Two of his men then came up and pulled me back up and placed me in front of the captain. They wanted to know how I trained that dragon ... I wouldn't tell them. Every time I said no, the captain landed a right or left hook to my face."

"My first day was that basically. My face was swollen, I had a black eye, my lips were cut and I had blood bleeding from four wounds ... and that was just my face. The next day, they untied me from the chair and dragged me to the wall. They cuffed my hands to two chains hanging from the wall, and while two men held me up, the captain went to the weapons rack and took the whip. Every time I said no to showing them my secrets, he whipped me ... he asked me four times. I know that doesn't seem much, but you don't know how much the leather stings, how time seems to slow down and you feel it enter your body and burn your flesh. He used that whip three times ... he used a metal chain for the last one" Astrid covered her mouth as he spoke. He never told her that they used a length of chain as a whip.

"That's the worst scar on my back. They would have kept going but one of the men said that they should try other ways ... so they strapped me back to the chair, blood bleeding from the four, two to three feet long wounds on my back, and the captain took out his dagger ... and asked me how I trained dragons. I said I wouldn't tell him, and he stabbed me right in chest" he said, tapping the right side of his chest. "I could feel my flesh close around the cold blade. I knew it stabbed my lung. I wanted to scream, but I couldn't, only hold it in because I needed the air. But when I opened my eyes, I met the captain's eyes, and I could see the pleasure in them, at what he was doing. After what seemed like an eternity, he pulled the dagger out and called in a man to patch me up. He repeated the process for the next four days, the next four stabs in my abdomen. I nearly died of shock one day, but the Roman healer knew how to keep me alive. It was funny that the first thought that popped into my head was how he knew to do that ... but then I came to the assumption that they've tried the same techniques before on other prisoners ... and they didn't stop there with their torture."

"You should have seen me, I was unrecognizable ... dried blood stains from the stab wounds, parts of my face were either purple or black or red, and I even heard one of the guards ask if I was breathing and unfortunately I was. I saw the captain bring a huge bucket of water. One of the guards pulled out a cloth and tilted by chair back and brought it over my face, and it all happened so fast that it was an instant before I felt cold water being poured over my face ... the cloth making it hard to breath, water entering my mouth at the same time. Again they asked me if I would show them my secrets, I never complied ... so the captain had had enough and drew out his sword. That was when I heard explosion happening outside and screams of men. The captain shouted orders to the others to go out and see what was happening."

"But before they could, the door burst in on them, trapping them underneath it, and through whatever vision I had, I saw Toothless rush in and attack the captain. I blacked out then" the whole crowd had been listening to this ... never once imagining a person going through what Hiccup had. "When I came to, I found myself somewhere deep in the forest, with a fire going and Toothless by my side. He told me that the Romans had taken me to one of their permanent camp settlements. He attacked the place along with a few other dragons and said we were about a day's journey on foot from the now destroyed camp. Apparently he had given a bath in his saliva" everyone grimaced when he said that.

"But a Night Fury's saliva contains healing properties. I told him to go look for certain plants and herbs to bring back so I can make it into a remedy. With the medicinal herbs and Toothless' saliva, I was able to make a complete recovery in one month. The reason I'm telling you this story is for all of you to know that even though if I'm sentenced to death, it won't come remotely near to how close I felt like one year ago ... and that I am a survivor of torture, be it a short while, but a survivor nonetheless ... and that I am not even close to the same boy who left five years ago."

The Vikings looked to each other before looking back at Hiccup. He was clearly not the same boy; he had matured, physically and emotionally and in that moment realized that treating him as in the past had no effect on him now.

"What about that scar over your heart?" Fishlegs asked. All of them then noticed that he stayed away from how he obtained that scar. However, because everyone turned to him, waiting for an answer, Fishlegs saw Astrid visibly flinch, a bit, when he mentioned the scar. 'So she knows about it' he thought.

"That's a story for another day" was all Hiccup said.

"Thank you Hiccup for your side of the situation and your story that I know many of us would never have gone through. We will now leave and convene about his fate. Please remain here until we return" Thurmond said, before he and the Elders exited into a small room in the Hall. As soon as their door closed, the Vikings began talking amongst themselves, saying what consequence Hiccup will face.

"Why didn't ye' tell anyone 'bout that experience, Hiccup?" Gobber asked, walking with his former apprentice to a table to sit down at.

"Does it really matter? I don't even know why I told them" he said, staring at the ground between his feet.

"Hiccup!" he heard a voice call him and looked to see Astrid and the gang making their way towards him.

"How'd I do?" he asked with his toothy grin, and a meek shrug of his shoulders.

"That was something Hiccup" Fishlegs commented, as his friends gathered in a circle in front of him.

"Did you actually go through all that? And didn't tell them anything?" Tuff asked. By now Hiccup had put his shirt back on and was tying his armour back together.

"Every word I said was true. I wasn't going to give up those secrets to people who will use it for war" he said, struggling to tie up a strap that was on the inside of his arm.

"Let me" Astrid offered, already having the straps in her hands and tying them up.

"What were you thinking of when you were going through that pain?" asked Gobber.

"Not of this place, that's for sure" answered Hiccup, giving him a quick glance.

"I wouldn't blame ya' lad" said Gobber, sympathetically.

"What do you think their decision will be?" Astrid asked, taking a seat next to Hiccup.

"Well I hope those ole' bag of bones' let ye' live and let you off" said Gobber.

"Us too, I mean, who else will teach us more cool stuff about dragons if you're dead" Tuff said.

"Wow doofus, only thinking about dragons at a time like this when he could be led to the alter and have his heart cut out" Ruff said, slapping the back of her brother's head.

"Ouch! You know they could very well do the Blood Eagle him ... I tried not to bring that" Tuff yelled in response, taking a swing at Ruff, but ended on tripping on her foot which she had extended and fell face first onto the hard floor.

"Huh, forgot about the Blood Eagle" Hiccup said, in a tone more of humour rather than fear.

"Hiccup, this is no joking matter! If you're death sentence is the Blood Eagle, there's no way out of it" said Astrid.

"I know Astrid. I know. It's just a way I cope with tense situations" he replied.

"Then what about your sarcasm?" she asked.

"That's reserved for life and death situations most of the time, even though I use it every other sentence" he said with a smile, getting a small laugh out of the others. They spent the next hour talking about topics that had nothing to do with the trial, but more along the lines of how they were getting along with their dragons and how life had been for them over the past five years.

That's when they heard the doors open and saw the Elders walk out in a line, towards their table with Stoick behind them. "Everyone, settle down!" he yelled as the Elders took their seats. Most Vikings looked to Stoick to see the expressions of his face. If he was smiling, then that meant Hiccup would live, but if he wasn't, then he had been given the death penalty. Unfortunately for everyone, Stoick was keeping a straight face, even when making eye contact with the crowd.

"We have made a decision" Thurmond said, standing up. Each person was holding their breath. Even Hiccup hadn't been expecting to be this tense when they were to announce their decision. The same could be said for Astrid. Without knowing it, he grasped her hand and she held back with the same strength. Nobody noticed their action.

"Both Spitelout and Hiccup have given strong arguments to their sides ... and given the crimes stacked against Hiccup ... " said man was holding his breath as was the whole Hall " ... we have decided not to give him the death penalty" Thurmond said after a pause. The young adults all let out a breath they didn't know they were holding in, as did Gobber and Stoick. Spitelout and most of the other Vikings expressions turned sour. Once again the boy managed to live.

"However ... for committing high treason against the village of Berk and aiding the dragons in the recent raid, he will be branded as an outcast of the village of Berk, and is tasked to rebuild and repair whatever that was damaged in the raid and is to do it without any help from his Night Fury or any other person. If he does receive help, he will be publicly beaten and shamed. Until he finishes the repairs of the buildings, his home will be the prison cells on the outskirts of the village" he announced and the Vikings were pleased that he didn't get off completely.

"Hiccup, you will be escorted back to your cell ... cuff him" Thurmond said the last part, almost reluctantly. As the person in charge of the prisoners, Gobber had the cuffs on him and took them out with a sad expression.

"Sorry 'bout this lad" he said, and Hiccup knew he didn't want to do it.

"It's okay Gobber ... it's not your rules" his apprentice said, turning around and putting his hands behind his back. He felt the cold metal encircle his wrists and the nearly familiar sound of the clasp the cuffs made.

"I'll take him" Astrid said quickly, coming by his side.

"Alright, but no funny business" he said, handing her the keys to the cuffs. She nodded and led Hiccup down the side of the Hall, to avoid moving through the now rejoicing crowd.

"Everyone, I've got great news!" Spitelout yelled getting in front of everyone. Astrid quickened her pace and Hiccup did the same, sensing that she wanted to get out as fast as possible.

"My son ... your future Chief and Astrid Hofferson have been engaged!" he yelled and the cheers and shouts of joy doubled in that second. But it was when looks of realizations hit Gobber's and Stoick's faces. The crowd put Snotlout at the centre of their attention and began congratulating him; shaking his hands and hard slaps on his back and soon talks about how lucky he was to be engaged to _the _Astrid Hofferson. But the ladies and girls in the Hall couldn't find Astrid, and Spitelout just said that she wouldn't have been able to take in this wonderful news so she withdrew to home.

Aside from the celebrations of Snotlout's and Astrid's engagement, Gobber and Stoick moved to one of the side tables to discuss the delicate subject.

"So that's why they were sad ... she'd been engaged" Stoick said.

"Aye ... I truly feel sorry for them, Stoick. There is nothin' that Hiccup could do" he said. The Chief sighed in agreement. His friend was right. He might not have known Hiccup thoroughly, but he knew the boy fought for the things he loved ... and judging by the look he saw in his eyes when he and Astrid were in the prison, he was determined to get her out of the marriage.

"What are we gonna do, Stoick?" asked Gobber.

"Nothing. We're going to do nothing" the Chief said with a shake of his head.

"Ar' ye' serious?" Stoick could tell by the sound of his friend's voice that he was angry.

"What do you want me to do Gobber? A Chief doesn't mess in the formalities of marriage ... especially when it involves the marriage of the Heir to this tribe!" he shot back.

"So you're saying that ye' don't care 'bout Hiccup or his feelings? That ye just gonna stand by and ignore yer son again?"

"Gobber ... if I intervene in any way, Spitelout will accuse me of taking sympathy on a branded traitor and now outcast of this village ... I cannot do anything in this matter."

"How 'bout taking yer son back as _yer son_?" he suggested.

"What?" Stoick hadn't really thought of this idea.

"Take him back as yer son. I know you don't like asking for forgiveness but that is the first step in getting Hiccup ... apologize for the times ye failed as a father ... help him win Astrid back. If you do that, he might love ye again" Gobber reasoned. "If ye don't even try and help him, he'll leave and never come back because who would want to see the woman they love with another man? Ye'll never see him again and this time, he'll be determined to stay hidden."

His friend was right. The engagement between Snotlout and Astrid may be the solution he was looking for. If he could help Hiccup in any way he can to get Astrid, his son might not be angry at him ... might. But it was a long-shot Stoick was willing to take. Even if he couldn't get his son to love him, even if he does get Astrid, he can at least have the pleasure of seeing his son _truly _happy ... a sight he only once saw.

"Alright Gobber, I will help him."


	25. He Had Three Chances

**A/N: Okay guys, just saw _How To Train Your Dragon 2_ ... and my mind ... was BLOWN AWAY. These are the words I'll use to describe it:**

**AWESOME. HUMOUROUS. DRAMATIC. HEART WRENCHING. AMAZING. **

**One of the _THE BEST SEQUELS _of any movie, most likely the BEST SEQUEL in my opinion. I swear, there are moments that will make you cry, be ready! And OMG, the Hiccstrid? Loved it! Hopefully in the 3rd movie they will have a wedding and if they do, I will just burst with happiness!**

**Anyway, this chapter is right after I've seen the movie as it has inspired me on new levels, and right now, I cannot wait until the 3rd one on June 17th 2016. I had high expectations for this film and it definitely surpassed all of them. **

**I urge you guys to see it because it is now _The BEST MOVIE I'VE EVER SEEN! _NO LIE. **

**P.S: The language will start getting more mature at the end of this chapter and there will be those words in later chapters as well. Just a small warning. **

* * *

><p>"So, nice of you to lead me back to my cell ... all alone" Hiccup said with a grin. The two Vikings were long gone from the Great Hall and were now walking up the stairs that led to the prison; a modest building of the same size as Stoick's house, with six holding cells and a chair posted at the entrance for the guard to rest on.<p>

"Don't try anything if you know what's good for ya" Astrid winked back at him. They had stayed in relative silence for most of the walk, the now public knowledge of her engagement still fresh on their minds.

"Really? I don't see any big, frightening guards who can snap me in half. I only see a beautiful, young Valkyrie."

"Well then, you clearly haven't met me _prisoner_" she said the last word in a fun tone, and Hiccup knew where this was going.

"Ha, what would a young woman such as yourself, know who I am ... I am Hiccup Horrendous Haddock, branded traitor of Berk. I ride the unholy offspring of lightning and death itself ... the fearsome Night Fury. I have faced and vandalized the vicious Outcasts, trumped the Berserkers armada, survived the torture of the legendary Roman Legion, encountered the infamous Screaming Death and have been on the run from the law for five, long and hard years" he proclaimed. She laughed at the act he was putting up, even though everything he said was true, but he said it in the way that sought-after travelers tell little children their adventures in each village they visit.

"Yes ... I've heard the tales. How a mysterious Dragon Rider, atop of a Night Fury, tore through the skies ... the terrifying shriek it produced was the only way you knew it was coming ... a noise that sends thieves back into their shadows, Marauders back into the pitiful camps, Outcasts back to their desolate rocks, a noise that could make pirates turn high-tail and run, warn the Berserker armada of their impending defeat ... you've built quite the reputation in the Archipelagos" she commented. They were now at the prison and were in front of Hiccup's cell. Hiccup heard the chiming of the keys on the key ring, and soon felt his cuffs go loose and fall to the ground. He turned to see Astrid placing the keys back on her belt.

"Are you sure you should be doing that? I could try and make a break for it" he said, rubbing away the marks of the cuffs.

"I'll take my chances ... besides, I know a bit more about your repertoire than most people" she said, while he turned around, facing her.

"Really? This ought to be interesting." They were deep in their "play-acting" now and there wasn't any way to stop, because both of them knew what the outcome of this scenario might be, and they wanted to build up the atmosphere.

"I heard about the woman who was sent to find you" she said with a smirk.

"And do you know her personally?"

"I have a _very _good idea of her ... anyway, she went through a lot to find him, I think possibly, the third Dragon Rider to be."

"Third? I've never heard of a second one" Hiccup said turning around and walking into his cell, still in "character".

"Did you forget about your former partner ... Ripper Bonemould?" Hiccup loved this. He had his back turned to her and tensed his shoulders to make it more believable. "Ah ... you did" she said in a sly voice, walking towards him.

"I have no idea what you're talking about" he said, turning around to face her and she stopped right in front of him, an inch from his face.

"Oh, I think you do" she said, running her hand along his jawline, before removing it and taking, small, slow steps around him.

"Ripper, best friend of Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, helped him keep the secret of the Night Fury and escaped with him as well, to a village in the southeast ... Sharkslane Village, does it ring any bells?" she asked, giving him that seductive smile with that gleam in her eyes that he loved.

"Can't say I haven't heard of the village" he said, folding his arms across his chest.

"Oh, you're hiding more than you're letting on ... he helped you escape and you two fled together into the sunset" she said, right behind him now.

"You're making it sound like a love story" Hiccup said with a laugh.

"But it becomes one" she said, with a small sad sigh, which was how she felt at what she was about to say and at the same time, it was still in character.

"You landed on Sharkslane, and Ripper fell head over heels for the Chief's daughter, a girl named Heather" she said, now on his side, continuing her slow walk around him, as if this was an interrogation.

"Women, the only thing that vexes men on this Thor forsaken world" Hiccup sighed, shaking his head.

"You landed in that village only a few days after you left Berk ... and I heard reports that you stayed there for four years but then left suddenly" she said, her face getting a bit serious.

"Yes, and I think you know the reason why."

"Because Ripper had married her ... and I heard you couldn't take it seeing him with a girl" she said slowly and sadly stopping in front of him. When she looked up she saw the same expression on his face.

"It reminded me of the life ... or fantasy, I should say, of the girl that stole my heart when I was in Berk and from then on, I knew I was still trapped in the past, my feelings for her would never fade and I couldn't handle seeing Ripper happy, no matter how much it sounds like jealousy, I just couldn't" he shook his head, looking down.

"But she came looking for you ... tasked with the job of bringing back the only person who could help her village with the dragon raids" she said, stopping right in front of him, "but that was probably the best thing that ever happened to her" she said, turning away from him and walking to the only window in the room that allowed the moon's light to shine through. "She went on her own soul-searching journey, learning who she really was and what the dragons really were ... and that was when she met him" Hiccup began to take slow steps towards her.

"The same person she betrayed after he thought he could trust her ... she had ruined his life, was the cause of his pain and..." Hiccup could see her shoulders tremble a bit and her arms moving to hold herself, and he heard a soft, but distinct sob. The realization of her marrying Snotlout had just hit her and now she and Hiccup were looking back upon the past, especially her since she will always wonder how things would have turned out if she didn't run back to the village that faithful day. While deep in thought, Hiccup came up to her and turned her around, placing his hand under her cheek and lifting her face up.

"She also stirred up the belief that was lost in him ... the belief that in just some way, Vikings and dragons could live together in peace. She risked so much to try and find him and opened her eyes to see what he began to see five years ago ... and it was that fascination for the unknown that made him realize that there was hope for Berk yet" he pulled her closer, arm snaking around her waist, and his other hand moving from her chin to the back of her neck, tilting her head in such a way, that he stopped when he saw the silver light of the moon sparkle against her eyes.

She could feel the tears in her eyes cease when he looked at her like that. That night in his smithy in Sharkslane, not once had he given her this look. Those emerald green eyes of his weren't displaying a love that she had experienced physically on that day ... they were displaying determination, hope, strength; a will that would never be crushed by the largest obstacle. He was sending one message through those eyes and they were enough to make her weak in the knees.

"But ... she also brought out something that he fought so hard to keep down, something that he was trying to kill inside of him; she showed him that his emotions were never in the wrong girl, all he had to do was wait" he said, wiping away a lone tear from her eye with his thumb "and his past caught up with him for the better" he said closing his eyes and capturing her lips with his. Astrid did the same, moving her hands from his chest and wrapping them around his neck, bringing him in closer, never wanting him to leave.

He pushed her back gently against the wall and as much as it seemed like she was in a weak position now, she was always ecstatic when he had control as he would display limitless amounts of love without going overboard against her. He removed his lips from hers and immediately started placing kisses along her jawline and moving down to her neck.

And just to keep up their 'playacting', "You ... do know she's ... a bride-to-be, right? Her groom ... will not hesitate ... to have him killed" she moaned through his feather kisses along all her sensitive spots on her neck.

"Well then ... she obviously doesn't know ... she's one ... of a kind ... and worth ... _dying _for" he whispered the last part so seductively into her ear that she had to tighten her hold on his neck to prevent from falling; and it didn't help when he brought his mouth to her pulse and sucked on it, emanating a loud gasp and sight moans from the Valkyrie. However, through this little playacting that was going, she discovered something in his voice, a piece of information that opened all her primordial floodgates ... he _wanted _her. He had never used that tone in the smithy on Sharkslane, but here, using that deep, husky voice, he had succumbed to his primal emotions and she knew that he was trying so hard to hold himself back.

But _she __wanted _him as well, and tonight she was determined to release him.

She raised her right leg, hoping he would catch on. Almost instantly, she felt his hand grab the underside of her thigh and lift it up. The same was with the other leg and now she had her legs wrapped around his waist, back against the wall and a whole load of Hiccup in front of her. Knowing he's perfectly capable of holding her up, she removed her hands from his neck to his front leather armour and began to undo the straps, lips still busy with each other's.

"Astrid! Hiccup!" they heard a voice yell and their session ground to a halt. They ceased their kissing and rested foreheads against each other, Hiccup still holding her, and taking deep breaths to calm down. Only after about a half a minute did they look to see the Chief and Gobber staring them with wide eyes, the latter glancing his head every few seconds to the entrance of the prison, making sure no one was on their way.

"What do you think you're doing!?" asked Stoick, gaze directed at Astrid.

"What does it look like? I'm making out with the man I love" she answered bluntly, still regaining the oxygen she had spent well in their session.

"Do you two realize the trouble you could have gotten into? Especially you Hiccup ... you missed the death penalty because it takes all the counsel members to agree for a decision to be made and only three members voted against the death penalty" he warned the two of them. "Just imagine if it was any other person who walked in here instead of us ... what would have happened then?" he continued.

"So you're not going to do your duty as Chief and report this to Snotlout?" asked Hiccup, turning his gaze to him.

"Stoick would like to talk with ye Hiccup" Gobber said, before his friend could say something he might regret.

"Astrid, please go home, your parents are worried on where you are" Stoick said, glancing at his possible niece.

"I have to go, unfortunately" she said with a chuckle to Hiccup.

"We were so close again" he said, referring to the night in Sharkslane. He carefully let go of her legs and moved his hands back to her waist, giving her one last kiss on her lips, not caring his father or Gobber were there to see. "Goodnight" he said, moving back reluctantly.

"Goodnight" replied Astrid, who was also reluctant to leave. Hiccup never took his eyes off of her until she was out of sight.

"Gobber, go and make sure she gets home" Stoick said, and his friend knew he wanted to speak to Hiccup alone.

"Alrighty then, but I want to see the both of you intact when I see you again" he said, before leaving. As soon as he left, a wave of uncomfortable silence descended on the two men in the prison. Hiccup had closed his cell's gate, effectively having a barrier between him and his father.

"Hiccup ... we need to talk" Stoick started.

"Oh ... nothing ever good happens after you say those five words" Hiccup remarked, lying down on his bed, and looking at the ceiling instead of Stoick.

"What you did with Astrid was extremely reckless and uncalled for ... "

"Great, you've come here to give me a lecture of how I _always _mess things up. This day is definitely getting better" he snapped. Stoick on the other hand was able to keep a calm tone despite his son's interruptions.

"What if Snotlout, Spitelout, or any other person walked in here and saw what you two were about to do? You would have been sent to be hanged and it would have tarnished Astrid's reputation as well" he said.

"Oh please ... the village would have come up with a story of how I tied her up and tried to take her" Stoick sighed at his son's stubbornness, but he was expecting this to happen. Hiccup wouldn't listen at first, if not for a while, but he had to get through to him.

"Hiccup, I know what's going on between you two" he said.

"Give the man a medal for coming to the stunning conclusion of two people being in love after he's seen them making out" Hiccup said, rolling his eyes as well.

"I mean before that, Hiccup. I saw how you two looked defeated when Gobber and I came to take you to your trial" this got Hiccup to move his gaze to his father. "That look you two had when staring at each other, was the same look I remember seeing on your mother during our young years when we were completely alone and that was when I realized you two were clearly in love ... and after hearing Spitelout's announcement of the engagement, I realized why you two were so depressed"

"What's it to you? You never cared about my emotions for fifteen years and only now all of a sudden you're taking an interest in them?" Hiccup snapped, pushing himself up, sitting on the edge of his bed and staring with, what Stoick assumed, was hatred in his eyes.

"Hiccup, please ... "

"No, _you _listen this time!" he snapped, standing up and walking over to the iron gate. "I tried so hard to live up to your expectations, tried so hard to show you I was a Viking ... and like everyone else, you berated me for the things I screwed up, never acknowledging I was only trying to become one of you ... and you were not afraid to show your displeasure with me in front of the entire village, were not afraid to embarrass me and definitely not afraid to _disown _me as your son. How was that day anyway? Must have felt a load lift off your shoulders huh?" he asked his father. Stoick had been expecting this outburst, but he never expected it to hurt so much. However, it was now he realized how Hiccup felt when he was on the receiving end and he couldn't believe he did that to him.

But Hiccup wasn't done.

"You didn't even know how I felt when I went to bed and cried myself to sleep, silently wishing what I could do to earn your respect, wishing that I would be loved by you guys instead of hated ... " he took a few deep breaths to calm down from his outburst. He looked to see his father hanging his head low, and he could have sworn he heard a sniffle.

"The two reasons I'm here on this Thor-forsaken rock is because of the dragons and the other is because of ... her. Otherwise, I wouldn't have given a second thought about all of you and would have remained in my house far, far away from here" he said, turning back to lie down on his bed.

"What happened when she found you?" Stoick asked suddenly.

"What?"

"She was gone for a total of two weeks and I know for a fact she's too good a tracker to take that long ... what happened when she found you?" he asked again.

"Why do you want to know?"

"Because it could help me understand what you two have been through"

Hiccup knew what his father was doing but he didn't know why. Why only now would he try and get to know him? He was going to find out.

"How about you tell me why now, after I nearly received the death penalty, only after you've seen my sadness at Astrid's engagement, have you decided to take an interest in my life?"

"Because it's time I started to. Believe it or not, I was devastated at what I did to you after you left. I was never the same ... I had lost the last member of my family, and it was all my fault. I pushed you away, son. Like you said, I never seemed to care about you, thought of you as a ... disgrace. But when you left, I never had the will to perform my duties, never came outside of the house, and when I did ... it was to walk on our trails we took through the forest when you were small. And what you're going through right now, maybe I can ... help" he explained.

This was a lot for Hiccup to take in. His estranged father had just offered to help him in his dilemma with the upcoming marriage. Could this actually be true? Could his father really care for him now?

"I was furious when she found me. When she arrived through the only passage to my house, I knocked her out and tied her up, waiting to interrogate her once she awoke. I was so mad when she told me why she came ... to ask for my help on your behalf, to help with the dragon raids. I made her feel horrible, made her believe it was her fault for all those deaths that happened after I left, telling her that if I stayed, things would have been different for the better. But then I cut her free and told her if she wanted me to come back, she would have to beat me in combat. She said she wouldn't fight me, but I still attacked her ... and I almost killed her" he said sadly, a tear escaping his eye at the memory.

Stoick didn't say a word, silently encouraging him to continue on with what happened. Although he was quite shocked when he said he tried to kill her. Clearly he harboured more anger than he thought.

"Toothless stopped me from killing her, convincing me that it wasn't worth it and that if I did, I would never be the same man again. So I got up and left to clear my thoughts, but she followed me and confessed about her feelings, how she blamed herself for what she did, for telling you ... and she broke down crying in front of me. It was then I realized she meant everything she said because no one would be have been able to fake what she was doing. I forgave her and that opened a new perception of her, the new person she had become in my eyes from the Astrid I remembered five years ago"

"The next day she asked me if I would come back and help, but I told her that I was skeptical about all of you and that you couldn't ever change. But she pressed on, telling me that it wasn't all of you that were asking for my help, but she was ... and she left me to think about it, but as she wandered about in the unknown forest, to her, she ran into a huge dragon which had a pure hatred of Vikings. She would have died if Toothless and I didn't intervene. She had sprained her ankle when she fell down a small ravine, which meant she had to rest for a whole week, and that is when we began to grow close. She began to see the real me, and I began to see the new her" he explained.

"But that isn't the end of it, is it?" asked Stoick.

"No ... after giving her a week to fully recover, we left for Berk. But we made a stop at Sharkslane village for the night and she stayed with me in my smithy. That's where she found my journal, after I had kept it on a table after carrying it for a while and she had read it, seeing my most personal thoughts. I had stepped out while she was reading it to collect my own thoughts on how close we had grown and I had to debate my new found feelings for her. But when I came back, I saw she was reading my journal. She did hear me come in and placed it back down and ... I kissed her. She punched me as soon as I stopped but then she kissed me and we made out" he said with a shrug of his shoulders.

"So you two didn't ... "

"No dad! We didn't ... as much as we wanted to" said Hiccup. "I've looked at all the different ways I could try and get her out of this marriage but I can't. I can't challenge Snotlout because I'm disowned and the law forbids a traitor or outcast from challenging anyone for that matter. And she can't run away otherwise she'd be shaming her family and they don't deserve that" he explained.

Gobber was right. All Stoick had to do was take Hiccup back as his son and then he'd have a chance to fight for Astrid's hand, after he finishes repairing the damage caused by the raids.

"I think I can help you, Hiccup" he said.

"What?"

"I believe I can help you. I can take you back as my son, publicly, and after you've finished your repairing the damage, you should be able to challenge Snotlout for her hand" Stoick beamed.

"Wait a minute ... that's all well and good, but why will you help me?" he asked. Stoick could see the shock in his son's eyes and it did hurt him to the core. He clearly hadn't showed the boy any love over the years with him.

"It's like I said to Gobber, it's high time I started being there for you, being the father I always should have been, and even if I can't get you to forgive me, and I won't blame you if don't ... it would bring me great joy and pleasure to see you truly happy, son. And I know that Astrid, apart from your dragons now, is your source of happiness" he said.

Hiccup gave his father a good, long look over; judging if he was telling the truth. Stoick never broke eye contact with him and by the look from his eyes, Hiccup gathered all he needed to.

"Alright ... I guess that will work" he said, looking down.

"Thank you son. You don't know how much it means to me that you're coming along with this" Stoick beamed happily. He stood up and bid his son goodnight but was surprised to hear Hiccup say "Goodnight ... dad"

It wasn't much, but it was a definitely a start to mending their relationship.

_000_

Astrid didn't enjoy her walk back home. The people who were out all came up to her and wished her congratulations on her engagement with Snotlout and couldn't wait for the wedding. Some of the ladies in charge of sewing had already told her what kind of dresses they would like her to try out and sew for her, the baker was also planning on making the best bread and pastries he would ever make and apparently the butcher had started writing down lists of the kind of meat he would like to get from abroad. She guessed the only reason why people were making this a big deal was because it was the wedding of their future heir and they wanted it to be grand.

Gobber couldn't help but pity the girl as he stayed close behind her. He knew how Snotlout was first hand. Sure, he was the spitting image of the perfect Viking; strong, arrogant, a 'punch-first-ask-questions-later' type of guy. But from the time he spent with the gang during dragon training, and most of their weapons training, he didn't see much potential in Snotlout as a leader. He was self-centered, obnoxious, brash and he usually got what he wanted by taking it with force. He always had his eye on Astrid for not the person she was, but because he knew he could show her off to future visiting dignitaries, show them that he's the proud _owner _of her.

"Thank you for walking me back home, Gobber" Astrid said. He was brought back from his thoughts and saw they were in front of the Hofferson home, with her giving him a slight smile, standing in front of her door.

"Goodnight lass" he said with a bow and turned on his way, not before saying "Don't worry ... Hiccup will get you out of this" to which she nodded in response and went inside.

"You're late" she heard the voice of her father immediately.

"No offense, papa, but I'm not a child under a curfew anymore" she replied, closing the door behind her. When she turned around she saw her mother and father sitting by the fire, and heard the ruckus of her brothers in their room upstairs.

"Where were you when Spitelout announced your engagement?" he asked.

"I left before I could hear it, taking Hiccup to the prison since no one else was bothered" she said, walking to the stairs.

"Astrid, please come here dear" her mother beckoned, and she reluctantly stopped at the foot of the stairs, and turned her attention towards her parents. "This is going to be hard for you dear, but since you're engaged now ... you can't be seen spending time with any man ... alone" she said.

"Especially Hiccup" her father added in.

"What?!" she yelled. It did hurt her parents to see that look on her face; a look of betrayal, hurt and suffering.

"It's for your own benefit, Astrid. It's to protect you from possible rumours. You know how crazy the people go on here if they hear there's a scandal, especially one that concerns the bride of the future heir" her father explained calmly.

"So that's it? You're preventing me from seeing Hiccup just because of some stupid rumours?" she asked, still not lowering her voice.

"We are only thinking about you in regards to this, Astrid. We don't want you to come under scrutiny just because someone spread a false rumour" her mother tried to reason with her.

"Really? You're thinking about me? Where was that thought when you gave me off to Snotlout without consulting me!?"

"Because you would have refused" Arnbjorn said.

"You're damn right I would have! I'll see who I want, when I want and how I want" she screamed at them before making her way up the stairs. Before long, they heard their daughter's door slam against its hinges, rattling the whole house.

"She's keeping something from us" Arnbjorn stated, getting up from his seat.

"Where are you going?" asked Ingrid.

"To bed. She doesn't want to see anyone right now, especially me" he said, pouring a mug of water to take with him to bed. Ingrid could hear the hurt in his voice and she knew he never liked it when Astrid was mad at him. He did so much for her when she was small and even though Astrid was a spitting image of Ingrid and took almost everything after her, she was undoubtedly special to Arnbjorn. Being the only daughter in the family, he took a special approach to her, and this was the first time, in a long while, he had ended up on her bad side. He was only doing what was best in his mind. He knew she disagreed with the contract but when a more powerful, influential family offers a contract for your daughter ... you begin to think how she will benefit from it.

She'd be set for life, living in a bigger house, the highest status other than Chief and will never be in trouble financially. Arnbjorn wondered why she couldn't see that. He could have told her that Spitelout had approached him five times before about the contract but he kept postponing it in the hopes that another, more deserving man would come along and marry his daughter. But never that happened, and those five times Spitelout approached was over a two year period, and he kept offering more wealth in each offer. Arnbjorn couldn't give yak shit about the money but he was concerned. Visiting merchants and powerful families of other tribes who came to Berk all had sons who at the marriage age and Astrid was the perfect girl in their eyes. Luckily for him, the young men in question of his daughter's hand had also come on those trips and he wasn't impressed at all in how they treated people, their attitudes towards women and some of their backgrounds. The fact that he didn't know any of them also played a factor. If Snotlout was compared to them, and he was, he was the best contender and Arnbjorn knew his family relatively well.

He stopped his walk at the door of their room, "She'll never forgive me, speak to me or I dare say love me the day the wedding arrives" he said a with a sad shake of his head before walking into their room.

Ingrid sighed as she laid back on the chair. Arnbjorn and her daughter always had the perfect relationship and now this wedding was tearing them apart. She decided that leaving her be for the moment was wrong. So she got up and made her way to the stairs, heading for Astrid's room. As she reached the top she heard her sons still roughing about in their room, probably playing dragon killer again. Astrid's room was right adjacent to the top of the stairs and she started with a knock on the door.

"Astrid?" she called out. No reply.

"Astrid, are you there?" she slowly opened the door and the first thing that comes in sight is her bed, with her turned facing the other way. She was already in her nightgown and appeared to be asleep. But Ingrid knew that if she wasn't under the covers, she was not asleep.

"Astrid please ... you have to understand how hard this is for us as well. Do you think we like seeing you like this?" she asked, closing the door behind her and leaning against it. She didn't get a response from her.

"Do you love him?" she asked suddenly. This got her attention as she shot up and turned towards her.

"No, of course I don't ..."

"Not him, Astrid" she said and she saw Astrid's facial expression soften. She knew what her mother meant. Ingrid held her gaze with her daughter, waiting for an answer. "Well, do you?"

"I will say this, mama ... he had three chances to take away my purity" her mother tensed at this bit of information but held her response for her daughter to finish. "Each time we kissed and ended up half naked, I wanted him so bad that it hurt. I wanted to feel him, but he always resisted, placing my life before his. I was prepared to be taken by him, but he wasn't prepared to have me disowned by my own family, he didn't want me to shame the family name, he didn't want me throwing my life away for his or my pleasure. What other man ... what other _Viking _would have done the same if they were in his position during those intimate moments. They would have ripped my clothes off as fast as possible and fuck me till their hearts desires ... he had three chances! And refused to act on his lust because he knew my life would never be the same if people found out I lost my purity to a branded outcast and traitor" she explained with a serious face.

Ingrid had never heard her daughter talk so highly of anyone. Hearing that confirmed her answer, but it also showed her what kind of man Hiccup was. "Does that answer your question?" Astrid asked her back.

"So you love him just because he respects your boundaries?"

"You'll understand why I love him if you have a conversation with him ... I'm done talking" said Astrid, pulling the covers back, settling in bed before pulling them back over her head and blowing out the candle. To Ingrid, that meant she was done talking and she wouldn't reply to any question.

"Goodnight Astrid" she said softly, exiting her room and closing the door softly.

She leaned on the door wiping both her eyes with her hands and letting a defeated sigh escape her lips. It was what she had feared.

Her daughter was truly in love with Hiccup.


	26. Chance At First Impressions

**A/N: This is definitely the longest chapter I've ever written. And I wanted to convey my apologies early because I feel the ending is too rushed. **

_"Hiccup!"_ a voice called rather loudly. Said man began opening his eyes to a strange room of both dark and bright colours. He closed his eyes to let them adjust to, what he expected was morning, and stretched his tired limbs. Pushing himself up, he saw the iron gate in front of him and only then he remembered he was Berk's prison.

_"Hiccup!" _the voice called again. He recognized that voice anywhere. He looked to the wall that held the only window in his cell and saw a green eye appear suddenly. _"What are you doing here? Are you in trouble?"_ Toothless asked.

"Sort of bud" Hiccup replied.

_"Do you want me to break out of here? It won't take long ... "_ he said, moving back to shoot the wall down.

"What? NO! Toothless no!" he said, immediately standing on his bed and holding the metal bars of the window. He managed to stop him just in time as he saw the purple plasma blast glow in his mouth and was about to fire.

_"What do you mean no? Don't you want to escape?" _he asked, sitting back down.

"It's complicated bud. I was trialed last night and I managed to evade the death penalty. But as my punishment, I am officially branded as an outcast and traitor to Berk and I have to repair all the damage that the village sustained in last night's raid" he explained, getting off his bed and doing a few stretches to get his muscles warmed up for the long day ahead of him.

_"I'll help with the heavy lifting"_ Toothless said, coming back to the window.

"You can't help bud"

_"Now I can't help? I'm helping whether you like it or ..."_

"You can't help because I'll be publicly punished if I get help from _anyone_" Hiccup emphasized the last word "I'll have to do the work on my own. You can be there with me, but you _can't _help me at all."

_"We should just leave you know, since apparently they just want to see you suffer and look helpless" _

"Well, the joke's on them. They don't know we built a mansion ... and _I _did most of the work in that as well" he said with a laugh.

_"I helped!"_

"Yeah ... like five minutes each day" Hiccup laughed.

_"And how much did I get done in those five minutes?"_ Toothless shot back, but his attention was directed at someone walking up the hill. He got back on all fours, silently preparing to take the person down if he/she had any bad intentions towards Hiccup. He did relax once he saw it was the village's smithy.

Gobber smiled back at the dragon, wishing him a good morning before he went inside the prison.

"Well, yer in one piece which means last night's talk went better than expected" the smithy said, stopping in front of Hiccup's cell.

"My father actually surprised me, Gobber. Apparently he wants to help me get Astrid back ... how did you talk him into it?" his former apprentice asked, coming up to the gate.

"You don't give yer father enough credit, Hiccup. He wanted to help you from the start" said Gobber, taking the key ring from his belt and searching for the one that unlocks the cell gates.

"No, seriously, how did you convince him?" Hiccup didn't believe what he said.

"I'm serious, Hiccup. He wanted to help you as soon as we figured out why you two looked so down. He just forgot that he could start by taking you back as his son and I reminded him 'bout that. Apart from that, it's all him. Whatever he said to you last night was from him and not me" the smithy said as he found the key and unlocked the door.

"Now come on, you have a long day ahead of ya" he said, beckoning him to take the lead with his metal hook. Hiccup was greeted by the pleasant morning rays, warming him up even further. It was invigorating to say the least, after sleeping with a blanket too thin to be called a blanket. It would be more suited in being a bed sheet or curtain.

"You do know yer dragon isn't allowed to help right?" Gobber asked.

"Yeah, he knows. Is it alright if he can just be with me, like just watching over me?" he asked.

"The rules of your sentence never said anything about your dragon not allowed to be there, so I believe it's fine. Just be prepared if certain people come up and accuse ye of breaking the terms of yer sentence" Gobber warned him. Hiccup nodded his thanks as he, Gobber and Toothless, who had walked beside them, reached the smithy.

"Okay, let's see 'ere" Gobber said, pulling out a scroll that was left on the counter. He untied the string holding it and when he unrolled the scroll, the paper had to be about nine feet long. "Wow, you sure have a lot on your plate today and maybe for the week" he said, looking over the things Hiccup had to do.

"That much damage, huh?" Hiccup asked, looking around the forge for the materials and tools he will need for the day.

"Oh and, if people come up and ask you to do something for them, you'll have to as well without question" Gobber said, regret in his voice.

"My punishment never included that."

"I know, it will happen, and it will most likely be from the people you least want to see."

"Oh there's a surprise" Hiccup said with an eye roll. After he had gathered a sufficient amount of nails, tools and rope, he came up to read over the scroll himself. "My dad wrote this?" he asked immediately, recognizing the handwriting.

"Ah yes. Stoick couldn't pick you up today because he's in a counsel meeting discussing their next move on finding the nest" Gobber said. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Hiccup shake his head in disbelief. "Ye know, it would help if they knew what they were up against" Gobber encouraged.

"It wouldn't matter. They would still go in sword and ax swinging like mad and die instantly" he said, looking over what he had to do. "Besides, they'll never find the nest" he added the last part. That was the only reason he wasn't extremely worried that they might die. "Okay, so repairing the roofs of two animal barns, repairing fourteen houses, fixing up some of the docks and repairing all the parts of the catapults I destroyed" he said, rolling up the piece of parchment.

"Well ye have to admit, that blowing up the catapults was all yer fault" his mentor said, lighting up his forge to prepare all the materials Hiccup will need. Technically that is helping but what no one knows won't hurt them.

"Well, I better get going. See yah Gobber" Hiccup waved after him, placing the parchment in one of Toothless' saddle compartments and the dragon following after him.

_"It's gonna take a long time, isn't it?"_ his friend asked.

"Yep, but I'll try to make time later for flying bud" he said, rubbing his chin. It's the least he could since his dragon is sticking with him instead of heading to the arena where the other dragons are.

_"That reminds me, what about your lessons for the other dragon riders?"_

"They'll have to wait for a while. I'll try and finish this work as fast as possible to make more time for them" Hiccup replied as they reached their first job. It was one of the old barns he remembered as a child. It was the largest in Berk, housing the most animals and straight away he could see a huge gash right along the centre of the roof, appearing to cut the building in half. When he checked inside, he thanked the Gods that the main support beam was unscathed, still standing strong. That saved him a lot of trouble.

"Wait out here bud" he instructed as he walked inside the barn. The remaining animals from the raid were already grazing about in the fields near the barn, leaving it empty. He climbed up to the hay lift to get a better look at the damage and saw most of the wood on the roof was charred and broken in half. He made the calculated measurements of length and size of wood he'll need for the repair and climbed back down to a waiting Toothless.

_"You know as well as I do that you WILL need my help repairing that right?"_

"Like I said before, bud, you can't help me" was Hiccup's response walking past him and to Berk's saw mill where he was sure he could find the wood he had in mind.

_000_

"Is that clear everyone? We'll continue the same way we have for the past month since we can take the dragon attacks as a sign we are getting closer. We just have to slay them and continue on and we'll find their damned nest" Stoick spoke, his voice echoing through the Great Hall.

"So we're still killing dragons even though your son is highly against it?" asked Spitelout, raising an eyebrow.

"Just because he's helping us here doesn't mean we're going to stop searching for their nest. We're Vikings was we'll continue trying as long as we can to be rid of them" his Chief replied. Stoick knew Spitelout was deliberately putting him into controversial situations that regarded the views of his son. Even though he's seen the success the young adults have been having with their dragons, he still has the reputation and image of a Chief to uphold and considering they were just attacked last night, it was usual for them to launch their own attack right after.

"Alright everyone, get the ships ready, we leave once the final cargo his loaded" he yelled and shouts of 'Ayes' rang across the Hall, and soon the Vikings began piling out, determined to set sail soon.

"Arnbjorn!" Stoick called, after seeing the man among the crowd. He gestured for him to come over. Spitelout and the others were too busy reveling in the news and eagerness to leave that they didn't pay attention to Arnbjorn making his way through the crowd to Stoick. The two men waited no one was left in the Hall.

"What is it Chief?"

"I need you to stay behind"

"What?" asked Arnbjorn. His Chief had never asked him to stay behind in all the years he knew him.

"You heard me, I need you to stay behind and look after the village" Stoick repeated.

"But isn't that something you task Gobber with when we leave on these missions?"

"Gobber will be busy producing all materials Hiccup will need during his repairs and that means all day in the forge. You're the only other person I trust, Arnbjorn and I wouldn't be asking this of you if I didn't have faith in ya" Stoick reasoned.

"Why not ask Spitelout to do it?"

"You remembered what happened last time I put him as leader?" Stoick asked, a not amused expression on his face.

"Alright, fair enough" Arnbjorn conceded, looking down, disappointed that he would miss this week's search for the dragon nest.

"Thank you Arnbjorn" Stoick said, placing his large hand over his friend's shoulder. "Come, I'll show you what you'll have to do while we're gone" he said, leading him out of the Hall.

_000_

"What do we do today?" Tuff groaned. The gang were now just resting in the shade of a house that overlooked the main square and the forge, where Gobber was hard at work.

"We could go train with our dragons" Fishlegs suggested.

"No ... we need Hiccup to teach us remember?" Astrid reminded. She kept glancing in the direction of the forge, hoping to see Hiccup and check up on how he was doing.

"Why don't you teach us? You've spent the most time with him and know what he's done" Ruff pointed out, examining her nails while her brother had simply slumped to the ground due to the overwhelming boredom.

"I don't have the expertise he has and he has this ... way, with the dragons" Astrid explained.

"That's not the only thing he has a way with" Ruff said, casting a sly glance at Astrid and an all knowing wink. The young blonde simply huffed in response, looking away but couldn't help the small heat reach her cheeks. Fortunately for her, Fishlegs and Tuffnut weren't paying attention to their conversation.

"At least Hiccup can keep busy the whole day" Fishlegs said.

"Fishlegs, if I were him, I wouldn't want to spend the _whole _day fixing and repairing buildings for no apparent reason" Astrid said.

"Well there _is _a very good reason why he's working his arse off today and probably for the next week" an all too irritating voice spoke. Astrid, as well as the whole gang, groaned in annoyance at seeing Snotlout approach them with a smug smile on his face. "He helped the dragons escape, took out our catapults making us defenseless against any kind of attack and stole my kill" he said leaning right by Astrid's side.

"Even after all he's taught you, you're still treating him like Hiccup the Useless?" Fishlegs asked, beating Astrid to the question.

"He still is! He never stopped being Hiccup the Useless" Snotlout defended himself.

"So what he showed us yesterday proved he was Hiccup the Useless? Even though he survived unimaginable torture that each of us wouldn't even assume going through?" Astrid asked him. She couldn't believe how much hate one could have for another person.

"Then if he's so great how did he get captured in the first place? He should have been alert or at least have done a bit of scouting to make sure no enemy was around" said Snotlout.

"Alright Snotlout, if you're so angry at him letting your kill go free, how about you go into that ring and kill _your _Monstrous Nightmare, Hookfang; the dragon that _Hiccup helped you _train and befriend" Astrid challenged him. Fishlegs and the Twins were waiting intently for Snotlout's answer. If he did say yes, that would mean complete disregard for whatever Hiccup has slaved to teach them.

"Alright. I will!" he yelled and proceeded to making his way to the Arena with the others close at his heels.

"Will he do it?" Fishlegs whispered to Astrid.

"No he won't. My bet is that he'll either get smacked against the wall or break down crying saying how he can't kill him" Astrid replied with a smile.

"Well at least we'll Snotlout smacked against the wall. That'll definitely brighten my day up" Tuff yelled in excitement. The teens walked by the docks where they saw the ships getting ready for another quest for the nest. But this time, instead of wishing to be tagging along, they were glad they were staying back.

The dragons were roaming about freely in the Arena when they heard the approaching footsteps of their riders.

_"Well, another day of messing around with them"_ Hookfang said.

_"For you and your rider but I can't wait to beat all of you again with my rider"_ Stormfly said proudly, stretching out one of her wings to preen it.

_"It's always a competition with you guys. Just take a day off or something"_ said Meatlug from her corner. The teens walked in with Snotlout leading the way and his large hammer in hand, walking right up to Hookfang.

_"This ought to be interesting"_ the Nightmare remarked with a smile.

"Listen to me you overgrown worm ..." Snotlout started but all the dragons made their own gasp at this human's word. The other dragon riders noticed their dragons reactions and definitely noticed their movements away from Hookfang. A dragon being called a worm was one of _the _greatest insults that could be thrown at them. It was especially insulting to a Monstrous Nightmare. "... I am a Viking, and you know what Vikings do?" he asked his dragon. Hookfang simply stared at him, the word 'worm' still fresh in his mind. "They _kill _dragons and hang their heads on above their fireplaces!" Snotlout said, taking the handle of his hammer with both hands now. Hookfang noticed this and saw the idiotic young man raise his hammer, preparing to hit him.

"I am going to join that illustrious rank of heroes today" he yelled. Snotlout brought his face right up to his rider's and stared his yellow orbs at him, as if daring him to make his move. "You think I won't do it? I will! I'm warning ya!" raising his hammer even higher.

"This is getting awkward" Ruff whispered to Astrid. It was being awkward now. From where they were, Hookfang was just staring, unamused, at Snotlout who was right now ranting like a madman.

"Let's enjoy this moment" Astrid whispered back, refusing to hold back the grin she had on her face at the sight in front of her.

"Stop giving me that look" Snotlout said, noticing the look of disappointment on the dragon's face. Wait, look of disappointment on a _dragon's face_?

_"Come on then. Do IT"_ Hookfang said, even though Snotlout didn't understand him.

_"This will not end well"_ said Stormfly.

Only Hookfang could see the conflict on Snotlout's face. He could see the inward struggle in his eyes. He saw this boy before, the amount of stress he was put under by an older man who might have been his father, urging him on to be the best Viking there ever was. But that side was contradicted by everything Hiccup showed him with dragons. He was taught that dragons always go for the kill, but here he was , with his hammer just a swing away from leaving a mark on Hookfang's face, and the dragon hadn't made a move to retaliate. He didn't light up, he didn't claw him, didn't try to eat him; hadn't even touched him. He was just right in his face, staring at him with what looked like disappointment in his eyes.

"Stop looking at me like that!" Snotlout yelled. Hookfang continued to hold his gaze. "You don't know what I have to go through!" he said, tightening his hold on the hammer. "You don't know the pressure of having everything thrust upon you just because your stupid cousin turned high tail and ran!" This was new. All the riders never heard Snotlout speak like this. Astrid knew that what he said wasn't all true, but was surprised nonetheless.

"Being yelled at and made known of the punishments that I'll receive if I mess up ... you don't know any of it!" he yelled at the dragon, whose gaze softened. Hookfang then nudged his rider at his side, as if telling him that it is okay ... just let it all go. Snotlout's conflicted gaze finally broke and he dropped his hammer with a loud clang and reached up to hold Hookfang's snout with both his hands, finally looking deep into his dragon's eyes, finally seeing what Hiccup was talking about.

"Thank you" Snotlout whispered, only loud enough for his dragon to hear. Hookfang, content with how everything turned out pulled back and turned around.

"Aw man! No injuries?" Tuff whined.

At that moment, Hookfang slapped Snotlout with his tail right into the wall. _"Never try anything like that again"_ Hookfang said, casting a glance to his rider who was now sprawled against the ground.

The other riders let out a breath of relief they never realized they were holding in. Finally Snotlout saw what got them so excited and their change of mentality from killing dragons to defending them.

"I would have settled for set alight on fire, but getting slapped to the wall works too" Tuff said, happy he got to see some violence. After watching the transformation in front of them, the gang went to their dragons, rubbing them down and were about to engage in some fun games.

"I guess I could show you guys what Hiccup taught me" Astrid suggested, seeing how well the others were getting along with their dragons. Stormfly was by her her side now, asking for attention which she gladly gave.

"I gotta go, have some stuff to do" Snotlout said, getting up, dusting himself off and making his way quickly to the exit.

"Turns out he actually has a heart" Ruff stated, hanging from one of the heads of her and Tuff's Zippleback.

"He might, but it was and never will be enough for mine" Astrid whispered, no one else hearing her statement.

_000_

Arnbjorn watched the ships sail off towards the horizon, on another quest to find the dragon's nest and end the raids once and for all. He didn't understand why Stoick would want him to stay behind this time. He had always been by his side on these quests. Over the past five years he had grown to know him personally and learned himself that Stoick valued his judgement and friendship. For him to ask this all of a sudden was quite a surprise. But there was no way he could take it up with the Chief now since he would be gone for two weeks at the most. He had a list of things to get done ... actually there was barely anything to get done since at least eighty percent of the villagers had left, leaving only the elderly, teens, children, the Elder Counsel members and a few of the farmers and shop owners. He decided to make his way back home.

He found his wife and two sons training in the back. He and Ingrid both took turns in training their children. Since Astrid was done, that only left both of their sons who had much to learn.

"Rolof, remember your stance" Ingrid yelled as she came at her sons. She was taking it easy on them for obvious reasons but it was a bit amusing to see their terrified faces as an attacking Ingrid came at them. He knew though that no one would want to face his wife in battle, from experience. Ingrid looked to see her husband coming towards them and allowed for a ten minute break. As she said the last word, both Rolof and Gaulder fell to the ground out of breath.

"Clearly they take your side when it come to fighting" she mused as she kissed her husband.

"Well, it's nice to know they'll end up like their old man" Arnbjorn replied with a laugh.

"That reminds me" Ingrid said walking to the house. "Wait there!" she commanded as she entered. In a few seconds she saw her come back out with an old family heirloom in her hands ... her father's sword. This could only mean one thing.

"We can talk inside" she said, moving eyes to the boys who were still catching their breath. He understood that they did not need to be concerned of this matter, and so followed his wife, her closing the door after him.

"So I take that to Gobber and ask him to shine it up?" he asked, sitting down at the table.

"You could ... but that's not why I called you in here"

"Then what is it?"

"I had a chat with Astrid last night, about the matter" she said.

"What did she say?" he asked slowly. Judging by his tone, Ingrid knew he was scared at hearing what his daughter. She couldn't blame him thinking that his daughter might have confessed about how much she hates her father right now.

"I did ask her if she would talk to me but she stayed silent"

"Just like you when you're mad" he tried to joke. Ingrid did laugh a bit, knowing it would cheer him up a bit.

"I then asked if she loved Hiccup" he visibly tensed at this bit.

"And what did she say?"

"Apparently _a lot _happened on that search for him, maybe more" she said sadly, sitting down next to him, placing her hand over his. That was normally never a good sign. The last time she did that was over a decade ago, nearly two. It was when his brother was killed by the Flightmare. Him, his family and daughter were all devastated that day. Astrid took it incredibly hard because Finn was a big part of her life back then. He even helped begin her combat training. And for her to do that now, he was preparing for the worst.

"Apparently, Hiccup had three chances to take away her virginity" she said slowly. His unoccupied hand immediately curled into a fist and if she didn't say anything fast, it would come down and break the table in half. "But he never followed through with his attentions ... always stopping themselves from going too far" she said quickly. Once her husband was in a rage, there was no stopping him.

"Well now I know they've ended up naked with each other"

"Technically half naked. I deduced that the most they did was make-out with extreme passion but nothing more."

"And you can read that right off her face? What if they did _other_ ... activities?" he asked, searching her eyes for some form of agreement, but was only met with sheer calmness and a 'are you serious' expression.

"She would have told me that, dear. But other than confessing how of making out and nearly having her purity taken away three times, and how she took him to the prison instead of others, how she was the first one by Hiccup's side after the trial ... even the day when she came, remember? When Alvin had her tied up and we couldn't do anything. Hiccup didn't do anything. If he didn't care about her he would have risked her life, but no, he surrendered because he refused to let Astrid die because of him" she reasoned.

"Sounds to me like you're taking his side now" he said with a rueful smile.

"I'm not taking his side; it's just Astrid told me that we should talk to him and that would show us why she loves him"

"I don't know, Ingrid. He's already the branded traitor of Berk and an outcast ... this whole business with the dragons ..." he seemed skeptical.

"Do you want your daughter to stop speaking to you, looking at you and loving you for the rest of your life?" she snapped at him. "I'm willing to give this is a shot because we technically do owe him. He could have easily let Alvin kill our baby girl, but he didn't. At least think of this as some kind of 'Thank You' talk" she said. Arnbjorn knew there was no point arguing with her. He didn't want the only other girl in his life to hate him for not trying.

"Alright, I'll do it" he said. Ingrid smiled in response, giving him a peck on the lips before going back outside to train with the boys.

"The only match for a stubborn Viking ... an equally stubborn and deadly wife" he muttered under his breath, laughing a bit as well. He grabbed the scabbard that held the sword and walked out the front door, on his way to the forge.

_000_

_"Told you it'd go a lot faster with me helping"_

"You, do not understand the heap of trouble I would have gotten in if someone saw you helping me!" Hiccup silently yelled at him.

_"Well no one did, and look, it's not even afternoon yet .. you should be thankful that I quickened your work"_

"Just please, don't do it again. I don't want to take the risk" Hiccup pleaded as he went into the forge with Toothless waiting at the entrance. Gobber was busy clanging away, producing more nails with the raw iron he had and fixing up a few other weapons as well.

"I see you're back early" he noted, seeing the semi-tired Hiccup trudge into the main room.

"Ah well, told you I get work done quick" he said, looking over to see what was next on the list.

"Oh, I wasn't worried at all, with that dragon of yours, you should get everything done by tomorrow night" he said, a knowing smile at Hiccup's reaction taking place.

"I ... I-d-didn't use Toothless" he stuttered. There was his old apprentice.

"Come on Hiccup, do you really think anyone could have finished fixing that barn up in the time you did? I'm hurt that you could think so lowly of me" he said in a mock tone of hurt.

"Please Gobber, I started thinking that of you years ago" Hiccup retorted meeting Gobber's serious eyes with the same look, but both of them couldn't keep up their straight faces and burst into laughter.

"I missed ya lad" Gobber said, rubbing a tear away from his eye.

"Same here Gobber." The two didn't notice Arnbjorn walk up to the counter, a bit perplexed at the situation in front of him. He never imagined Hiccup being this carefree after the punishment he received.

"Ah, Arnbjorn, what can I do for ya?" Gobber asked, hobbling over to the counter.

"As you know the marriage is in a month, and I need my family sword prepared for the occasion" he said, placing the scabbard on the counter delicately. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Hiccup flinch at the mention of the wedding but quickly tried to get back on his tasks.

"Ah, old Slicer here needs a makeover aye?" Gobber asked, pulling the sword out of its scabbard. It was an impressive piece of metal. Long, sleek, and it was rare. It curved inward near the middle, but began to expand as it reached the tip. Hiccup took a quick glance at it and knew the sword had seen better days. It was clearly used in dragon attacks and he could see the dried blood stains on it which made him sick to his stomach. "Don't worry, I'll fix it right up" he said, moving to the anvil to begin the process.

"Actually ... I was hoping Hiccup could work on it" he said. Both men looked at him as if he'd lost his mind. Hiccup dropped the scroll he had and Gobber nearly dropped the hammer on his good foot.

"Are you sure Arnbjorn? Hiccup has a lot on his plate and .. "

"I'm sure. Besides, the rules of his punishment did say that he has to help any villager with a task before his other jobs" Arnbjorn said, looking Hiccup up and down. "Are you up for it?" he asked the supposed lover of his daughter.

"Uh ... I'm not sure sir. I haven't worked with a blade in a few months and I would _not_ want to ruin a fine blade such as that" Hiccup said, keeping his tone light and talking to him with respect.

"Hiccup, this is not a request, it's an order. I trust that you will do to the best that your abilities allow you to" he said, gesturing to Gobber to give the sword back to him. The smithy gave it back, handle first and Hiccup watched Mr. Hofferson flip the sword in the air, catching it by the handle before placing it back in its scabbard and giving it to him. He slowly reached out his arms and grabbed hold of the scabbard, examining the hard leather casing that the sword called home.

"Deliver it when you have finished it" was all Arnbjorn said before turning his back and leaving the still shocked Hiccup looking at the scabbard.

"Come on boy, snap out of it!" Gobber said, snapping two fingers in front of his face. With a quick blink Hiccup was back in reality.

"What just happened?" he asked, looking at his mentor.

"I think he just gave you a chance to get on his good side ... don't mess it up" Gobber warned before returning to his work.

"Love your motivation talks" Hiccup called back, though his remark was drowned out by the hammering of Gobber's hammer on the anvil. "What do you think bud, do you think I can do this?" he asked Toothless, who had watched the whole scene unfold from the back entrance.

_"Since I don't know anything about forging, yeah you got this"_ he said, settling down for the rest of the day since he knew first hand that once Hiccup had a task, and one as big as this, he would never stop until it was finished. Hiccup meanwhile was having a wave of ideas to sort and figure out which would be the best choice to make this sword as great as it could be. The first concern was the weight. Yes, it had a beautiful shape, but with that thin centre, he was worried that the swords' battles would be coming to an end. Next, it seemed that iron had faded a bit in certain parts, the handle was a bit worn out and there were scratches, scrapes and a dent or two in its perfect physique. 'I really have a lot to do with this' he thought.

However, he did remember a certain material he brought with him which he could use to improve or remold the sword. He laid the scabbard back down on his workbench and ran to Toothless, quickly looking into the bag that he was carrying. He immediately pulled out a rather large lump of Gronckle Iron.

_"That's what has been in there? No wonder why I felt I was carrying a flock of Terrible Terrors"_

Hiccup muttered a quick sorry to his dragon before heading back in and right to Gobber, "How would Mr. Hofferson feel if I improved his sword by making it out of another material?" he asked. The smithy stopped what he was doing and stared at Hiccup as if he had a death wish.

"Are ye seriously thinking about changing that sword?" he asked. No Viking liked it when their most prized weapon was changed. A weapon here was treated as if it were your own child. You took care of it, gave it its own special place in the house and even though it wasn't perfect in the eyes of others, they still knew what a weapon meant to its owner. "He didn't ask you to make changes"

"But he did imply to _make it_ better right? I can do that with this material" he said, placing the huge ore piece on the table. Gobber closed one eye and examined it as if he were examining for any scratches on a gem.

"What is it?"

"It's called Gronckle Iron. It's sort of like frozen Gronckle barf" Hiccup grimaced. Gobber pulled back and looked at him with a skeptical eye.

"And you want to fuse barf into Arnbjorn's most prized weapon ... a weapon that will be used in the wedding?"

"Just hear me out. Once a shield or weapon is forged from this, it is extremely light but extremely strong. I thought it wouldn't survive a strike from another sword but when I tested it out on a tree with a relatively thin trunk, it cut right through! It also looks more presentable ... something that you could place above your fireplace and watch it glow against the flickering flames as if it was being given by Odin himself" he said. Gobber saw that spark in his eyes which he usually got when he was excited about something. He was pleading with those eyes to let him to do it.

"He asked you Hiccup, not me ... so feel free to do what you think is best, but don't involve me" his mentor said, taking a step back and he couldn't help but smile at Hiccup's facial expression. It was of a child who just woke up on Snoggletog morning and rushing down to see the present he asked for. However, he was definitely surprised when Hiccup hugged him, granted his arms didn't reach all the way round but a hug nonetheless.

"Thanks Gobber" he said, pulling back before Gobber could bring his arms round him. Hiccup grabbed the lump of Gronckle Iron and placed it in a metal pot which he placed in the forge's massive hearth to melt it down.

"Toothless!" he called and said dragon appeared in the doorway. "I need more heat, give a hot blast will ya?" he asked, moving back. The Night Fury obliged, breathing in and let out a fast shot at the hearth which raised the temperature ten fold. "Thanks bud" Hiccup said with smile, before turning his attention to Slicer. He pulled the sword out and also placed it in the hearth, the special compartment where swords could be placed to melt down. While the metals melted, he grabbed a few papers and started drawing out designs for the sword he had in mind. He would make the sword a bit wider so that there would be more strength in the middle, improve the hilt as well for a better and lighter grip and he would have to make new scabbard as well. But he wasn't concerned. He knew he could get this done by tonight. This is what he was good at.

After getting everything planned, he went to the rack that held the different shapes of swords embedded in them. There were only two where the sword curved inward at the middle before expanding outwards at the tip again. Luckily one of them was the exact shape he was going for. With some effort, he carried the stone slab mold to the forging table, laid it down and went to check on the metals.

He had given them a good twenty minutes to reach molten form. He placed his apron on and gloves and used the massive tongs to lift the metal container that the Gronckle Iron was placed in and poured it right into the cast. The molten Iron filled nearly filled out the cast. He then used the tongs again to hold the metal container, placed it under a drain point of the slab in the hearth, where Slicer was nothing but molten iron now. He pressed a lever that shifted a small stone door and watched the molten iron drain into the container.

He carried the remnants of Slicer to the still liquid Gronckle Iron and poured it in to help fill out the sword. He didn't have to pour much and he could tell Mr. Hofferson that there were still traces of old Slicer left in this new one. He placed the metal container back in the hearth, already having plans of what to do with the excess iron. In fact, he figured he should get started since it would take time for the metal to could down a bit before he could start hammering out the right shapes.

He went back to the cast rack and pulled out the cast of a of small sword. It was too big to be considered a dagger, and not big enough to actually be considered a sword ... but something in between. He really hoped that Mr. Hofferson wouldn't mind, otherwise he'd have to worry about his blood ending up on one of the two blades, or both. He poured the rest of the molten iron into the second cast and turned his attention back to the main sword which had hardened enough for him to start hammering. He used the tongs to lift the sword by the metal handle and place it on the anvil next to the table and began his work, straightening out any bump, getting the metal evenly spread out and making sure all the right places had its appropriate strength. Seeing it was now in fine shape, he took a small metal knife and began to engrave a saying on the weapon. It was not customary for all smiths to do that, but it was Hiccup's trademark, to leave behind a saying on his work. While the metal hard, but still soft enough to write in, he began to carve the runes. It took him about five minutes in all, before he brought his head back and read out again.

Giving the sword a final eye examination, he was more than satisfied with the work he had done and submerged it in the barrel of water close by. He loved the feeling of steam rising against his face, the vapour clearing out his nose and allowing all the leather, metal and coal smells in the forge be inhaled. It was as if if a part of him had returned home.

He pulled the blade back out once it had cooled down with the tongs and placed it at his work station. He began work on the hilt. There were plenty of pommels, grips and cross-guards available in the forge for it and many of them were in fine condition. Gathering them and assembling took no time at all. He even managed to clean the now finished hilt thoroughly before screwing it in at the base of the new blade.

He held it in his left arm, gazing up from the base of the sword right to the tip and marveled at its sheer beauty. He hoped Snotlout would treasure this sword with his life when it would passed into his family. It was the shape that made it appear striking as it was deadly. He looked outside, and saw the sun cresting over the buildings. It was about two more hours till sunset.

"Wow" he muttered. He had been so engrossed in this project that time literally flew by without waiting for him. However, right now wasn't the time for awe at Odin's control over the universe. He had to get the other, smaller sword ready. He quickly placed the new and improved Slicer on his desk and took his tongs and hammer and began the same process with the other sword. Being smaller, it didn't take him long to shape the metal correctly, and he soon had it in the barrel of water to cool down and before you knew it, already had the hilt screwed into the base of the sword.

"Two swords in one day ... and aren't they beauties" he said, glancing to Toothless who was still at the back entrance of the forge. He didn't get a reply as he saw his dragon, belly-up, tongue rolled out one side of his mouth, fast asleep.

"Yes, you get your much needed rest bud" said Hiccup, laughing a bit. He noticed that Gobber wasn't around as well. He clearly lost all focus around him once he became consumed by his projects.

With a shake of his head, he proceeded to finish off the swords which take two hours max. He took out specific rocks to sharpen the edges of the blade. It was a tedious process that took time and he was going to make sure that it was a weapon that Mr. Hofferson would feel proud of owning.

_000_

Night had descended on Berk over an hour ago and Arnbjorn Hofferson was returning to his house for a well deserved rest. He had been about the village, looking over petty disputes, making sure the supplies were in order and consulting the farmers about how fast their crops would grow back again and how their animals were coping. At times he did wonder how Stoick tolerated such ... idiotic is a strong word, so is helpless ... trifles, yes trifles ... how could he tolerate with such trifles.

It didn't help either that he had to help his sons and their friends for a practice sparring match which took one hour of his time. Most of them weren't even keen on learning and were distracted by who could kill the most dragons talk. Rolof and Gaulder were still out with their friends and would be back in the next hour or so. At least that gave him time alone with his wife for some peace and relaxation.

He opened the front door of his house to be greeted with a lovely sight of the fire flickering at the hearth, candles lit here and there and his wife in the kitchen, preparing dinner.

"Rough day?" she asked, seeing the tired look on his face, shooting him a sympathetic smile.

"Something like that" he said, taking his helmet off and placing it on the shelf above the hearth. "How was yours?" he asked, taking quick strides to his wife, who turned her face to receive the quick peck on the lips.

"Not as bad as yours ... went out to the shops, bought some vegetables, meats; making your favourite today" she said.

"I know ... I could smell it as soon as our house was in sight" he said happily, sitting down at the table. He could see four, big, juicy Icelandic Cod being high above the fire, which only meant one thing, they were being smoked. He could see the parallel slices along their bodies for the smoke to penetrate the flesh. No one could make smoked fish the way Ingrid could. And that was not all. There honey glazed vegetables that were already served on a plate. All he had to do was wait until his children returned and then he could dig in.

"Where's Astrid been? I haven't seen her since breakfast?" he asked. It was a quiet breakfast from her, not speaking to anyone, not even her brothers when they tried to annoy her. She finished her meal as fast she could and walked out.

"I haven't the faintest idea" Ingrid replied with a frown.

_Knock Knock Knock_

Both adults turned their heads to the door. Who could be here at this hour. Arnbjorn rose to his feet and took large strides towards the door. He opened it to find Hiccup, holding two scabbards with him and a nervous smile on his face. He also caught the Night Fury behind him, waiting at the bottom of the steps.

"I've finished the swords Mr. Hofferson" he said, after clearing his throat.

"Swords? I only gave you ... what did you do to Slicer?" he asked, voice becoming alarmingly low and deadly.

"Could we please step inside and I could show you what I've done" he said slowly, aware that the man in front of him could strangle him if he uttered one wrong word. Arnbjorn moved aside reluctantly letting Hiccup.

"The dragon waits outside" he said. Hiccup looked back to Toothless who looked at him worriedly.

"It's alright bud, I'll be fine" Hiccup replied assuredly. He only wished he could believe his own words once the door closed and he was right in the centre of the Hofferson home. This was the first time he stepped foot inside and it was impressive. The main area was the same size as his old house back on the hill, maybe a tad smaller, with a fireplace at one side and chairs hear there for guests to sit around and for the family on most nights.

Ingrid looked to see who it was and greeted him with a nod of her head, to which he nodded back. He remained standing until Mr. Hofferson took a seat in front of the fireplace.

"Okay ... when I first saw Slicer, I was completely blown away by its beauty, but was concerned about the state it was in" he started. Seeing both the Hofferson adults waiting for him to continue gave slight encouragement. "Plus, I noticed there were scratches and dents in the sword which would never be acceptable during a marriage so I improved your sword by forging it out of a new material" he said, pulling Slicer from its scabbard. The look on Arnbjorn's face was one of wonder.

In front of him, glowing in the flame's light was Slicer, but it was no longer a dull iron colour, instead it was a bright silver colour, which seemed to be in different shades along the blade. He noticed the blade had been enlarged by a small fraction, but that glorious shape was still kept. He could also see the intricate designs Hiccup had engraved on it. He couldn't help but focus on the runes on the blade.

_May the Gods bestow their blessings upon the family this blade will protect_

Arnbjorn knew it wasn't a traditional Norse blessing, but it was poetic nonetheless. Hiccup then gave him the sword to inspect it for himself. He grabbed the sword by the hilt and held it in his arm, feeling it become one with his body as a sword is meant to be. It was perfectly balanced. He ran his hand along the blade, amazed at the smoothness of it. Such a trait could call for weakness but Arnbjorn was a veteran in sword fighting. Even with the smoothness, he could feel the strength in the sword; it would easily be able to cut anything down in its path. He would test it tomorrow just to be sure but it was a work of art either way.

"New material you say?" he asked, looking back to Hiccup.

"Yes sir ... it's called Gronckle Iron; extremely tough and light. I've worked with it many times, forged weapons from it and they are the most reliable in making excellent weapons out of all the materials I know, sir" he said, holding his hands behind his back, still standing and watching Mr. Hofferson continue to inspect his work.

"So this is a completely new sword? The old Slicer's gone?"

"Not exactly, sir. I melted down the Gronckle Iron and old Slicer and poured some of old Slicer into the new cast, but I made Slicer into a smaller sword" he said, taking the second sword into his hands and pulling the blade out. It was no near as to taking his and his wife's breath away but they were stunned again. That new look of Slicer nearly brought Arnbjorn to tears of joy. It had been so long since he saw his blade in its glory, even though it was smaller now. He also offered that to him, so that he could take a close look at it.

"That is made completely from Slicer since I knew that it has sentimental value to you and no Viking would ever want to lose their prized weapon" Hiccup said. Arnbjorn didn't spend as much time looking over this one as he did with the previous sword, the sword that would be passed down to Snotlout.

"You did an excellent job Hiccup" he said, looking at him and placing both swords in their scabbards respectively. Hiccup was caught off guard by the smile Mr. Hofferson wore, one that bore respect and gratefulness.

"It was an honour doing this for you, sir" Hiccup replied, taking a small bow out of manners. "Anyway, I must be going. I have a long day ahead of me tomorrow" he said, walking to the door and opening it. Toothless immediately perked his head up, eager to head back.

"Where are you going?" Mrs. Hofferson called out.

"Back to the prison, since I'm supposed to sleep there until my sentence is over" Hiccup said with rueful smile.

"Have you had anything to eat?" she asked. Arnbjorn knew where this was going. Hiccup could nearly taste that heavenly smell coming from the kitchen, but he knew it was rude to stay here for dinner.

"I'll be heading to the Great Hall for my meal" he said, but before he could leave ...

"Why don't you stay with us for dinner?" Arnbjorn asked. It was the least he could do after knowing that Hiccup slaved a whole day to be done with the sword. He went above and beyond in the work he did.

"I really shouldn't..." he said, glancing back to Toothless.

"It's quite alright. We have made a lot of food anyway and we can't let it go to waste, even though we have three kids" Ingrid said. Arnbjorn could see Hiccup glancing at his dragon and could tell that he didn't want to leave him.

"Your dragon can come inside." Did he really say that? Hiccup and his wife also stared at him wide-eyed. "If he doesn't damage anything that is" he said quickly.

"What do you say bud? You won't damage anything right? This isn't our house" Hiccup said and Toothless nodded enthusiastically, walking up the steps and into the house. It was a tight squeeze through the doorway but he managed and didn't knock anything down in the process.

_000_

Astrid had had a long day. How Hiccup could handle them on their first day she'll never know. The twins were always messing about and Snotlout was doing the exact opposite of what she said. Only Fishlegs listened to her and learned a few things. She had said goodbye to Stormfly and was on her way back home when her brothers ran into her.

"Watch where you're going!" she yelled, nearly toppling onto the ground.

"Well sorry you're too fat to miss us" Gaulder teased back. She felt her face turn red in anger. No one calls her fat!

Her brothers saw this change in colour and dashed off towards their house with their sister in hot pursuit. However she did find it odd when both her brothers jumped back onto each other after opening the front door of their house. She herself nearly jumped back as well after seeing a dragon in her house.

"Toothless?" she asked, walking up to the doorway and seeing the dragon, by the fireplace, looking at her with those beady eyes.

"Ah Astrid" her father said, sitting at the kitchen table. By then her brothers had recovered from their fall and were now poking their heads out from her sides. "Come in and say hi to our guest" her father said, gesturing to the man with auburn hair and the black leather armour.

"Hiccup?"


	27. Dinner With The Hoffersons

**A/N: Well guys ... seeing as this story is doing so well, I will plan on making a sequel once it's done. Great news right!? :D**

**But it does come at a cost. You know my other story, _Rider Vs. Conqueror_? I'll be taking that one down because the sequel will be the second movie basically, but with some slight differences and other characters, and that's what _Rider Vs. Conqueror _is. Ripper and Heather will carry on into the sequel as well for those who were wondering. **

**The reason I'm thinking about this is, well, this story is doing extremely well THANKS to YOU GUYS ... and it deserves a sequel. But because it'll be similar to my other HTTYD story, it makes _Rider Vs. Conqueror _redundant ... in my opinion. **

**I just wanted to know what you guys think about that. If that's the case, I will be taking those chapters (not copying them) but changing the lines and ideas a bit. **

**So what do you guys think? I'm still thinking about it and am not completely sure of it. But if I were to make a sequel, it would involve being along the lines of the second HTTYD 2. Also since _Rider Vs. Conqueror _is a bit off from HTTYD 2 and some of my representations of the characters aren't that exact. **

**So please PM me or leave your answer in the review.**

**Also guys, I want to warn you that I won't be updating from July 5th - July 18th because I'll be on vacation. Sorry about the inconvenience.**

* * *

><p>This was a sight she never expected to see in her lifetime. A Night Fury sitting by the hearth like an overgrown dog and a branded traitor and outcast, as well as secret lover, talking with her mother in the kitchen. And to top it all off, her father, an extremely overprotective man of his family, a respected <em>dragon killer<em>, and a stickler for traditions, was allowing this to happen right in front of her.

"Am I in the right house?" she asked, gesturing to everything happening in front of her. If she thought she was speechless, she couldn't even begin to imagine what her two _younger _brothers were thinking. They were busy peeking out at her sides, terrified to show themselves to the dragon that was eyeing them curiously. In their minds, they thought he was thinking of ways to take them down and eat them.

"Yes dear, you are. Boys, the dragon won't attack you" their father said, getting up and walking towards them. Astrid shook her head a few times and went inside, walking to the kitchen to see her mother and Hiccup. The boys were at first scared that their only cover against the dragon walked away but quickly took refuge in front of their father, who was blocking Toothless' view of them.

"He won't you" their father comforted, walking behind them and giving them a slight push inside the house, closing the door swiftly behind him.

"But what if he wants to eat us?" Rolof asked, still staying close to his father. Toothless snorted, disgusted at the thought as he turned away his head from them.

_"Humans are relatively disgusting to eat ... I just know that from a few other dragons, not from first hand"_

"Whispering Deaths?" Hiccup asked.

_"Yeah"_

"Who are you talking to?" asked Ingrid.

"To Toothless, and before you ask, yes I can talk to dragons" Hiccup replied. He couldn't help but be amused at the faces all the Hoffersons adorned, except for Astrid. He would never get tired of saying that to people.

"And what about the Whispering Deaths?" asked Astrid, standing by Hiccup and her mother.

"When your brother asked if he would eat them, he said that humans are disgusting as a food source ... and immediately said that he heard it from other dragons and that he has and never will try to eat a human" Hiccup replied.

"Too bad ... I was wondering how to get rid of my brothers" Astrid said, casting an evil glance to her pale brothers, who even paled more after she said that since, to them, she clearly had some sort of relationship with Hiccup. "Wait, doesn't Ripper have a Whispering Death?" she asked, while looking at her brothers.

"Oh yeah, he does ... funny story actually, Whispering Deaths love to have their mouth and teeth cleaned, so the first time Ripper did it, he found a skeleton of forearm in his mouth, lodged between a few teeth. When I said that 'Looks like Whispering Deaths have a taste for human flesh' and only then did we realize we were standing in front of Bladewing, his dragon, and we couldn't help but feel terrified when we looked into his opaque eyes, knowing he had eaten a person before" Hiccup said laughing. Astrid laughed a bit as well, imagining that memory right now.

"Here that guys ... I don't think Ripper's dragon will mind having another human or two" she said sweetly and her brothers further hid themselves behind their father. Hiccup didn't really understand the effect he was having on the young boys until he turned and saw them, pulling their father along as they moved away from Toothless. That's when he realized they weren't like Astrid and didn't understand dragons.

"Sorry! Sorry guys! I didn't mean it like that ... only a _few _dragons would even think about eating a person. Ripper's dragon doesn't do that anymore. He said he only did it once and he was starving and I mean _starving_ ... turned out it was the worst decision of his life since it gave him indigestion" he chuckled, along with Astrid.

Seeing the two boys still hiding behind Arnbjorn, he sighed and walked up to them. He knelt down, peeking around the legs of their father, "Guys he _won't_ harm you ... trust me" he said reaching a hand out.

"No! Why should we trust you?" said Gaulder.

"Yeah, you're a traitor and outcast of Berk" said Rolof.

"Boys!" Arnbjorn yelled, grabbing the attention of everyone. Hiccup looked around and saw Mr. Hofferson might have beaten Astrid to the scolding, although he suspected his scolding wouldn't involve any fists.

"We _do not _use or direct that kind of language to _any _guest who enters this house, understand!?" he yelled, turning to face them.

"Mr. Hofferson, it's quite alright. They didn't mean anything by it" Hiccup tried to persuade him. He didn't like seeing children punished or scolded.

"With all do respect, Hiccup ... I do not tolerate that kind of behaviour in this house and especially from my kids" he said sternly, turning his gaze back to his sons. "Apologize to Mr. Haddock and mean it" he said. Astrid knew that tone, granted she was hardly on the receiving end of it but she knew he wouldn't continue unless what he demanded was done. Given this situation and what her brothers said, she couldn't agree more. It's not like she doesn't like to see her brothers in trouble, which she actually does, she couldn't believe they said that to Hiccup, even when her parents were treating him kindly and all that sentence and punishment nonsense was forgotten.

"I'm waiting" he said, tapping his foot and folding his arms. Hiccup looked from Arnbjorn to the two boys were desperately trying not meet his gaze.

"I'm sorry" Rolof mumbled.

"What was that?" his father asked again, raising an eyebrow.

"I'm sorry Hiccup ... I shouldn't have said that" he repeated loudly this time, for everyone to hear. Hiccup smiled kindly at him, placing a hand on the small boy's shoulder.

"It's quite alright, actually. You wouldn't believe what others were saying during my travels" he said, getting a small laugh out of the ten year old as well.

"Gaulder" Arnbjorn said, waiting for his eldest son to apologize.

"I'm sorry too, okay? I didn't mean anything by it" he said, looking at Hiccup and then his father. Hiccup nodded in reply, even though he didn't like being put under the spotlight. They're just children and are still growing up in a society of dragon killers and have absorbed what their parents and their friends have said about dragons. It'll take time for them to trust dragons completely.

"Good, I hope I won't hear or see behaviour like that again" said Arnbjorn, walking to the kitchen.

_"If it helps them I'll go back out, I don't mind"_ Toothless growled, surprising the boys a bit who darted for the kitchen.

"What did he say?" Astrid asked, joining Hiccup.

"He said he could go out if it makes your brothers feel more comfortable"

Arnbjorn looked at Hiccup rubbing the dragon's snout and saw the Night Fury purring and pushing against Hiccup, obviously asking for more attention. He still found it hard to believe that Hiccup could talk to dragons, but decided to believe it for now until further proof could be gathered. "No, like you, he's a guest in this house ... and I can't believe I just said that" he muttered while laughing, as were the others.

"You're already rubbing off on my dad" Astrid whispered.

"Your brothers don't seem to like me very much" he said as he sat down on one of the large chairs in the room, only enough for two people to sit on.

"It's quite odd ... they're usually ecstatic to meet someone new and show them a hard time" she said, sitting down beside him. "By the way, I'm sorry they said that to you. My parents definitely taught them better than that."

"It's quite alright. Besides, it isn't like some of the names people have called me over the years like 'Ye son of a whore' and" he whispered the rest to her in her ear and she couldn't help her eyes nearly double in size at the names they called him.

"If they called me any of those, I would have cut their tongue off faster than a Speed Stinger could run" she said pulling back.

"Well, I had around fifteen years to build up a tolerance to names so it wasn't much of a big deal ... besides, it was fun making them angry" he said with a laugh.

"Well no offense, but you can be annoying"

"Well it's a trait I'm proud to have" he said, leaning back on the couch, stretching his arms and then allowing them to fall against the top of the backboard.

"That's going to be a problem living with" she said, also settling into the couch.

"Oh come on, I'm funny 'annoying', not irritating 'annoying'" she said, emphasizing with his hands.

"You have to refrain from shaking your hands and shoulders"

"Why?"

"Because you look like this" and proceeded to imitate him, shaking and bouncing her shoulders, the her metal shoulder guards clanging around and her fur hood bouncing about as well.

"I do not look like that when I talk and make gestures" he complained.

"You just did!" she said, struggling to hold back her laughter.

"Toothless, do I look like that when I talk or make gestures?" he asked, and Astrid did them once more to make her point.

_"It's like looking in a mirror"_

"He said that I don't look like that" he replied, folding his arms. Toothless snorted in disagreement and looked away.

"Okay, even _I _can tell he disagrees with you" she laughed, punching him lightly in the shoulder.

"So much for dragon loyalty" he muttered under his breath, furthering Astrid's laugh attack and even getting, what seemed like laughing, out of Toothless. Meanwhile, Arnbjorn and Ingrid were watching the two of them with interest as they set up the table.

"He makes her laugh ... a genuine laugh at that" she whispered. "He also seems to understand how she acts and goes along with it and I know you've been paying attention to _one specific _action he hasn't even done"

"What?" he asked.

"Not once has he had his eyes on her body ... not 'checking her out' as the teens these days call it. He's always maintained eye contact and gives her his full attention, and you've observed that as well" she said.

"It's clear to me that you want Hiccup to marry her."

"Maybe, Arnbjorn, maybe ... the only reason I think that is because I want a man who treats our daughter with respect, always pays his full attention to her when she needs it and most importantly, a man she will not regret waking up to every single morning for the rest of her life."

"At least we've taught her to beat the crap out of anyone who tries and take any advantage of her" he remarked, placing the dish which held the four smoked cod, with some vegetables placed around them, and a separate bowl for the honey glazed vegetables.

"And Hiccup marrying Astrid might be better for Snotlout himself ... poor lad won't be able to sleep in the same bed as her, she'll make that clear from day one" she said, laughing a bit, but then her expression turned serious. "But do you want that happening every single day with Snotlout? Or never with Hiccup?" her question left him pondering.

He didn't have much time though as she had set the six plates for them and called them in for dinner. Rolof and Gaulder rushed right in, taking their seats at the table, next to each other while Astrid took Hiccup's arm and led him over. They both sat opposite to her brothers while her parents sat the ends of the table.

"Now before we get started, remember we have to say the blessing" Arnbjorn said. "It's your turn today Astrid" he said. Hiccup was aware of the customs and blessings, although this was the first time he's seen a family from Berk do that. But he wasn't as surprised since it was the Hofferson family as they are extremely devout people. They all bowed their heads, crossed their hands, letting them rest on the edge of the table and closed their eyes, waiting for Astrid to speak.

"Lord Odin and Lady Freya, We give our greetings to thee. Please Bless this bounty set here before us And enjoy this good food with us As we do enjoy it. Hail and love to Thee"

_All: _"Hail and Love to Thee"

"Hiccup has the pleasure of starting off since he's our guest" Ingrid said, moving the cod dish closer to him.

"Thank you ... wow, it smells incredible Mrs. Hofferson" he said, taking in a deep breath of the home cooked meal. She smiled at the excitement in his eyes as he cut out a decent size chunk from the first fish and placed it on his plate. He then slid the dish over to Astrid for her pick and he received the bowl of the honey glazed vegetables.

"Been a while since you had some home cooked food?" she asked.

"You could say that ... it was mostly either plane meals, or a fish on a spit cooking over a fire. It's been a good year since the last time I had a meal like this" said Hiccup, cutting up his fish and taking the first bite. He couldn't help but smile heavenly as he felt all the flavours of the herbs and spices Mrs. Hofferson used, the smokey texture of the meat and the way the fish seemed to melt in his mouth.

"I take it you like it?" Ingrid asked, amused by his reaction to her cooking.

"Like is an understatement ... I've _never _had fish like this" he said, hungrily taking a second bite. Ingrid smiled in reply. She'd never met anyone who patronized her cooking.

"Luckily Ingrid over here cooked an extra fish" Arnbjorn laughed as he served himself a huge piece.

"What did you eat normally?" Rolof asked, with his mouthful and the bits of chewed fish partly visible.

"Didn't you learn to keep your mouth closed while eating?" Astrid asked. Rolof quickly shut his mouth and resumed chewing.

"Wow, that 's a first" she said, looking over her brother as if he wasn't the same.

"What is it?" asked Hiccup.

"He actually listened to me ... we should have you here more often for him to behave" she said, giving him a glance before taking a bite from her piece. Her comment got everyone at the table, except for Rolof, laughing.

"Answering your question, Rolof ... I never had anything like this. On Sharkslane I usually had my meals from their Meade Hall and only on a few occasions did I accept people's invitations to join them for dinner. I usually had those dinners with Chief Treeroot, his wife, daughter and Ripper. But apart from those few days, I usually had my meals in the Hall. And when I left them a year ago to go ... exploring" he looked to Astrid she could tell by his eyes that he didn't want to give the real reason why he left and she understood completely "...and during that whole year I was content with just roasting a fish over a spit, cooking meat without garnishing herbs or spices on it ... just normal food to keep my hunger satisfied ... nothing like this" he said gesturing to the fish and vegetables in front of him.

"You lived on your own for a whole year?" asked Arnbjorn.

"Yeah, I traveled to a far land east from here, near the Last Frontier village. It was only accessible by dragon and I built my house in a Cove that's bigger than Raven Point here on Berk. I visited the village only when I needed supplies and I traded a few items I crafted for food and money. It was extremely peaceful" he said.

"How big was your new home?" asked Gaulder.

"Was it like Chief Stoick's house or much much bigger?" Rolof asked.

"It was nearly three times bigger" he answered. Rolof and Gaulder's mouths hit the table while Arnbjorn and Ingrid stopped eating and stared at him with shocked expressions. Astrid was the only one who didn't react and they couldn't help but giggle like children seeing their expressions.

"Nearly three times bigger? And you lived all alone in that house?" Arnbjorn asked.

"Well, I had Toothless there with me, and he was the main reason why I made the house extremely big. So he could jump about on the rafters, have his own personal room, although he always slept near me ... but I made one room my personal forge. It would get extremely hot so I had build a lot windows in that room to cool it, plus it took me a good week to construct the room with large rocks since wood would not be suitable."

"Were there any dragons in the area?" Ingrid asked.

"There were tonnes ... species that I've never seen before" Astrid exclaimed. "It all looked so ... peaceful and serene, to be honest. The time I was there, Hiccup introduced me to the dragons. They were wary at first, but soon trusted me"

"Well ... all except one dragon" Hiccup mentioned and she nodded her head, both their gazes saddening at Aremdis' predicament.

"What dragon?" asked Rolof. "Was it scary, big, dangerous?"

"You know how big, dangerous and scary a Whispering Death is right?" Both the boys nodded. "Well, try a dragon that's the same shape as them except about five times bigger." This time, the news even got Arnbjorn and Ingrid slack-jawed. However, Arnbjorn noticed at that moment, Hiccup reached his hand over his heart and guessed that that dragon was the cause of that humongous scar across his chest and abdomen.

"That dragon gave you that scar?" he asked, gesturing to where his hand was.

"Yeah ... although I don't really blame him" he said sadly.

"Why wouldn't you blame him!? He tried to kill you! Did you kill it for trying to kill you?" Gaulder asked, but he was immediately silenced by Astrid's gaze. She then glanced back to Hiccup who, she could tell, was remembering the reason behind it, and she felt the same emotions as well.

"It's called a Screaming Death. It's a ... mutated form of Whispering Death, except it doesn't have any weaknesses. It's bigger, stronger and doesn't have the weaknesses a Whispering Death has; it's also incredibly fast for a dragon its size. It tried to kill me because it has a deep hatred of Vikings"

"Why's that?" Ingrid asked.

"I'm sure you all know the story of the White Death?" they all nodded.

"Astrid kept telling us that story when we were younger and we annoyed her. She had so much fun in telling us that if we kept behaving like we did it come and get us" Rolof said. Hiccup glanced at Astrid with an amused smirk and she directed her gaze away, grinning mischievously.

"Well, that dragon is behind that tale"

"So, what happened in that village ... it's all true" Arnbjorn muttered.

"Every single detail" Hiccup nodded solemnly.

"And I'm guessing you know why" he said.

"When I went exploring the new land, I unknowingly wandered into his territory. He attacked me on sight. He came right at me; I managed to jump out of the way, but one of his razor sharp teeth left that scar along my chest and his tail slapped me for a good one hundred yards, maybe more. When I recovered from that hit, which I believe is a miracle, I saw him coming to finish the job. I couldn't move at all; the grazes and cuts from hitting branches and the ground, the huge gash he left in my chest and I was pretty sure I broke a bone or two ... but then Toothless jumped right in front of me. He stopped his charge and looked in bewilderment at Toothless' actions. He convinced him not to hurt me, that I was different. It took a while, but he finally managed to convince him, and then he told us his story, how about twenty years ago, his mate and hatchlings were slaughtered by the villagers he lived close to. They never bothered them and here, all of a sudden, his mate and hatchlings were covered in their own blood. Out of pure rage he attacked the village and killed every single one of them. After that, he migrated with his last hatchling to the place I discovered and settled down there. He said that he would let me live, but to never cross into his territory again ... and I never did" he gave them the short story, not going too much into detail.

Both Arnbjorn and Ingrid glanced at each other and then back to Hiccup, who had taken a break from his meal. They figured since he was revisiting an emotional event, he needed a moment.

"See? Dragons care and hurt as we do ... this is what Hiccup showed me during my week stay" Astrid said.

"What do you mean stay?" her mother asked.

"After I told Hiccup we needed his help, I left him to think about it and went exploring that same land and I also wandered into his territory" she said carefully. After hearing what Armedis did to Hiccup, they would be beyond petrified if something happened to their daughter.

"She didn't know about him before that ... I should have warned her" said Hiccup, looking quite guilty right now.

"It wasn't your fault. You needed some space to think and I went out on my own which was a dumb decision. Don't beat yourself up for my careless choices" she said, placing a hand on his shoulder.

"What happened? Did you come face to face with the Screaming Death?" asked Gaulder.

"I did actually, and I knew from his look he wasn't going to let me live, so I bolted back the way I came. I turned behind me to see he was still coming, so I called for help. Luckily Toothless and Hiccup heard me, but it wasn't before Armedis slapped me with his trunk of a tail and I went right into a ravine, falling on a few branches along the way that broke my fall, but then a huge branch landed on my ankle and I was trapped. I saw Armedis look down at me and I was ... I was never so scared in my life as in that moment and I closed ... my eyes, waiting for the end" she shook visibly, clutching her sides at the same time as if a cold chill suddenly descended upon them. Hiccup gently placed his hand on the small of her back, shooting her a smile, encouraging her to finish.

"Then Toothless jumped in and got in front of me; and long after Hiccup also descended the ravine and talked Armedis out of killing m-us ... us right then" she said.

"When Armedis left, rather reluctantly, I found that she had sprained her ankle quite badly when the large branch fell on her. We wouldn't be able to fly since Toothless is a tough dragon to fly with the speed he travels, so I took care of her for a week."

"And that's when he showed me all the new dragon species, their habitats, helped me bond with some of them and ... we, admittedly, grew close" she said, slightly blushing. She was happy to know that she wasn't the only one when she looked over at Hiccup.

"Believe me, she wasn't the easiest patient" he suddenly said, the pink fading from his cheeks and a devious smirk spread across it. "She would never stay still in one place. I gave her strict orders to stay in bed and keep off her bad foot but she always tried to sneak out. Luckily I had Toothless there to keep an eye on her, but that never stopped her during the night either" he said, and the whole table laughed heartily, leaving an even more embarrassed Astrid.

"I can vouch for that, Hiccup. Once when she came down with a fever, she put up a remarkable act of pretending to not have a fever that was burning her alive. Oh, she was sweating through every place - hands, forehead, neck, legs, pits..."

"Mama!" Astrid yelled, a ridiculous shade of red right now.

"Yeah, she looked like she had been under a waterfall without even going under one" Gaulder said, smiling evilly at his sister.

"And the smell ... I mean whoo!" Rolof said, pinching his nose together, closing his eyes and waving his hand about to clear the air away. Arnbjorn banged his fist on the table, trying to breathe in air, Hiccup was also in the same situation. Gaulder had all but toppled over onto the floor clutching his side and Ingrid was laughing as well, looking at her daughter; who had crossed her arms over her chest and was as red as a beetroot - in anger and embarrassment.

"I can already picture it right now..." Hiccup said, bringing his head back up but his laugh stopped when he saw Astrid glaring at him. "And the picture is gone" he said quickly.

"Are you two dweebs done?" she asked her brothers.

"Oh not even close" said Gaulder, sitting back down.

"That's enough embarrassment for one night boys" Arnbjorn said, bringing an end to this 'delightful' conversation about Astrid.

"I am so going to feed you two to the Flightmare when it comes again" she said through gritted teeth. Her brothers effectively shut their mouths after that threat.

"Oh, I almost forgot" Hiccup said, reaching into one of his pockets and pulling out his journal. "I wanted to show this to you back in my home but I forgot" he said, flipping through a number of pages and finally placing the journal in the centre of the table for everyone to see. It was a page dedicated to the Flightmare with a drawing on one side, and notes about it on the other.

"I came across another Flightmare near the 'Last Frontier' during my exploration and I found it by a large pond, eating what appeared to be glowing algae ... this was during the night. I cautiously made my way to it and I purposely made a noise so it would know I'm there and it wouldn't have been startled by me. It turned and as soon as it saw me, it growled threateningly, spreading its wings, trying to make itself appear bigger. I told him I wasn't going to hurt him but he didn't reply back. Instead, he sprayed me with this type of mist and within a matter of seconds I couldn't feel myself move ... I was paralyzed" the boys tensed visibly, as if he was telling them a horror story.

"I couldn't blink, move my muscles, speak ... nothing. Fortunately, Toothless was there to save me and before I knew it, I was back in my house. He told me that a Flightmare has this paralyzing venom it sprays in the form of a mist which completely incapacitates the attacker, long enough for the Flightmare to kill it or escape" he said. Arnbjorn's, Ingrid's and Astrid's eyes widened in realization at where Hiccup was going with this news.

"So that means Finn ..." Arnbjorn started.

"Finn Hofferson was truly Fearless. The Flightmare simply sprayed him with its venom, paralyzing him and ... killing him. That was the first thing that came to my mind when I recovered from my encounter" Hiccup finished for him.

Arnbjorn took the journal in his hand and examined the dragon closely ... the beast that killed his brother. This was one of the main reasons why he developed a hatred of dragons, because they took his brother from him. That's why when it appeared ten years later, he kept his whole family inside; he didn't want to lose another loved one to that dragon. It was especially hard on Astrid, Finn's death; when he had 'froze' in pure terror, their family name was shamed. Everyone remembers it to this day, especially the day of Arvin Dale's Fire.

"I just thought you guys should know ... maybe bring some closure on his untimely demise" Hiccup said, glancing to everyone at the table.

"Do you happen to know why that beast killed him?" Arnbjorn asked.

"Believe it or not, the Flightmare was protecting its food source" he said. "The algae they eat glows on a specific day once every ten years"

"Arvin Dale's Fire" Astrid said slowly, realizing the cause of her uncle's death.

"Yes ... the river in Berk that runs through the village carries the algae, which is the Flightmare's main source of food, and it's actually extremely weak, and it only becomes visible on the day of Arvin Dale's Fire, which happens once every ten years. Another reason why it's so hostile is because it doesn't have any sort of armour; an incredibly weak hide, it's only advantages are that it has its paralyzing venom, it's fast, and that it glows to ward off any predators" Hiccup explained.

"So that's why it made sure to scare all of us into our homes that day ... it felt threatened" Astrid said aloud, realizing that the Flightmare didn't kill her uncle just because it was a mindless beast; it did it because it was afraid that he might interfere its food source.

The Flightmare wouldn't become her favourite dragon anytime soon, but at least her family name was restored and that the Flightmare only did it because it was protecting its food source, and not just on a hunt for Vikings.

"But..."

She sighed, there was always a 'but'.

"...If you tell the villagers about this information and if you tell them you got it from me, there is a good chance they'll dismiss it ... since you're trusting the word of a traitor and an outcast" he said sadly. Astrid could see the look on his face, one of irritation and a small hint of anger, and she knew it was because the village wouldn't believe _her _or her family, if they took his word ... and he's the one who's been living with dragons.

"We'll tell them when it's the right time ... but until then, thank you Hiccup ... you have no idea how much this means to us" Arnbjorn said, extending his hand to Hiccup, who was close to him.

Hiccup glanced from Arnbjorn's hand to his face, not believing what he was seeing. Was Arnbjorn Hofferson, Astrid's father, actually willing to shake hands with him just because of some information?

He clasped his hand and they both gave a firm shake. "You have no idea how much this means to us Hiccup ... now our minds can rest in peace that Finn was always Fearless" he said.

Hiccup wore a smile of pride, happy that he was able to ease the minds of his lover and her family. They continued on the rest of their dinner, striking up conversations related to Toothless and what adventures he traveled on during his time away from Berk. Ingrid was showered with compliments from their guest, saying how the Gods would die for to eat what she made.

"I bet it's the same as every other Viking woman makes, Hiccup" she said, standing up to clear the table since they were done.

"Mrs. Hofferson, I've had my share of smoked Icelandic Cod on my travels, and _none _of them tasted as good as what you made today ... I could eat your cooking every single day" he exclaimed, a genuine smile on his face at the taste and satisfaction the meal gave him. Astrid got up to help her mom clear the table. Hiccup, being Hiccup and not wanting them to exert effort just because he was their guest, cut Astrid off in taking a few plates.

"Hiccup ... you're a guest, you shouldn't be helping to clean up" she remarked, shooting him a smirk.

"Well, you know me, never followed traditions" shooting his own smirk back at her.

"Well, I hope you have room for desserts" Ingrid said as she placed the dishes in the sink to be washed right after. She went to the cupboard that was their "ice-freezer" or the place where you could keep frozen goods or food to cool down for a temporary period of time. It was a pain since the ice did tend to melt a lot, except during devastating winter, but it was worth it when a nice treat was being served and if that treat was best served cold.

"Is that..."

"Mandel-Eplekake"***** Ingrid finished Hiccup's sentence. She took the dessert out of the cupboard, while Astrid took a few bowls and both women set them on the table. Again, Arnbjorn offered Hiccup to go first. He took a bowl and fork and served himself a piece of the cake.

"For desserts you all can sit where you wish" Ingrid said.

"Come on!" Astrid said almost immediately, serving herself a piece and pulling Hiccup with her free hand up to her room.

"Toothless, stay and behave!" Hiccup said before the Hoffersons heard Astrid's door slam closed.

"Think they're going to behave themselves?" Arnbjorn asked his wife as he sat in front of the hearth.

"I bet my the whole cake if you or mom walk in and find them smooching" Gaulder said with a grin, sitting next to his father. Toothless rose up and walked to them to smell the dessert. Gaulder shrank back into his father a bit since he wasn't used to having a dragon this close to him. Toothless simply sat back and gave, what was a dragon's version, of a annoying eye roll.

_"Fine, I'll stay back here for your sake"_

"Gaulder, Hiccup said he's no danger ... look at him" he gestured to the dragon who was sitting in their living room like an obedient dog.

"It's just..."

"He's a dragon and we're taught dragons are killing machines ... I believed that for a long time as well, but from looking at him and Hiccup, that's not the case anymore"

_000_

"Papa and mama are taking quite a liking to you" she said, sitting down on her bed and digging in to her dessert.

Hiccup was too preoccupied looking around her room to have answer to her statement. Her room was nothing like he fantasized when he was small. He knew she was not your average sort of girl and always had a thing for weapons; he'd been expecting her room to be adorned with different ax blades, different weapons and _nothing _of that sorts were in her room. _  
><em>

It was ... normal. Her bed was on the far side of the room, close to the window. There was her wardrobe where he expected to find her clothes and undergarments ... Thor forbid. She even had a shelf adorned with a few trophies, one that was the shape of Nadder.

"I got that ... when I killed the dragon that night" she said, noticing where he was looking. He directed his gaze for a moment to her to see her looking sadly into her bowl and the half finished cake. "I almost forgot it was there ... I had so much pride boiling inside me when I first placed it on that shelf five years ago ... now, I can't even look at that damn hunk of metal without having the nerve to throw it outside my window"

"At least it pleases me to know that" Hiccup said, glancing from the trophy to the other trinkets on her shelves. There were older and smaller versions of her shoulder guards, a few pieces of jewelry; such as necklaces and gold bracelets.

"I got those as gifts on past Snoggletog days ... my parents thought it would help direct me in the role of a lady someday ... or wife"

"Well ... you wouldn't be you if you were confined to a home now, will you?" he asked, shooting her his lopsided grin.

"(chuckle) No I wouldn't" she replied.

But then something caught his eye; an object right at the top where he doubted that Astrid could even reach. He reached up, thanks to his enormous growth spurt and grabbed the object of interest and was surprised it had a dress, fit in the palm of his hand, buttoned eyes and gold strings attached so tightly and magnificently that it flowed down its back in almost the same fashion as he saw Astrid's hair without its braids.

"Never thought you the doll kind of person" he said, turning to face her with the doll in his hand.

"Brenda!" she said quickly, running over to him and snatching the doll out of her hands.

"Having a doll and being protective of it? Who are you and what have you done with the real Astrid?" he teased, earning him a punch on the arm.

"I only had one doll for your information, and this is her ... I left her on the top shelf when I was eleven. I was growing out of that phase" she said, looking at the little person she imagined was alive so many years ago. "I actually forgot about her" she said sadly. Hiccup walked up beside her and eyed her with a new found feeling, one he couldn't describe.

Here she was, treating this small doll as if it were a child ... the very person who would be last to assume even had a doll.

"Mama made her for me ... when I was about five. At first I didn't want her; I was always going on about getting my own ax, but since I was too young, Brenda here was my only toy. At first I hated her since she was just a replacement for an ax ... but then I began to love her since, I had some of my best memories with her" she spoke softly, running her delicate fingers over the soft material of her body and hair.

"You can't tell anyone about this!" she said, turning to face him.

"I would never reveal something like this, Astrid ... I'm not the kind of person who breaks secrets ... also because you'd murder me if I did in the most horrible way known to Vikings" he laughed, emanating the same result from her. She walked by him and placed the doll back on a shelf, one that was within reach of her this time.

"You know ... my mother left me this small dragon toy, shaped like a Nadder. My dad said I was so scared of it that I tried every possible way to get rid of it ... but I'm regretting that I did try that, and leaving it here, since that's the only thing my mother left in memory of her." He sat down on her bed, looking out the window. Astrid saw the guilt in his eyes, so she sat down beside him, pulling her legs up onto the bed and angling them sideways, so her knees were facing him, laying her head on his shoulder.

"Be careful ... wouldn't want your father coming in here and seeing us like this" he said offhandedly, tilting his head a bit to meet her eyes.

"Let him ... he wouldn't mind this. He'd only mind if we were half naked and in a full make-out session on my bed" she stated in a matter-of-fact tone.

"Good to know" he said, wrapping an arm around her waist and planting a soft kiss on her hair.

"I'm actually glad my father decided to have that sword prepared for the wedding"

"Why's that?"

"Because you wouldn't have come to have dinner with us if he didn't" she said, staring into his emerald green gems. "Because my parents wouldn't have had a first glimpse into you ... and _we _wouldn't have slept tonight with the peace of mind that Uncle Finn was always what Fearless." She let one of her arms run up to the back of his neck, causing him to shiver in delight; he's always been sensitive in that area.

"I have to admit ... it was an incredibly nice time coming here ... and I think that sword got me on your dad's good side."

"Oh please, it's only because of my patronizing attitude towards you that gave you a chance with them" she said, playfully.

"So it had nothing to do with my charm, personality, good-nature and lovable smile?" he asked, leaning his lips towards hers.

"You forgot to mention modesty" she said, before wrapping both her arms around his neck and bringing him, lying down on her bed with him on top.

**A/N: Sorry I'm cutting it off there. **

**Okay, I feel this chapter was rushed but hopefully it still lives up all of you wonderful peoples' expectations. Sorry it took a while longer for me to update this since my one-shot 'Head On' took up a lot of my time. That thought came to me one night and I knew I had to write it down as a story. It's a M-rated story for those who were wondering, and if you do want to read it, be my guests and tell me what you think of it. **

**Anyway, regarding the questions I asked at the beginning of this chapter, please leave your thoughts in the reviews or PM me. **

***Mandel-Eplekake - It's apparently a traditional Almond Cake in Viking culture. **


	28. Hidden Love Revealed

**A/N: I'd like to thank all of you for the wonderful reviews and your replies to the question I posed. ****I've decided NOT to take _Rider Vs. Conqueror _down ... but I will be discontinuing it. ****I already have ideas swirling around in my head about what I plan to write in the sequel, which I hope all of you will like once I'm done with this one. ****I think we'll see our first signs of the sequel in this chapter. ;)**

**Also, the scenes that take place right now is happening while Hiccup and Astrid are having their make out session.**

**And I also want to thank you guys for having such patience. I know how waiting 2 or more weeks, even a month is torture but you guys are amazing. I feel like I've lost some of my drive for this story (which I hope not), but it might just be me. **

**But I can already confirm with you guys that there WILL BE A SEQUEL for this story and it most likely will be an M-rated story since it would feature gory scenes, torture, blood, language, sexual situations and lemons. I'm just wondering if you guys would still read that story even if it's a completely M Rated story?**

* * *

><p>Another dark, moonless night.<p>

Something a certain commander has been experiencing ever since that fateful day over half a year ago ... when everything he had was stripped from him.

His thoughts were interrupted when he heard the distinct sounds of a familiar messenger run into his quarters.

"What's the status on that dragon rider?"

"We have no idea sir. He surely would have fled back to his homeland. Our scouts tried to track him down but didn't make much progress; kept running into other beasts along the way."

Captain Markus sighed frustratingly, turning his attention to the night sky.

"Captain, we've lost many men as it is when his dragon attacked us ... and five of our seven scouts haven't even survived their quest just to find a _trace _of him. We need to call the hunt off." The soldier's words were cut short when he found a python's grip around his neck, and felt himself being lifted. Instinctively, his hands reached for whatever had him gasping for air, but his sense of touch were met with the skin of his captain, and saw the cold, steel gaze he was sending him.

"You know as well as I do what the Emperor will do to me if I don't get that Night Fury" he sneered, not letting up on the grip of the man's neck. The soldier's efforts were futile in attempting to have his captain release his grip; that was until Markus threw him right into the wall of the room. The soldier's impact was enough to make one wince, and marvel that a hit like that didn't even kill the man.

"The Emperor proclaimed that with a mythical beast by his side, it was a sure sign for him to rule and not to be challenged - and since that mythical beast is a dragon no less, he will show no mercy to those who fail him. In fact, it's thanks to that dragon I'm still alive" he said, gesturing to half of his face that was scarred - an injury he received from the dragon when it burst through that door to save its rider. "The Emperor said that that was punishment enough - being a walking monstrosity to anyone who feasts their eyes on me" he said, turning around and walking to his table where his helmet was placed. It was not surprising that it only had the eye holes, while everything else was covered.

His helmet was made of pure steel, unlike the dull and brittle iron his soldiers wore; a gift from his superiors when news spread that he had captured an infamous Dragon Rider. He was damn lucky they let him keep it after they heard the Rider escaped. But he couldn't look at the armour the same - it was supposed to be a gift of accomplishment, something that no one before him achieved. But now, it served as a reminder of his failure.

He was determined to redeem himself ... one way or the other.

"But, one of our last two scouts reported in of some information that you'll definitely be interested in" the soldier said, getting up from the cold floor. Markus turned his gaze towards him, telling him to continue.

"There are more dragons to the far north of here, ones that are being captured and amassed for an unknown purpose."

"How far north?"

"Farther than even some Vikings dare to go ... and I don't think it's that Viking we captured an year ago. This person, or group, are not related to him in anyway" he reported.

Markus looked back down to his table, cluttered with maps marked with possible locations as to where his Night Fury could have gone. He looked to the area where his soldier mentioned, and saw no Viking settlements ... not that he knows of anyway. If there was someone capturing dragons that far north, then that did beg for some confirmation. He would lead the ships to this area personally - couldn't trust his men to hold off any trouble that they might run into.

"Gather ten vessels and be ready for launch ... we leave at dawn" he said, putting his helmet on. The soldier gave a quick bow and ran out to relay the message to the troops.

"Time to find out what the other Dragon Riders know" he said, grabbing his sword, tying it at his belt and walking out to oversee the preparations. The journey would be a long one; leaving the west coast of Italy, sailing through the Mediterranean and up north. He knew he would meet other obstacles along the way - pirates, storms, and even attacks by sea creatures - not to mention that some of his men will die along their journey. But he knew that this was the only option for him to redeem himself in the eyes of the Emperor.

_000_

Snotlout didn't have the best of days at training ... considering this was only his second or third day. Hookfang seemed reluctant to do anything with him and always made sure to hurt him lightly during Astrid's exercises. Tired, bruised and hungry after training - it didn't help him further that he had to head to the Great Hall for his Chief lessons with the Elder Council.

Normally he would shadow his uncle or father, but given that they would be gone for a period of a week to two at least, meant he had to sit around at a table, sorting through complaints and _trying _to listen to the advice of the Council members.

He was praising the almighty Odin right now that his lessons were over ... for the day at least. He quickly made leave of the Elders' table and made his way to where Fishlegs and the Twins were seated.

"You look like you went another round with Hookfang" Ruff commented as the brown haired teen sat down.

"I'd rather go ten rounds with Hookfang than listening to those skeletons" he said, gesturing with his thumb over his shoulder to the Elders.

The Great Hall was bustling with chatter of each Viking's days work ... or the ones who remained behind. Most of them were women with their children, some of the elderly and a few men as well, who were mainly in charge of the stalls of vegetables and meat in the village.

"Well what did you expect becoming Chief would be? Getting what you want whenever you want it?" asked Fishlegs.

"Uh ... Yes" he replied, emphasizing his assumption with a wave of a hand.

"By the Gods we're doomed" he muttered before returning his attention to the book he had.

"Is that the Book Of Dragons?" asked Tuffnut.

"Yeah. I'm re-writing the whole thing since what we knew about dragons was a whole lie" he said, looking at Tuff for a second.

"What are you writing in now?" Ruff asked. Truthfully, she wasn't really interested in what Fishlegs was doing, but she was never one for having a silent table.

"Oh, just adding in the dragon's personality ... you know like what you should do to calm one down, or to make them happy, what makes them angry and so on" he said.

"Have any of you guys seen Astrid?" Snotlout asked. He didn't want to hear more facts about dragons since Astrid had relayed everything what Hiccup told her to them this morning.

"Having trouble in paradise already?" Ruff grinned deviously.

"If there was a paradise to start with" Fishlegs chuckled.

"What does happen in that head anyway? Do you picture Astrid naked or something?" asked Tuff.

"I bet he started doing that when he was ten" said Fishlegs, causing the Twins to laugh.

Snotlout, meanwhile, just sat there staring daggers at the three of them ... despite the fact that he had pictured Astrid naked many times in his head. And it's not like he's the only one who has. Due to his lessons, he's had the chance to meet some of the other few people his age or just a year older to him. He'd been recently spending time with four young men. Two of them were nineteen - his, Fishlegs' and the Twins age - and the other two were twenty - Astrid's and Hiccup's age. Their names were Magnus, Ivar, Knut and Snorre; the latter being the leader of the group and the oldest.

They usually spend their time sparring with each other, messing around, hitting on girls and talk of how they would impress a girl in bed ... Astrid being the main subject among them. They were also the other tormentors of Hiccup when he was a child ... well, Snorre and Magnus were, but always second to Snotlout.

In a way, they understand Snotlout and he understands them. He was already formulating a plan to appoint them as Council members once he becomes Chief.

"She's most likely at home with her parents for dinner. You should know this since she _always _has dinner at home five days of the week, Snotlout" said Fishlegs.

"Well how am I supposed to keep tabs on every single person in this village?"

"You're going to be the Chief. That's you're job dip-shit" Ruff commented. Even _she _knew that. "Just imagine what other tribes will think if our Chief doesn't know where his wife is" Tuff said, laughing a bit.

"By the way, how are the wedding preparations going. You know you have a lot to do right?" asked Ruff.

"My dad's assigned Runa as the wedding planner; you know since my mom has also left with my dad to find Helheim's Gate" he said, not really knowing who the person is.

"You're so damn lucky, you know that? Runa's the best wedding planner on this side of the Archipelagos" Ruff exclaimed.

"Hope she is, since I have to spend a whole day with her and Astrid's mom next week going over the guest list, the food, clothes, flowers and other girly crap" he said, folding his arms on the table.

"He's just thinking about the wedding night" Tuff whispered loudly, intending to have Snotlout hear it.

"You can bet your house that she doesn't consummate the marriage with him ... let alone having him sleep in the same bed as her" said Ruffnut, to which her brother and Fishlegs both nodded in agreement.

"And what makes you guys so sure?" a new voice asked.

The gang looked to see Snorre and his group seat themselves at their table; Snorre and Magnus sitting on Snotlout's sides, pushing Fishlegs to the edge of the seat, while the other two sat on the Twins' side.

"She will have to since marriage customs dictate that a couple are never truly wed until they consummate the marriage" he finished, casting them smug glances. "And my boy Snotlout here just happens to excel at the 'women pleasure department'" he said, patting said man on the back.

"Astrid would have to be a fool to not see that in him" Magnus added.

"Well, we already know who are the fools for seeing that in him" Ruff said, earning a high-five from her brother. She already knew the only person her best friend would even remotely want to have sex with is the famous traitor and outcast of the Hooligans. Astrid confided in her that she wanted him to take her but due to his annoying, yet admirable honour, he wouldn't have her or her family shamed for their self-interests. But that didn't mean they couldn't strip down to their under-wraps and have a grueling tongue duel.

"See, these guys have my back. I wonder why I even hang out with you guys anymore" Snotlout muttered.

"We've been wondering that exact same question for the past fifteen years" Fishlegs remarked.

"Shut it blubber-bones. Get back to your desk duty for the wimp" Snorre said, flicking Fishlegs' ear.

"The wimp who saved your sorry arse when he drove the Outcasts off Berk?" Tuff asked back.

"The same wimp who trained the Offspring of Lightning and Death itself?" asked Ruff.

"And the same wimp who survived torture at the hands of the Romans?" Fishlegs asked, rubbing his ear.

"Please ... anyone could have gone through what Hiccup did" Magnus said, rolling his eyes.

"What a load of yak crap ... you would have spilled everything as soon as they brought out the whip" Tuff laughed.

"You better watch your tongue, or I'll ..."

"You'll what? Slam his face into the table? Throw him off a cliff? Beat him up? I already do that to him and he loves it" Ruffnut said, smirking at them.

"It's true ... what you do won't even compare to what she does" he confirmed.

"What he did were just flukes. Anyone could do what he does. He'll always be the same, scrawny little piece of shit he was fifteen years ago. He's even more useless now since his dragon fights his battles for him" Snorre said.

"Now I see why you like them so much Snotlout ... they're even bigger idiots than you are" Fishlegs commented. This caught everyone at the table by surprise. No one had ever heard Fishlegs speak with confidence like that to people like Snorre and his gang. Unlike Hiccup, he only received minor verbal attacks instead of physical confrontations. But ever since Hiccup returned and he had seen how much he had changed, he figured that he could also stand up to people like Snorre and Snotlout.

He was even looking at Snorre dead in the eye after he said that, silently daring him to make his move. Everyone at the table was wide-eyed, especially the Twins.

"What did you just say?" Snorre asked, turning his body towards him, anger in his eyes.

"I know you heard me. Do I have to call you an idiot again?" he asked, raising his eyebrows.

"Well ... someone's grown a pair" Snorre remarked, an edge in his voice.

"And it seems someone's lost his" Fishlegs shot back.

"Woah ... what just happened to Fishlegs?" Tuff asked, truly surprised and impressed at Fishlegs' sudden show of confidence. Even Snotlout couldn't believe this was Fishlegs - the big softy who made it his _mission _to stay out of conflict.

Snorre immediately shot up, all the while glaring down at Fishlegs. He didn't care if people would witness a fight here; nobody talked to him like that.

"Listen here you piece of..."

"Everything alright here guys?" he was cut off when Arnbjorn stepped into everyone's view.

"Good evening Mr. Hofferson. What are you doing here?" Ruff asked in a nice tone, pretending what just happened in front of her didn't.

"Oh, just finished dinner with the family and I'm here to meet with the Elders to discuss the rest of Hiccup's work" he said.

"Is Astrid at home by any chance sir?" Snotlout asked his soon to be father-in-law.

"She is but she won't be seeing anyone as of now. She said she needs some rest before she teaches all of you again tomorrow. I must be going. Have a good night everyone" Arnbjorn said with a small nod before heading to the Elders' table.

"I guess your lesson will have to wait" Snorre warned, sitting back down.

"Looking forward to it. Now if you'll excuse me, I have work to do" Fishlegs said, getting up and heading towards the doors.

"I'm out of here. Come on Tuff" Ruff said, getting up as well.

"Wait, why are we leaving?"

"To go yak tipping" his sister replied.

"I'm so there!" he said ecstatically, running after her, leaving Snotlout and his new gang at the table.

_000_

As soon as they made it outside, Ruff landed her eyes on Fishlegs, who had surprisingly reached the bottom of the stairs. "Legs, wait up!" she yelled, running at half-speed down the path. However, the young man didn't stop and look around, instead he doubled his pace.

"Hold it!" she yelled again, increasing her own speed. Both she and her brother were incredibly fast, even faster than Astrid. Years of running after being caught for their pranks had given them remarkable levels of stamina. She soon found herself in front of Fishlegs, placing a hand on the centre of his chest, stopping him. "What's got into you? First you stand up to Snorre and his gang and next you're running away from me?"

The confidence he had in his eyes were long gone and had fear written all over them now. The slight of trembling of his massive figure at the shoulders told her he was on edge. That, and him turning around every few seconds to see if Snorre was coming.

"What the Hel happened in there?"

"I-I don't know. I was sick and tired of living like a coward s-so I ... talked back?" he shrugged he shoulders.

"Dude, that was not talking back ... that was straight-up smack talk" Tuff said, patting him on the shoulder, to which he let loose a small shriek. "Someone's on edge"

"It's because I know Snorre will come after me now ... Oh, why did I have to be brave to him?" he asked, gaze at the stars, silently cursing the Gods for giving him a spine to the wrong person.

"Well Snorre did have it coming. It's just all of us never thought it would be from you" said Ruff with a shrug of her shoulders. "Why did you do it anyway? And now?"

Fishlegs shrugged, "I don't know ... maybe it's because, after seeing how much Hiccup has changed - how he doesn't care what people think of him now, what he went through and the man he's become, I think it's time I also changed for the better. No more living in fear of Snorre and his gang, or Snotlout for that matter" he said proudly.

"Well don't look now, but Snorre's just walked out of the Great Hall" Tuff said casually, looking towards the doors.

"What!? I gotta go!" Fishlegs yelled, breaking into a run to his home. Ruffnut looked to the doors of the Great Hall and saw no one there. She then gave her brother an unamused look and saw him sniggering.

"What?" he asked after noticing his sister's stare.

_000_

"So, what do you guys want to do? I mean, since we have the night off?" Snotlout asked. He and the others quickly shunned the memory of Fishlegs standing up to Snorre aside and pretended like it never happened.

"You'll be Chief soon, Snotlout. Why don't you decide?" Knut suggested.

"Don't you want to go see your beloved wife-to-be?" Snorre asked.

"Like Hel ... but her father said she's not seeing anyone" he remembered. And if Arnbjorn Hofferson found out he did, he would be in a world of pain.

"He doesn't have to know. In fact, he won't. You just have to sneak in onto the roof above their door and peak in her window and see her. You'll be lucky if she's changing into her nightgown" Snorre suggested with a smile and raised eyebrow, getting a laugh out of all of them ... a forced one from Snotlout.

"Well, when you put it like that..." Snotlout said, before getting up and heading to the doors, with the others close behind.

The group made their way into the chilly night with one destination in mind. Snotlout couldn't believe he never thought of this. Sure it seems wrong but he'll be married to her in just under a month so he would _see _her. He just wanted to know what he would be in for.

They reached the Hofferson home in no time and heard chatter coming from the ground floor. Snotlout picked the voices as her younger brothers and mother downstairs. He looked up to her window and saw that there was light coming from the window.

"Come on guys, give me a boost" he said, leading his gang over to the side of the house. Snorre and Magnus lifted him onto their shoulders stood up. Snotlout skillfully, planted his feet on their shoulders and reached up to grasp the wood. Pulling himself up was easy as breaking a branch in half. This is where being a strong Viking always had its perks. He took slow, careful steps, to make sure he didn't make any sound when approaching the window. But what he didn't expect was to hear moaning.

Wait.

What?

He lowered onto his hands and knees and crawled to the window sill ... and it was there he could here the tell-tale sounds of kissing, moaning and a bed creaking. He slowly raised his head, eyes focused on finding the dead man with his woman. His eyes immediately found the bed, with Astrid on the bottom in her breast bind and leggings and a figure on top of her planting kisses along her neck ... a figure with familiar brown pants, scars on his back and a mop of auburn hair ... wait

Hiccup!?

Hiccup and Astrid? Making Out? In Astrid's Home?

He pulled himself away from the window and pressed himself against the wall, breathing heightened, eyes wide and fingers digging into the wood ... out of anger.

"H-Hiccup" she heard him moan his name.

"Do you want me to stop?" He could tell by the tone of his voice he was teasing her. If not that, the small laugh from her gave it away.

"Not in the slightest" she said, before he heard the smack of lips again.

How was this possible? How did Hiccup ever get Astrid to notice him? He was a nobody five years ago, a traitor, an outcast ... and now he was stealing his woman from right under his own nose. He was already imagining ways of dealing with Hiccup - choking him, stabbing him, ripping his head off ... his fingers were already leaving imprints on the wood of the wall. He was not going to let his runt of a cousin steal what rightfully belonged to him.

What kept him from climbing through that window and making himself present, he'll never know. Maybe it was the fact that Astrid would throw him out the same way he came in, or a much more gruesome fate for seeing her half naked. Never mind though. He would get back at Hiccup. He could always go and tell Mrs. Hofferson that her daughter was divulging herself in forbidden activities in her room with a traitor. But then she would ask him how he knew that and he didn't want to hint or even explain what he was doing near her daughter's window.

No, Hiccup needed a warning ... a clear warning to stay away from Astrid. He quietly tiptoed away from the window and jumped back down on solid ground.

"Well, what did you see?" Snorre immediately asked. He really wanted to know so he could sleep well tonight.

"You really don't want to know" was all Snotlout replied, walking away to his house. Snorre and the others all looked at each other before catching up with Snotlout.

"What do you mean by that? What did you see?" asked Magnus. "Was she even there?"

"Oh she was there alright. In her breast bind and leggings on her bed"

"Wow! You saw that!? And you're angry?" Snorre asked, shooting him a disbelieving smile.

"I wouldn't be angry if Hiccup wasn't on top of her!" he shot back, not stopping his walk.

Snorre, Magnus, Knut and Ivar all stopped in their tracks. Did they just hear him right. "What?" Snorre spoke up first.

"You heard me! He was shirtless and on top of her ... she was shirtless, in her breast bind and leggings under him, moaning his name and laughing!"

"Are you sure you're not seeing things?" asked Ivar.

"Since I'm not drunk, I'm completely sure of what I saw" he repeated.

"So you're not even going to tell her dad what's happening in his own house?" asked Snorre.

"And explain to him how I knew of it? I'd like to avoid that conversation"

"So then what are you going to do? Let that runt get away this?"

"Like Hel I am! Hiccup's going to pay dearly for this! I'm just thinking how we're going to get him" he said. They had come to the conclusion that he had come to their home for dinner as a guest, so that meant he would leave eventually and since he had no other place to stay, he would have to return to his cell in the prison, and that is where the five of them left to.

_000_

"Why ... are you sssooo ... amazing ... at this?" asked the Valkyrie as she lay against her bed and her lover traced kisses along the skin of her stomach. He had ceased his soft kisses upon her lips, to which she made a small pout and a whimper but was quickly rewarded by his tongue leaving a trail of fire along her neck, over her breast bind and down to where her skin met her leggings ... and now came the return journey.

Except he was more urgent and ferocious this time.

He began to use his teeth now; the strong enamel creating sensations she's never experienced. Combined with how his tongue drew intricate patterns along her stomach; and even how it tried to dig deeper into her naval. His hands carried their own attack on her legs, caressing them as if they were feathers that would wilt away at the wrong touch.

That was how she felt every time he touched her ... like a feather.

She couldn't suppress the pleasured yelp when he gently bit her skin, just above her naval. She propped herself on her elbows and brought her head up to see him grinning as he planted another hickey on her pristine stomach. He always knew what made her gasp, yelp, moan and knew how much was enough. How does one even know that? She knew he didn't have any other girl before her ... he confessed that to her. Then how did he know how to pleasure her so well? And they hadn't even had sex yet.

Her thoughts were cut short when his face came directly in front of hers and captured her lips. She gave no resistance as he laid her back down and let her hands roam his chest. He flinched slightly when she brought one of her hands over a scar. He was still getting used to her touching them, but she understood that every time they came up, it brought back horrible memories. Usually when a person goes through an experience like that, they think of home or a loved one to take their mind off the horrible pain inflicted upon them.

Hiccup didn't have anyone. All he thought about was the pain each stab, each punch and each whip strike left on him, and how to prepare for the next strike.

She wanted to be his escape now.

That one week where they lived under the same roof, they both learned so much of each other and it was then where she made her own vow - that she would always be there for him when he needs her in whatever way she can.

She gently rolled them over, so she was now straddling him, running her hands over his scars - him flinching each time she ran her hand over a new one. She noticed that they were unintentional flinches; even his hands momentarily reaching up to stop her seemed second nature to him. She wanted him to feel safe with her and that she could comfort him every time nightmares of his past crop up.

She guided her lips over each scar on his chest and stomach, feeling the hard, rough skin leave its imprint on her lips - at the same time imagining the pain he must have felt when the cold steel entered his body.

Her warm exhales brought a sense of comfort and security that he could only dream of. Watching _her _treat _him _like a delicate flower reminded him why he fell in love with her again. She was capable of displaying limitless amounts of compassion and care. People just didn't know it. Well, other than her parents.

She let down her defenses when she was with him and only him. For her to have that much trust in him was nothing short of a miracle in his view. But both of them knew that that one week they lived under the same roof, that one week where he took care of her was the pivotal moment in their relationship.

But what took place during that week would be a story for another day.

She pulled back up, eyes landing at the monster of a scar over his heart and down to his abdomen. She couldn't even imagine how it looked when he sustained it. She could picture a pool blood growing in size underneath him, watch his shirt become drenched in his own blood, probably even see a rib; she shook her head, casting the thought away quickly. She leaned back down, first laying her hand at the start of it, just above his heart, and then proceeding to slowly run it across the scar, trailed by her soft kisses.

He laid his head back down, closing his eyes and taking in her actions. Letting her warm, soft breaths and kisses take him into her world of safety and love. He smiled to himself when he felt her work her way back up the scar and to his lips; his arms moving to her thin petite waist, holding her down while her hands cupped his jaw.

"Thank you" he muttered as they broke apart for air.

"For what?" she asked, still cupping his face and looking into his forest green eyes.

"For everything ... just ... everything" he breathed out, shooting his signature grin. She just chuckled, shaking her head slightly.

"You're such a weirdo sometimes" she said.

"Hurtful"

"My weirdo" earning her another grin.

"Astrid, are you...Oh" they heard a voice and turned to see her mother standing in the doorway with an 'O' shaped mouth and neither of them could tell if she was finding the situation humourous, or if she wanted to kill the man below her daughter.

"Uh ... we were... uh" Astrid started but couldn't find the words to help her or Hiccup. She looked down to him and could see that his face was already a different shade of crimson, and feeling the heat in own face, she knew she mirrored his colour as well.

"I did come up to ask if you two would like some more dessert but it seems you've both helped yourselves" she said, leaning against the door frame, folding her arms and smirking. She should be mad but it's been a while since she's had a chance to see her daughter speechless and embarrassed at the same time.

"I ... we were ... uh ... what I mean to say is ... um" Hiccup couldn't do a better job at finding the right words. On that note, what do you say to the mother of the girl you're in love with when she's walked in on the both of you topless, her daughter straddling her lover while at the same time that she's not supposed to be with this person as she's a wife-to-be of the future heir of the tribe. Not to mention when you know the parents of the girl are extremely protective and have relatively short tempers.

"What was that Hiccup?" Mrs. Hofferson asked, not bothering to hide the grin she had.

"Uh..." well if they were caught and Mrs. Hofferson found the situation amusing, he believes he should add to that, "She seduced me" he said, pointing a finger at Astrid while keeping eye contact with her mother. Astrid, on the other hand, turned her surprised expression from her mother to an angry one at Hiccup and gave him a swift punch to the arm.

"Ow! See ... seduced me through .. gah, pain" he muttered, reaching over to rub his arm.

"Just be lucky it was me, Astrid and not your brothers" Ingrid said, closing the door behind her.

"Is papa home?" she asked fearfully, worried for Hiccup, of course.

"No, he left about ten minutes ago to the Hall to discuss some work with the Elders. But be thankful it was me and not him since I'm pretty sure Hiccup would have hopped out the window himself if he saw your father's face" she explained. The two young adults shuddered at the thought of what might have happened if Arnbjorn opened the door. After all, Astrid did say her father would have been _furious _if he found them half naked and lip-locked. Not just because, technically, his daughter was breaking a law that dated back centuries, but also because it was _his daughter _in that position and no father would ever walk in on that and not have the urge to mutilate the man she was with.

"But don't think that I approve of this" her mother said, and she knew what she was gesturing at. "You'll be a wife in under a month, Astrid, and to the Heir of Berk no less. I condemn any public displays of affection with him" she warned but Astrid picked out a key message in her warning and smiled in reply.

"Understood mama, no _public _displays of affection" she repeated.

"But it is time to rest, so I'll have to ask Hiccup to leave ... and no, you can't give him an escort to the prison. He has his dragon for that" she said, opening the door and leaving.

"Well ... that went an infinite times better than what I played in my head. Although, I could have done without the awkwardness and embarrassment of the situation" said Hiccup, looking up at her.

"Please, being around you practically screams 'Welcome Awkward Situations'. Something I'll have to get used to" she said, getting off him and reaching for her thrown tunic and skirt.

"Hey, I've only been getting in awkward situations since I started dating you. I don't know how you're pinning it all on me"

"Whatever helps you sleep at night, Hiccup" she smiled, her back to him while she clipped on her skirt.

"You do in fact" he replied. She turned to meet his gaze and saw that he wore his lop-sided grin. She gave him a simple eye-roll when going up to him to help strap in his leather armour.

"So what is your plan anyway?" she asked, tying a strap on his left shoulder, before moving to his front.

"My dad has offered to take me back as his son, publicly, once I finish the repairs to the village. With that, I can challenge Snotlout for your hand and hopefully beat him" he said, just as she was done.

"Do you think you can beat him? I mean he's an idiot, but not when it comes to fighting ... that's without a doubt the only thing he's good at"

"Well I can swing a sword or two myself, you know? Remember when you first found me?" he reminded.

"Yeah ... but I _didn't _try to fight back, Hiccup. He'll be coming with everything he's got and with the full intent of injuring you severely."

"You worry too much, M'Lady. You should have more faith in me" he said.

"Can't help it if I'm concerned about the person I care the most ... after my family of course" she quickly finished. Hiccup curved his lower lip and enlarged his eyes, giving her a hurt look. "Come on you big baby" she said, playfully pushing him out of her room while he let out a few laughs. They could hear her brothers in their room playing some sort of game and a physical one at that.

Toothless was obediently waiting downstairs and perked his head once he heard their steps.

_"Heard the sound of the bed creaking. Does that mean..."_

"No" Hiccup stated walking past him, not in the mood to discuss that topic with Astrid and her mother in the same room. The Night Fury got up, having a small stretch before following Hiccup. The dragon was the first to walk out, leaving Hiccup and Astrid at the door way.

"Goodnight M'Lady" he said, turning to face her.

"Goodnight my Dragon Rider" she replied, giving a quick kiss on the lips. He smiled and turned around, walking with Toothless back to the prison for a well deserved rest after an extremely productive day. Astrid kept sight of him until he rounded a corner to the prison. As she closed the door, she couldn't help but feel things were looking up for her and Hiccup.


	29. Confrontations Are The First Step

**A/N: Well guys, I really want to finish this story soon because I would like to get started on the sequel. But it's also because I'll be starting University in late August. I'll be in Florida, Daytona Beach. Anyone there?**

**Yeah, so ... I wanted to tell you guys that I myself want to finish this story soon since I don't know much time I'll have in Uni to dedicate to this site. So I'll try my best to update as soon as possible. **

"Quit giving me that look"

Hiccup was annoyed that ever since they turned on the path that leads up to the prison, Toothless was flashing him an all too smug grin.

_"Then what were you two doing in her cave? I heard the moans and what ever creaking noise up there ... so I'll know if you lie"_

Hiccup silently cursed to himself about a dragon's incredible hearing. Why couldn't he just let the topic drop? It was, after all, just between him and Astrid. Plus, dragons are a lot more straight forward. If two dragons find each other attractive, they mate and get it over with. There was no way he could explain that human emotions were a lot more complicated than theirs. And he has to add in other obstacles, such as laws and ... horrible consequences. Not to mention that Vikings, like all humans, have impulses which seem good in a sense, but are generally frowned upon by the rest of society.

"We weren't _doing _anything!" he sighed. He feels like he's had this conversation a million times.

_"Hiccup, I could smell each of your hormones and by their smell, you two clearly wanted to mate. Why didn't you?"_ he asked.

"Because I'll get my head chopped off if we do!" he yelled but quickly brought his hand to his mouth, checking around to see if anyone was there. Luckily, there wasn't a soul on the streets of the village. "Look, we kissed, okay? But that's it. We can't mate like you and a female dragon would. We have laws, rules and consequences if we mate outside wedlock, which is marriage. There will be repercussions for the both of us, and I don't want to put her through ridicule, shame and humiliation" Hiccup explained.

The prison was in sight now. There were a few lanterns lit outside; most likely by Gobber. There might even be a blanket if he's lucky.

Toothless just shook his head in frustration. _"Why do you humans create laws to hold you back from what you want?"_

"Otherwise there'd be a lot more chaos in the world we live in. We implement those laws for our own protection and the people around us" he said, but Toothless still didn't seem convinced. "Look ... I hate the rules myself. You don't know how hard it is to hold myself back when both she _and _I want to do it. The problem is if people find out and they _always _find out, one way or another, and if that happens ... I'll be put to death, and Astrid will have to carry the shame of having sex with a branded criminal. And I can't put her through that" Hiccup explained.

All he wanted to do was pull down her leggings, flip her over with her back to him and take her ... but he couldn't, at least not yet.

_"So then what's this talk of you challenging someone by the name of ... Snotlout, isn't it?"_ Toothless asked, changing the subject somewhat.

"He's my cousin, and the person Astrid has to marry" Hiccup filled in.

_"So he's the reason you and her can't mate? Have they mated already?"_

"Oh, Gods no. Their wedding is in a month's time and she, and her family, will be shamed for life if _anyone _finds out we 'mated'. I'm not going to risk that" he stated. "By challenging him for Astrid's hand, and if I win, she won't have to marry him and we can settle into Berk here"

_"Well, it's not as nice as our last place but it'll do" _said Toothless. The prison was right in front of them, about one hundred feet away, but Toothless stepped in front of Hiccup, blocking his path, teeth fully bared and looking to the shadows that hugged the walls of the prison.

"Toothless, what is it?" Hiccup asked.

_"There are people watching us"_ he informed, getting his body in an attack position. However, just as his tail was moving to get Hiccup behind him, he was hit with about three or four bags that burst right in his face. He shook his head vigorously to get his attention back at the now present threat but soon found himself unable to move and falling to the ground before he could even tell Hiccup to run.

Hiccup, meanwhile, watched his best friend fall to the ground unconscious. "Toothless!" He rushed to the dragon's side, but his fears dissipated quickly when he realized that there were grass particles in the air around him, falling to the ground. He grabbed a handful from the air and as soon as he laid his eyes upon it, knew exactly what it was.

"Dragon nip" he muttered, brushing his hand against his armour to wipe away the grass. He looked towards the shadows that Toothless warned him about, coming to the conclusion that was where the bags were thrown from. "Come on out!" he yelled.

"Well ... that's a first" said an all too familiar voice he loathed. He saw his cousin along with four other tormentors of his youth walk out of the shadows; all with smiles on their faces, except for Snotlout.

"Really Snotlout? You hang out with them now? And just when I thought you couldn't get any lower" Hiccup said, shaking his head and casting his cousin a sad look.

"That's no way to speak to the future Chief, runt" Snorre said, as they surrounded him. Hiccup had never moved away from Toothless' side, just in case he could wake up at any moment and scare them away.

"Key word in that sentence is future. He isn't Chief yet. Which means I don't have to listen to him" Hiccup replied. He wasn't going to run - he would have been caught and tossed to the ground like before. He's learned from his past, and he wasn't going to run anymore. He was done running from anything.

"Look at that ... the runt has an attitude now" Magnus spoke, getting a laugh from the others.

"Why do you insist on calling me runt when I'm taller than four of you?" he asked, effectively shutting their mouths. He was now 6'1. Only Snorre was taller than him by two inches.

"Because that's what you'll always be to us ... to this village, a runt. A runt who never deserved to survive his first winter. I consider it a miracle you did, and sometimes, happy that you did. Otherwise we wouldn't have had the fun of humiliating you every time you stepped outside" Snorre said, gesturing to the others around him who smiled at Hiccup. He knew all too well what they were remembering. Days where he would be shoved into mud faced first. Days where he would be tied up to a tree while they practiced their aim on him. Days where he would be humiliated in front of his own father and the others.

"If you've noticed, I'm not that boy anymore. I've been living on my own for the past year, and I know I don't need to repeat what I went through at the hands of the Romans. But the other major lesson I learned on my time away, was to never give a dragon's arse about people like you. All you do is take pleasure in seeing other people suffer; especially if it's by your own doing. I don't see you guys as a threat anymore. Not since I've learned that none of you are worth the trouble" he lectured with a sad expression. He honestly thought that it was sad to know that there were people like Snorre, Magnus and even Snotlout out there in the world. Luckily he's had over ten years of experience to know how to deal with them.

His thoughts about them had a growing effect on Snorre, though. Once he was done, he made an attempt to move forward and plant one on Hiccup's face. The young Dragon Rider was prepared to take the hit, but was surprised when he saw his cousin block Snorre's path.

"What are you doing!? I thought we were going to teach this little shit a lesson" Snorre hissed.

"We are" Snotlout said in a calmer tone, pushing his friend back.

"Really? Teach me a lesson? Huh ... I guess it'll be like old times for you guys. Is that why you put my dragon asleep?" Hiccup asked.

"We needed him out of the way. So there'd be no one for you to cower behind" said Magnus.

"I never hide behind my friend. He protects me. There's a difference"

"You won't be talking back so smart once we're done with you" Ivar said.

"Nice to know you're using what I taught you against me, Snotlout" Hiccup said, shifting his gaze. "Do you have no honour and respect for what I have shown you?" He really wants to know. It was foolish for him to think that he and Snotlout might actually be friends. But he was hoping, in some small way, that helping him train his own dragon might actually help them mend their relationship and start anew.

"We needed him out of the way. It was the dragon nip or tying him down with a net" Snotlout said in his defense.

"He would have freed himself if you used the nest"

"Which is why we decided to go with the grass. Since that's more guaranteed at keeping him down longer" Snorre said. He was glad Snotlout didn't hold back on the information that he was taught.

"What is this about anyway? I haven't done anything to provoke any of you" Hiccup said with a tired sigh.

"Oh yes you did" said Snotlout, and Hiccup immediately recognized in the drop of his tone to a deadly one.

"What are you talking about?" he asked.

"Don't play dumb with me Hiccup. You don't think I know?" he asked, taking steps towards his cousin.

"Know what?" Hiccup was still lost on what his cousin was referring to.

"How, in the name of Asgard, did you get Astrid? Hmm?" Hiccup immediately looked at Snotlout dead in the eyes. If it was any other person, his eyes would have widened in shock, but he had to keep his cool. He didn't know if Snotlout was trying to bluff him or just give an excuse to beat him up ... or what if he really did know.

"Snotlout ... what are you..."

"I saw you, Hiccup. You were in Astrid's house no more than ten minutes ago. You were with her, in bed, and half naked, planting kisses down her neck!" he said, in a dangerously hostile tone.

"I don't know what you've been drinking, Snotlout, but you should really quit while you're ahead" Hiccup said calmly; which was the exact opposite of what he was feeling on the inside. He did a quick check of his surroundings - Toothless was still knocked out, but he noticed that the others had taken two steps forward, making sure that he didn't have any space to run if he tried.

"I don't know what you did to get her to notice you, but here's a friendly warning ... Back. The. Fuck. Off. She's mine, Hiccup. And if any of us see you anywhere near her again, we'll make sure you realize the consequences" he threatened. He would have heeded his threat five years ago ... but not anymore. He could have simply nodded his head in understanding, but no. He was mad.

"What makes her _yours_, Snotlout?" he asked, his own tone rising. "Just because she's forced into marriage with you? I can bet my life that she doesn't want to marry you. And who could blame her? All you've done is take whatever you want, no matter who it belongs to. In fact, why did you pick Astrid? Is it just because of her beauty? That she could be a trophy wife? Something to show off to visiting dignitaries and other chiefs?" he asked. He had even taken steps towards him, that now, his and Snotlout's faces were only inches apart.

"You don't even love her. All you care about is getting her into bed and taking her for yourself, forcing yourself upon her if need be. But rest assured that I know she won't even let you touch her, not in a thousand years" he said, finally pulling his face away.

"Now I know that you two have something going on" Snotlout spoke, forcing a smug across his face, to tell Hiccup that he won. "I _saw _you on top of her. I heard _her _moaning your name. And I heard you two laughing, like it was only yourselves in this world. This whole confrontation, Hiccup, is a damn warning to you to back off if you know what's good for you" Snotlout repeated again. Hiccup looked around and saw that the others were cracking their knuckles to emphasize his threat.

"Wow Snotlout. You've reached a new low. Spying on her in her own bedroom? What will she think of it when I tell her?" It was Snotlout's turn to take a step back.

"You won't be telling her ... that is, if you want this little affair to reach the ears of the entire village" Snotlout threatened, a smug smile plastered across his face.

"You can't use that threat on me, Snotlout" Hiccup said confidently.

"How can I not, Hiccup? If word of your affair gets out, you'll be banished for your having an affair with the future chiefs' wife"

"You won't tell because just imagine what they'll think when Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, branded traitor of Berk, and _the _Astrid Hofferson are found to be in an affair. _The _Astrid Hofferson who is supposed to marry Snotlout Jorgenson, the future Chief of Berk. What will the people think of you when they hear that Astrid prefers me over you? In fact, what if the news travels to other tribes? That Snotlout Jorgenson lost "his" woman to a traitor?" Hiccup shot back.

The smile on his cousin's face faded immediately, and Hiccup couldn't help the smile that crossed his face. "And what about her parents? Do you think that they'll let you go unpunished for trying to spy on their daughter?" He watched his cousin trip over his own words in his mouth. He knew his cousin couldn't do anything without having his own life on the line in this matter.

"You're the one who has his life on the line here, Snotlout. Me? I've got nothing to lose. I don't look to own her or show her off like you do. I love her unconditionally and you couldn't even possibly understand the bond we have now; ever since she found me in a land far in the East" when his cousin didn't make a reply to his small lecture, he continued. "In fact, if Astrid finds out that you attempted to spy on her, just imagine the world of pain you'd be in. And just imagine if she tells everyone about it ... Snotlout Jorgenson caught invading the privacy of his bride before the marriage" he exclaimed.

"And that is why you're _not _going to tell anyone about this. You'll have to keep it among your friends here and not breathe a word about it" Hiccup spoke, pulling back from his cousin's face and taking a few steps back. He could see the frustration and anger consuming his cousin, even if he was doing an excellent job at not showing it. He really did see that it was his turn to call the shots against Snotlout. He knew if he wanted to keep his reputation in the village, he wouldn't tell anyone about what his and Astrid's secret affair. Gone were the days where he let them beat him up, or even listening to his cousin's taunts about he wasn't a real Viking.

Before he left, Snotlout made it his mission to humiliate Hiccup in front of the village and what better way to do that by beating him up, since a real Viking could always defend himself and not submit. That's why people never took him seriously and saw him as weak - just because he didn't fight back. Technically, he was doing Snotlout a favour by advising him not to breathe a word about it for his own sake. People might not believe him, but it would definitely ruin his authority. But the main reason Hiccup warned him, was to see his cousin defeated for the first time ... and boy did he have that image in his mind; a moment he would treasure. The moment where he left his cousin speechless and helpless to do anything.

He turned around to see if Toothless had started to come around, but was met with a fist, and before he knew it, he was laying face-flat on the ground, feeling the taste of blood against his lips. "You really have grown a spine and a pair" he heard Snorre comment.

"All Snotlout has to do is tell his father once he gets back from hunting the dragon scourge, and we all know how Spitelout gets when his son's future is jeopardized, especially if it's by a traitor" he said, cracking his knuckles as he walked around Hiccup.

"Your father might have grown a soft spot for you ... but he's still the Chief, and as Chief, he'll have to bestow the punishment of having you executed for sleeping with the future Chieftess of Berk."

Hiccup slowly got back to his feet, holding the side of his face where Snorre landed one on him. It was sure to be bruised by the morning. "And have a public trial? You'll just be sealing his fate on the pyre if you have me trialed" Hiccup said, pointing to Snotlout. "Because Astrid will have my back in the say and there it will be known that she always preferred me over him."

"I know. That's why we have to get rid of you" he said, before charging at him. Hiccup made a quick side move, while bringing his elbow to the back of Snorre's back, not hitting him at full force, but having him fall to the ground due to his earlier charge.

"Is that all you got?" Hiccup asked, getting into a fighting stance. He wasn't going to back down, even if it was the smarter choice. He wasn't going to back down from his other tormentors. Snorre picked himself up and faced him, emanating a snarl before lunging at him again. He made a swipe at his head but Hiccup managed to parry it away, grabbed his arm and pulled him forward, right past him and regaining his fighting stance.

"A coward's strategy. Afraid of landing any hard strikes ... that is if you could, anyway" Snorre said, turning around.

"Hey, it's my strategy and it works for me. You don't try and fix something if ain't broken" Hiccup informed, a smile gracing his lips.

"Well then, I think it's time for me to use my main strategy" he spoke, before kicking a cloud full of dust right at Hiccup, temporarily blinding him. He had pulled back and for about four seconds, tried to wipe the dust away; but that was all the time Snorre needed. Hiccup soon felt a punch to the right side of his face, before he felt Snorre's hands grab his head and felt something crash against it. He could only assume that Snorre headbutted him. It was like having a boulder hit you square on your forehead. Reeling back from the headbutt, Snorre sent him a kick which had him flying for five feet and into the ground.

He coughed up a bit of blood, or what he thought was blood since he was quite dazed from the headbutt. "See Hiccup, you'll always be the little runt who can't defend himself" he heard Snorre say, and saw him about to kick him right in his chest before...

"Stop!"

"What do you mean stop!?" he heard Snorre ask angrily. "I'm trying to teach this dragon-shit a lesson but..."

"You've already taught him a lesson. We can go now before his dragon wakes up and we're all in for it" he heard the distinct voice of his cousin say. He heard some sort of harsh disagreement from Snorre, but saw him and the other three of his group walking away back into the streets of the village. At the same time, all he could feel was a pounding sensation against his skull and a sharp pain running rampant in his chest, that left him troubling to stand up.

"Five years and you still can't hold on your own" Snotlout said, looking down upon his cousin, and with a shake of his head, began to walk away.

"What did I ever do to you, Snotlout?" Hiccup yelled as he struggled to stand up. His question, however, did stop Snotlout's walk. "I never did anything to you. Never humiliated you. Never stole your spotlight. Never beat you up ... not that I could. I never took anything from you and I never made you feel worthless. What do you have against me?!" he asked. He was now standing up, relatively straight; clutching his side where he was sure he had a bruised rib or two.

"Is it just because I had the life you wanted? That you thought I was undeserving of the role as Chief? Well here's the news ... I didn't want to be Chief. My father didn't want me to be Chief. No one wanted me to be Chief. I wasn't strong like you ... I wasn't the perfect Viking protégé. I was a nobody. And still you made sure to dedicate time towards making my life more miserable than it was. Why!?"

"Because you had Astrid!" he yelled back, turning around to face him.

"What do you mean I had Astrid? She didn't pay any attention to me!"

"That's where you're wrong, Hiccup" he said, taking deep breaths to calm himself down. "She always had something for you ... you just never saw it. Some days, when you would be working in the forge, and before I would have come in and teased you, she always stopped me, telling me you weren't worth it. That was her mouth speaking, but I saw the look in her eyes. She didn't want to see you beat up or teased. That look she had in her eyes, was interest in you ... something close to a crush. She was the one thing that I wanted but it angered me to see that you, of all people, caught her eye" he explained.

"You don't know that for sure. She never talked to me. She always made sure to keep her distance from me, otherwise she would have come under scrutiny for being friends with a social outcast. How could she have possibly been interested in me then?"

"Believe what you want now, Hiccup. But answering all of those questions, that's why I did what I did" he said, turning around and walking back to the village.

"So over ten years of my youth was torture just because you were jealous? Are you serious? When I didn't even have the person you wanted, you still blamed me?" Hiccup asked, an incredulous expression on his face. But then he realized the kind of person his cousin really was. "You're just a spoiled brat, you know that?" he called, causing a cease in Snotlout's walk.

"You got everything you wanted and you weren't happy just because the girl you wanted kept glancing at me from time to time with meaningless looks. Way to justify ten years of humiliation, Jorgenson." This was the first time Hiccup called Snotlout by his last name.

"It goes much deeper than that, Hiccup. I'm just not going to tell you now. Stay away from her, otherwise I won't help you"

"Help me? How on Midgard did you help me!?"

"I stopped him from going further, Hiccup. Be thankful for that" said Snotlout, before he continued his walk and turned the corner, out of sight.

Hiccup couldn't believe what he heard. Did his cousin actually hate him for being in Astrid's eyes all that time? All that humiliation just because she didn't give yak's arse about him? No. There had to be more behind it. But he'd find that out another day. Although, he couldn't dismiss the fact that Snotlout did stop Snorre, and potentially the others, from hurting him further. He didn't know why he stopped them, but he was glad that he did.

_"Ugh"_ he heard Toothless stir. _"What ... what happened?"_ he asked, getting up and stretching his wings and limbs. He even gave his neck a few good turns and stretches but once he laid eyes upon Hiccup, his calm demeanor gave way for uncontrolled anger. _"Who did this to you?! I swear, when I find them ... I'll"_

"Toothless!" Hiccup yelled, stopping his friend from carrying out serious threats. He knew, as personal witness, that Toothless always followed through on the threats he made; especially if they were for people who had hurt him. "Just let it go" he said softly.

_"What do you mean let it go? They attacked you when you did nothing to aggravate them. They..."_

"Snotlout knows about me and Astrid now, bud. And because she's bound by contract ... that technically means that she's off limits to any man except Snotlout" he explained. He saw the disbelief in Toothless' eyes, asking him why he was letting this go. "We can tell my dad as soon as he gets back, but I don't know what that'll mean since Snotlout will tell his father as well. I should have been more careful" Hiccup grumbled to himself, turning around and walking to the prison.

_"You're really blaming yourself?" _Toothless asked, trailing after him.

"I should have pulled back, Toothless. I shouldn't have let that simple kiss escalate into a full make-out session. The only reason Snotlout won't tell everyone is because he has his own reputation at stake here - and no, I'm not going to explain it to you now" Hiccup spoke as he reached his cell. The gate was unlocked and he saw some blankets on the bed and a jug of water if he got thirsty. He didn't bother closing the gate since Toothless was already blocking the only entrance into the prison.

_"Instead of ignoring your hormones, Hiccup, you should let them control you. And yes you're going to tell me that 'no, it's against tradition'. But you want it ... she wants it. Just do it one day" _Toothless grumbled as he laid down, but didn't close his eyes. He would stay awake tonight to make sure he wasn't taken by surprise again and that no one would try and hurt Hiccup again.

"I know bud ... I know" he said with a sigh as he pulled the blankets back over him as he begun to settle in for a well deserved rest.

_000_

Astrid probably had the second best night of sleep in her life. Sure it was awkward when her mother found them; even more awkward when her mother was casting her knowing smirks all throughout breakfast, making her father curious as to why she was and her brothers more annoying than usual. Thankfully, her mother hadn't told her father since no dad would like to know that his daughter ... only daughter ... was making out with a guy in his own house without his knowledge. She already had answers prepared in case her father asked, but Thor knows she was glad when she exited that house for another day of Dragon Training.

It was mid-morning with the sun's ways just peaking through the clouds. Summer was just round the corner; the month of her wedding, but it summer in Berk only lasted about three weeks - a month if they were lucky. She was looking forward to this summer. Definitely not because of the wedding, but because there was a chance that she and Hiccup would be together by then. She had all the confidence in him that he could win the fight against Snotlout once he challenged him.

She was the first one at the ring, no surprise there. She found her dragon up and about, stretching her wings and absorbing the sun's rays to get ready for another day of training. "Morning girl" she said, scratching Stormfly under snout. The dragon gladly nuzzled her in return, asking for more attention. "Had a good sleep?" she asked, and the dragon seemed to nod in reply, getting a smile out of her. "Because I sure did" she said to Stormfly - and not quietly at that.

"Slept with the infamous traitor, did you?" she heard a voice behind her and she quickly turned around, hand at her ax handle, only to see a smug looking Ruffnut by the entrance, with her arms folded. Astrid let her hand drop back to her side as she made a humpf and turned around to resume Stormfly's petting. "Took you long enough" she heard her friend say, and began to hear her footsteps getting closer. "You're not going to spill any details? Like how he was at pleasuring you? How authoritative was he? How large was his..."

"Ruffnut!" Astrid cut her off, a blush creeping her cheeks. She quickly looked around, making sure no one else was within earshot. "We didn't _do _anything serious. Just another make-out session" she said harmlessly, looking at her.

"Still didn't try and bed you?"

"First off, we were in my house. Second, my mom interrupted us while I was on top of him and..."

"That would have been a sight" Ruff mused.

"You're telling me ... but nothing much happened. I'm serious" Astrid added when Ruff gave her a questioning glance. "So how was your night? Didn't cause any fights in the Hall did you?" Astrid asked, trying to change the subject.

"Well ... Fishlegs almost did." Astrid stopped her petting and turned around completely, staring at her friend with wide eyes.

"Fishlegs? Nearly staring a fight?" she asked, shaking her head and an incredulous look adorning her face.

"Believe it or not, but that man gave Snorre one Hel of a smack-talk" said Ruff, a smile creeping her face at the memory of the event.

"I don't believe it"

"You can ask him if you want to when he shows up. You'll see that he's on edge since he's paranoid that Snorre will try and get him now for talking back to him"

"Did anyone else hear him smack-talking Snorre?"

"Only the table we were at. It would have got really ugly if your dad hadn't showed up. I don't think he heard what happened ... but it certainly saved Fish's life" Ruff spoke. "So will Hiccup be teaching us today or ..."

"I'll be teaching you again. Hiccup's busy with all the repairs so he won't be teaching us until he's finished" Astrid confirmed. She was absolutely fine with teaching them all they had to know, but it wouldn't be the same. When Hiccup taught her, he had this ... spark in his eyes. Something that she only ever saw a few times in their youth. She would sometimes talk to him when she came by the forge - to have her ax sharpened - and she would see the plans of inventions he wanted to build. Yes it wasn't the Viking way of taking down dragons but he was _trying_; and clearly, back then, he loved what he was doing. But that was during a time when he didn't find himself - now though, it was different.

When he talked, you would listen not because you had to, but because you wanted to. He was patient as well. Despite how many people think that Astrid Hofferson is the definition of perfection, she couldn't get all the lessons bang on the first time; or the second time. But Hiccup always reminded her to take things easy and everything will come along with practice. Humble; that's what he was. Dragon training wasn't only helping her get a better understanding of dragons, it was helping her get a better understanding of the man she loved. Even more so after living with him in his house for a week.

Fishlegs was the next to arrive. His Gronckle tackled him immediately in an onslaught of licks. "Good morning, girl. Did you have a nice sleep?" he baby-talked the dragon as she rolled over to allow him to rub her belly.

"Well, we all know now that Fish will be a lady's magnet" Ruff said, glancing to Astrid and the blonde returned her smirk.

"Sorry guys. Meatlug and I just have this ... thing you know" he said, standing back up and walking towards them.

"Well, girls we definitely know that you're taken ... since you have a 'thing' with someone else" Ruff laughed.

"Anyway, I heard you stood up to Snorre last night" Astrid mentioned. Fishlegs once again became pale as a ghost as he looked around the Arena, and the walkway above it, to make sure he wasn't there.

"Oh yeah ... I forgot to mention not to bring that up since he'll get extremely paranoid" Ruff said.

"Well I have a right to be paranoid! He said I'll pay for smack-talking him in front of everyone!" he whimpered, still looking around.

"Fishlegs, in my opinion, you did the right thing about standing up to Snorre. That mutton-head needs to know that he can't go around pushing people around anymore" said Astrid.

"Like I did with Hiccup?"

"Speak of the devil" Ruff muttered, looking distastefully at the entrance where she saw Snorre and his gang enter the Arena.

"Fishlegs, you and me need a serious talk" he said, pointing at the man who hid behind his Gronckle. Meatlug, sensing something wrong, stood in front of her rider and growled menacingly at the new group. Whoever they were, she knew that no one else in the Ring liked them at all.

"Get of here, Snorre. You're not part of this class" Astrid said, standing by Fishlegs along with Ruffnut.

"Well we thought anyone could sign up for Dragon Training?" Magnus said.

"Yeah, well that list doesn't include assholes. So, we're terribly sorry but we're going to have to ask all of you to leave and never come back" Ruff said, smiling sweetly although her tone gave away what she really felt towards them.

"What would Hiccup think if he knew that you were refusing to teach others about dragons?" asked Ivar.

"He'd be glad that we're not placing intelligent creatures under your horrible care" Astrid replied. "Maybe you're right. Maybe Hiccup would have given you a chance, but _me _on the other hand - you can say goodbye to any chance of dragon training" she replied turning around.

"Does this have to do with how I treated Hiccup all those years ago?" he asked.

"Yes. It does in fact. Treating him like shit for being different? What a way to make your heir feel at home" Astrid said in defense.

"Heir? He was never going to be heir to this tribe. It was always going to be Snotlout and everybody knew it. Also, what about you? You never did anything for him then"

"That's why I'm starting now. So, all of you, please leave" she asked nicely.

"And who's going to make us?" Magnus asked, shooting them a smug grin. Astrid, however, was glad to return one of her own.

"Are you forgetting we're in an Arena with _dragons_?" she asked. On that cue, Stormfly, Meatlug, Hookfang and Barf and Belch, got behind their riders and snarled threateningly. Hookfang set part of his body on fire while Stormfly unsheathed the spikes on her tail. Meatlug prepared to charge and Belch let loose a few sparks in warning. "You could whine to my dad that the dragons attacked you, but we all know now that dragons don't attack unless provoked. And since my father knows that first-hand now, you won't have a chance if we let our dragons chase you out now" she said, cocking her hip to one side, letting one hand rest on it while the other hung at her side.

Snorre looked at the dragons. They had gone through dragon training but never faced all the dragons at once. Plus they didn't have to fight any other Vikings during those lessons. He looked back to Astrid, loathing the look she gave him. It was her winning look; when the opponent had no other option but to submit. "Come on guys. Let's get outta here" he said, turning to leave. Magnus, Ivar and Knut followed their friend obediently. Once they were at the gate, Snorre turned around, "This isn't over" he warned before following after the others.

"Thanks Astrid" Fishlegs said, shooting her a look of gratefulness.

"Can't let you have all the fun in messing with Snorre now, can I?" she asked in return. It was another five minutes before Tuffnut and Snotlout showed up. They filled them in on what happened. Tuff, of course, was shell-shocked that he couldn't see Snorre's pissed off face and that he couldn't call him certain things. Astrid did notice something weird about Snotlout, though. He didn't give his input in - maybe about he could have taken them on all by himself. But most surprising of all, he didn't make eye contact with her; which was a first in her whole life. It seemed like he had something on his mind but wouldn't talk to her, or the others for that matter, about it.

"Okay guys. Let's get started with a few rounds in the Arena before we head outside for practice" she said. The riders got on their dragons and prepared for another long day of training.

_000_

Hiccup didn't have a hard time avoiding the people of Berk today. He was glad this was the day when most villagers were needed for the fishing runs. On Berk, you normally learned to fish before you learn how to walk. He remembered his father telling him that he was about five months when he was taken on his first fishing trip out to the sea. Fortunately, that was one of the few times that he didn't cause any trouble. So that meant the village was relatively empty. There were the few vegetable stalls that were open but his work didn't need him anywhere near them. That meant no one would see the cut on his lip or the few bruises on his face. Which meant no questions as to what happened. Not that he thought that the others would even think of asking him what happened.

He had finished a lot of work today. With many of the people gone, that meant there was no one to see Toothless help him. He had finished the two roofs of the animal barns, finished repairing ten of the fourteen houses and fixing five of the seven catapults. He had hoped that Gobber wouldn't be in the forge that day. He knew the man better than most people. So he knew that he wouldn't let up with the questions about what happened to his face and might even threaten to do some bodily harm to the people who were responsible. Luckily for him, Gobber was needed for the fishing runs so he had left him a note to finish his work around the village and that he had left all the materials he'll need at their respective locations.

Other than helping him speed up his work, Toothless kept a watchful eye out for certain people who he knows were responsible for his best friend's injuries. Before he was knocked out by the dragon nip, he had smelt the attackers; which meant he knew their scents and could pick them out. So far today, he didn't smell any of them, which means they didn't come too close, and he was looking to keep it that way for the rest of their stay.

"Hope you don't mind if we stay here bud" Hiccup said. He was in his old room in the forge while Toothless was resting near him in the forge. It was night now, and he was dead tired from the all the heavy lifting he had to do and the careful adjustments Hiccup told him when placing the wooden beams of houses into place.

_"No. This makes it easier for me to keep an eye on you"_ he replied.

"I don't think they'll try it again, bud"

_"They definitely won't try if they see me again. I'm supposed to protect you, Hiccup, and I failed. I wasn't on alert as I should have been"_ Toothless beat himself up for it. Ever since they left Sharkslane village, he made it his duty to protect Hiccup from anything that could harm him.

"It wasn't your fault, bud. You were knocked out and I shouldn't have stayed at Astrid's. If I didn't, none of this would have happened" he said, gesturing to his face.

_"Even still. I'm not letting you of my sight"_

"What do you say we go get dinner? And I don't mean from the Hall" Hiccup said, turning away from his work and looking at his friend with that glint in his eyes. Toothless brought his head up and matched his rider's look with a smile.

_"You know I wouldn't turn down an offer such as that"_

"Well then, let's go" Hiccup said, getting up and heading out followed by Toothless.

_000_

It was another tiring, yet amusing day for a certain Valkyrie in the village. Other than mastering flying on their dragons, the group had to learn a bit of aerial combat. Hiccup had demonstrated the basics back in his house in the mountains and in a few private lessons on Berk when no one was around, or when she had free time. So, she saw it fit to pass on that knowledge to them. She wanted to tell Hiccup all about it, and since she'd be going to the Hall for dinner tonight, she would see him.

She was on her way to meet him. She had seen the lamps alight in the forge and a black mass inside, which she assumed could only be Toothless. But when she got closer, she saw the two of them exit the forge and prepare to go for a flight. At first she wondered why he didn't give her a heads up that he's going some where that night, but then, when Hiccup faced the light of the forge, she saw his face. Two, reddish, purple bruises along his jaw and cheek, a cut lip and judging by his slow run, and the few touches he gave his chest, that there was some pain there as well.

She was coming down a street that wasn't well lit, which kept her in the shadows so Hiccup would have had no chance in seeing her. Before she could even break into a run and ask him what happened, he and Toothless took off into the night sky, leaving her wondering what had transpired.

She would speak to him as soon as he got back, so she continued on her path to the Hall. That's when she remembered. Snotlout had been acting weird this morning, not making any eye contact with her and not even trying to flirt with her. She deduced that something must have happened the previous night, involving the two of them. The more she thought about it, the more she wanted to punch her 'future husband'. Which was exactly what she was going to do.

As soon as she opened the doors of the Hall, her eyes wandered for Snotlout. She found him sitting with their normal group, except Snorre and his gang were also there. She was going to have a nice talk with them.

Ruffnut saw Astrid walking towards them. She raised her hand to say hey but then she noticed the fury in her eyes ... and it was directed at Snotlout and Snorre's gang, who had their backs turned to her.

Snorre noticed Ruff had looked past them for someone. So he swung himself around to see Astrid walking directly to Snotlout. "Hey there, Astrid" Snorre said as if their conversation in the morning never took place. Magnus, Ivar, Knut and Snotlout all turned around to see her still marching towards them. She didn't give Snorre a reply as she landed one vicious right hook to Snotlout's jaw, sending him hard onto the floor. This caught the attention of everyone in the Hall, but only for a few seconds before they resumed back to their conversations. It wasn't uncommon for Astrid to punch Snotlout with such force - even publicly for that matter. And they knew better than to stare at her when she was in _that _mood.

"That has got to hurt!" Tuff said, laughing as he stood on his seat to get a better look at Snotlout squirming on the floor.

"That hit would definitely leave a mark or two" Ruff snickered.

"What ... ow ... was that for?" Snotlout asked, rolling onto his back, holding the left side of his jaw and looking up at the mad Viking.

"Oh ... you don't know? Well then maybe this might jog your memory" and her comment was soon followed by her grabbing him by the collar of his shirt, pulling him up and landing another hook to his face, before pushing him back onto his seat.

"Gods woman! What the..."

"What did you do to Hiccup?" she asked, venom lacing her voice. Snotlout's attention turned from his pain to a look of shock at Astrid.

"Did the little baby run to you and tell you? See, can't even hold his own" Magnus said.

"Oh no. I saw the bruises when I was going to see him. Didn't get a chance to talk about it as he took off with Toothless" she said.

"Can't hold his own and runs away from you. Not the signs of a leader" Snorre commented. Astrid ignored it. She would make him pay later.

"What did you do to him, Snotlout?" she asked again.

"I didn't do anything!" he exclaimed.

"Oh ... don't lie. You've had it in for him the moment he returned. So let me ask this again ... why did you beat him up?" she asked slowly.

"Look. I-I wasn't ... I wasn't even near..."

His explanation drained out as something caught Astrid's eye. Because Snorre was facing her she saw his knuckles, and saw the tell-tale signs that he'd been in a fight. When she looked at Snotlout's knuckles, there were no red marks or small bruising. Snotlout wasn't behind it, but from his reaction when she first asked him, he knew something about it.

"Actually ... hold that thought Snotlout" she said. Snotlout stopped his hasty explanation, terrified of what she might do next. His fears were dismissed when she gave a right hook to Snorre, sending his face onto the table with a loud thud.

"Okay ... that had to hurt way more" Tuff commented as he, Ruff and Fishlegs enjoyed the show.

"Gods! What the fuck you bitch!?" he yelled, holding his nose that had started to bleed when his face hit the table. Fishlegs covered his mouth his hands while everyone else had their jaws hanging. Nobody had ever called Astrid Hofferson a bitch. Of course, she didn't sit well with that. She grabbed him by his collar and brought her face close to his.

"I've noticed that your knuckles carry a few bruises. They didn't come from beating up Hiccup, did they?" she asked.

"You bet they did" he replied, not intimidated by her at all.

"Why?"

"To teach you not to be a slut" he said. The whole table was deathly silent. They were speaking in low tones so that the whole Hall wouldn't hear them. "We know what that runt means to you ... and how far gone the two of you are in your 'affair'" he said. It didn't take long for Astrid to put two and two together.

"You came to my house and spied on me?" she asked. She didn't think there were any people in this village capable of committing such an act.

"I suggested it, and he accepted it" Snorre said, gesturing over to Snotlout. Astrid shot him a glare that could have turned him to ash in a second. He visibly trembled under it, looking away to avoid her silent fury. "He told us what was going on when he came back down, and decided that we should teach Hiccup a lesson. Well, I was surprised when he was only talking to Hiccup, so I decided to take the initiative and give Hiccup a clear warning to stay away from you if he knew what's good for him ... and possibly you."

"Are you threatening me?"

"Not you. Your family. Just imagine the shame added to your name after your uncle froze when he face the Flightmare. Your parents will be disgraced, your brothers will never be looked at the same way and no amount of bravery or sacrifice could possibly rescue your name ... and it's all because you wanted to have an affair with a traitor."

She wanted to break his jaw, cut out his tongue and gouge out his eyes all at the same time. She didn't want to hear him speak; she didn't want him to carry that smug smile around, thinking he could _own _her. She let go of his collar, pushing him back. "At least there's one bright side _if _I become Chieftess" she said.

"What's that?" Ruff asked.

"I can convince Snotlout, the Elder Counsel and many others to banish you from Berk" she said, looking at Snorre who's smile vanished for a brief time.

"And you" she pointed to Snotlout. "Those hits were for spying on me" she said before turning around and leaving them. The rest of the villagers didn't really hear the conversations going on at their table. With music playing, laughing, and other conversations, they really couldn't care. It's funny sometimes how conversations happening a table way concern the whole village or even the biggest news of gossip there is.

"And people say life at Berk was boring" Tuff said, trying to lighten the mood, but it wasn't happening. Everyone at that table now knew what was happening. It was obvious what side Fishlegs and Tuff would be on. Ruff had already decided her side when she confronted Astrid about it. Snotlout was the only odd one out but he knew that he had to choose his old group or his new one.

_000_

"Man that was awesome!" Hiccup said as he and Toothless landed in front of the forge. It was midnight now. The streets were empty, save for the lanterns that lit the streets. Houses had their candles extinguished as people turned in for the night. The only light he remembered was on was the one in his workroom in the forge.

_"Felt good to fly again, didn't it?"_

"You bet. I forgot what it feels like to be in the clouds, watching you dive into the water, fishing - man we had good memories" he said as he walked inside. Before he left for his night joyride, he was working on plans for the docks and the remaining houses he had to repair. Since the fishing boats would be returning tomorrow with their catch, he wouldn't have Toothless' help like he did today. But it would take him just two more days to get everything done; three at the most.

Toothless made himself comfortable by the fire of the forge that Hiccup had just set up while he had proceeded to his workroom for a long night of planning. What he didn't expect was to see Astrid sitting in his chair by his table waiting for him.

"Ahh ... A-Astrid. Wha-What are y-you doing here?" he asked, quickly turning away so she wouldn't be able to see his face.

"I didn't see you in the Hall tonight? Was there something wrong?"

"What? No ... no. I just had a lot of work today." It wasn't a total lie.

"Had to take Toothless for a night flight?" she asked, gesturing to the dragon outside the room.

"Yeah. He had been asking me for a flight and I was getting stressed as well, so you know ... had to let go of some steam." Hiccup still didn't face her. Astrid never looked away from him; just waiting for him to make a wrong move and look at her, which meant surrendering his face to the candle light and have him explain where the bruises came from. But as of the moment, he wasn't going to tell her if she didn't bring it up.

"Hiccup ... let me see you" she said, standing up and walking towards him.

"I-I don't think that's a good..."

"Hiccup" she said in a tone that just made him listen to her. With a reluctant sigh, he turned to face her, revealing his two bruises and cut lip. She closed the space in between them and laid a hand on his cheek where the bruise was, trailing her soft fingers over it. He did flinch at first, but soon nuzzled her hand, as if her skin alone was taking his mind off the pain from it.

"They know" he murmured.

"I know. I just had a talk with them" she replied, slipping her hands around his waist.

"I can only imagine how that could have gone" he muttered.

"I'll tell you it all tomorrow. I'm tired from waiting all night for you to return" she said, looking up at him. "Snorre threatened me that he'd ruin my family name if I thought about telling anyone else of what he did to you"

"He won't do that. Trust me" Hiccup said. When she gazed up at him, eyebrows arching as to what he meant, he continued, "I threatened Snotlout that his whole reputation would be tarnished if people found out about us" he explained.

"So it's at a stalemate for now" she clarified to which he nodded in response. "I'm just ... so sorry ... that he came to you for what I started" she said, shaking her head and releasing him from her hug, turning away.

"You shouldn't beat yourself for that. You didn't know Snotlout could be a pervert" he said, getting a laugh from her.

"So where does this leave us?" she asked.

"Well, it does make things more complicated. They will warn me to stay away from you and threaten to beat me up..."

"But Toothless won't allow that. I know he won't. And neither will Ruff, Fish or Tuffnut allow that to happen. They're with us on this" Astrid confirmed.

"So they know about us now?" he asked and she nodded. "So much for keeping our love a secret"

"Well, that's what we get when a traitor and future Chieftess have an affair, don't we?" she asked as he circled his arms around her waist while she leaned her hands against his chest.

"They'll never be able to keep you from me, or me from you. We're Vikings. We don't listen to what's best for us" he joked.

"Do I know the truth in that" she said, poking him in the chest.

"They could watching us right now, you know?"

"Let them. They know they're powerless to stop this from happening" she said, giving him a kiss on the lips. "I have to go. Doing nothing for three hours does take its toll" she said, reluctantly pulling away.

"Hopefully I'll have time to spend with you tomorrow" he said, walking her to the forge's exit.

"I hope so too. Goodnight Hiccup"

"Goodnight Astrid"

He watched her walk towards her house, which was thankfully in view from where he was standing. She gave him a small wave before walking inside, and flashing him her smile. A lot of people knew about them now and things definitely got more complicated. But it wasn't anything he wasn't used to. He and her would get through this one way or the other.


	30. Hunting Challenge

**Author's Note: So thank you for guys patience. It is _much _appreciated, and without further ado, here's the REAL chapter 30. Leading up to the fight now guys. Hold on tight.**

**And the second chapter of my new Crime drama is up if you guys were wondering. **

_000 (1 Week Later)_

Ever since the confrontation with Snotlout and his gang, Hiccup had been ever vigilant of his surroundings. He and Astrid still met, and sometimes it was usually under the protection of their dragons. Hiccup had finished the rest of the repairs six days ago, when he finished the remaining houses, with Toothless' help, the remaining catapults, with his help again, but he mended the docks himself since they were in a more open area and could be easily seen. He even met up with the gang at dinner in the Hall. He and Astrid explained that they were having an affair ... a secret one and that no one could know about. Ruffnut already demonstrated that she could keep the secret, but it was more of a challenge with Fishlegs and Tuffnut.

Fishlegs was skeptical at first since he always followed the rules and knowing an affair of this scale, it was his duty to report to Arnbjorn, who was the stand-in-Chief. Snotlout already knew about it so there was no point in telling ... or rubbing it in his face that Astrid was with Hiccup. But he said that he was tired of being afraid of Snorre and his gang, and since they were more part of this confrontation, he was happy to back them up. Tuffnut said he didn't really care, and that he would be on their side since he wanted to see Snorre truly pissed off like when Astrid smashed his face against the table.

And on that note, Astrid had told Hiccup what happened when she confronted them that night over dinner with the others. Hiccup didn't believe it until he saw Snotlout and Snorre, with the rest of the gang, walk in and noticed the bruises on Snotlout's face, along with Snorre's, now partly disfigured, nose. They shot him looks, silently threatening him to get up and walk away from the table; Snorre and his gang with the looks more so than Snotlout, who just avoided looking at their table.

Astrid intertwined their fingers together, under the table, but in plain sight for Snorre to see, silently challenging him to do something about it. He could have easily done something about it. He could have called her father over and tell him about the affair; but he had taken _Hiccup's _threat seriously, even though he didn't admit, but the others new. He wouldn't do it since Snotlout's reputation would be tarnished forever since in the Viking society, other tribes and other people would think of him as weak that he couldn't protect 'his' girl from a person like Hiccup.

Hiccup commented about how ironic it was that he could use the image Snotlout was painting for himself against him.

It was also that night when he thanked Fishlegs and the Twins for having his back in that. He knew of the consequences that awaited them since the law dictates that any soul who has knowledge of a potential affair between a banished heir and traitor and a future Chieftess, they should report it immediately to the Chief or the husband-to-be. Since Snotlout knew, it didn't really matter, but if word got to Spitelout, Stoick, or even the Elder Counsel, they would all be in trouble.

Fishlegs, in his modesty, said it was the least he could do for his 'teacher' and now friend since he never had his back in the old days, even though they had a lot in common. He knew the only reason Snotlout, Snorre, his gang and the Twins picked on him was because of his small stature. Fishlegs counted himself lucky that he was bigger than Snotlout, but that didn't stop him from the occasional teasing.

He remembered one day when Hiccup stood up for him when he was thirteen and Hiccup was fourteen. He was still smaller than Snotlout and the others then, but when he saw Fishlegs under the teasing of Snotlout and the Twins, he stepped in. Naturally they turned their attention to him and forgot all about Fishlegs. Hiccup knew what he was getting himself into ... and he still did it. He could have ignored it, but he didn't. Because of that, Fishlegs felt rotten to the core for not being able to summon courage like Hiccup did for him all those years ago.

Which is why he decided to always stick by the man he should have befriended so many winters ago. He did apologize, many times that night and ever since that, about not being there for him. But Hiccup said he understood and that no one really would have helped him back then. He knew Fishlegs would have been in the eyes of tormentors if he helped him back then. So he didn't blame him at all.

Astrid looked away when he said this, and Fishlegs looked at him with an expression. In all his years, he never met a person as selfless, as caring, as compassionate and as courageous as Hiccup - from how he had the courage to return to his home after five years, if he had a home year at all, how he survived torture from the Romans, how he thwarted the plans of the Outcasts and Berserkers, and how he must have helped hundreds of people over the five years. The probability of there being another person like Hiccup, in his calculations was not in this lifetime, or any other lifetime for a while.

It was for the same reason Astrid looked away, with shame in her eyes. Even after all they'd done to him, and failed to do _for _him, he still forgave them. She didn't know his feelings towards Snotlout, but it seemed that he still held hope that he and Snotlout could look past their differences and finally act like how cousins are supposed to.

Hiccup had noticed her action and knew what it was about. He gently laid his hand over hers under the table. She looked at him and he shot her an understanding smile and the message was all there in his eyes. She thought he might be hiding the blame underneath all that kindness and compassion because it wasn't _him_ to hold a grudge against anyone.

That just confirmed what she knew when she first kissed him. There was no other Hiccup in this lifetime like the one she was in love with.

The Twins even apologized ... after a few threatening stares from Astrid. Hiccup did say it wasn't necessary for them to, but in a small show of guilt, the Twins apologized for what they did to him out of the bottom of their hearts ... how deep their hearts could go anyway. They then the spent the rest of their dinner with Astrid filling Hiccup in on what had taken place in the Arena during his work. Hiccup was impressed with the progress they had made, and made it evident of how happy he would be when he returned the next day.

And that's what they had been working on for the past six days. He had been explaining more about dragons, Fishlegs listening intently and noting down _everything_ he said about dragons. He told them that he was planning on re-writing the Book of Dragons with all this knowledge and Hiccup was more than thrilled of that idea. This was a huge step in the direction of understanding what and whom dragons truly are. _  
><em>

He even talked about the Flightmare during one lesson. Fishlegs and the Twins were expecting Astrid to lose it but were surprised to find her understanding and agreeing with Hiccup. They were about to ask why, but they found out when Hiccup explained the Flightmare's defense strategy. And sadly, on many occasions, the Flightmare finishes off its attacker. Hiccup explained it was to make sure that it wouldn't run into the predator or potential threat again. Of course, Hiccup didn't start talking about the dragon without asking for Astrid's permission first since he knew it was a delicate topic. He even told her to stop him if she felt the lesson on the Flightmare went on for too long.

On other days Hiccup took them out to practice flight maneuvers over the forest, over the sea and had even made a flight course in the area of the sea stacks for them to get a feel of how their dragon flew and to prepare for sudden gusts of wind in those areas. He was ecstatic to see how well they had even bonded with their dragons. He noted Stormfly's and Astrid's bond nearly rivaled his and Toothless' bond. That's how he saw it anyway.

Astrid saw differently. She knew no other Dragon Rider would even have a bond that comes remotely close to what Toothless and Hiccup have. The Night Fury is always be his rider and best friend, always on guard with the situation, giving his opinion, controlling the other dragons; to a certain extent and comforting Hiccup on the few times he got exhausted.

She also knew the lengths the dragon went through to make sure no one interrupted her alone time with Hiccup. The dragon would place himself in front of the one of the large doors where the dragons were kept while Hiccup and Astrid did their business inside. However, they always had a spectator. Stormfly was always in the same room if they ever found themselves making out in the Arena. The reason was because if they were to walk out, they would do it with Stormfly and any passerby would think they were keeping the dragon calm to teach her whatever. Only the dragons knew their little and dirty secret.

However today was going to be different.

"Come on bud!" Hiccup yelled as he and Toothless worked to catch the others. Today's exercise was evade and run. Astrid, Fishlegs and the Twins' goal was to avoid getting caught by Hiccup until the sun had set below the horizon. They could fly anywhere near and over Berk. That's a huge distance but it doesn't really matter when a certain man is riding a Night Fury. They had started the lesson two hours ago, and there was only one hour left till sunset ... and Hiccup still hadn't found any of them. But he remembered seeing two green tails dive between the sea stacks and into the forests near the coast. However, he did let loose a growl of frustration when he didn't catch any sign of the Zippleback.

Snotlout wasn't with them because he had a few lessons with Arnbjorn and the Elder Counsel and a few sparring matches with Snorre and the others later in the day. Hiccup had offered for him to come along, but he just walked past him without saying a word. Hiccup took that as a definite 'no'.

_"Don't worry. We'll find them"_ Toothless encouraged.

"That's what _I _said an hour ago" Hiccup deadpanned. This was more annoying than he thought. He had clearly underestimated the skills of Fishlegs, Twins and their dragons.

_"The goal was to avoid getting caught by us, yes?"_

"Yeah. That was their goal" Hiccup said as they glided over the sea and towards the cliffs of Berk. These cliffs were known to have many hidden caves, but they all led to one cavern.

_"They don't necessarily have to fly. They could be hiding anywhere, and those caves in the cliffs would be a good bet as any"_ Toothless said. Hiccup looked to the cliffs and face palmed himself.

"I am so stupid for not realizing that" he said, reaching back down to hold onto the front of the saddle.

_"You just realized that?"_ Toothless remarked with a grin.

"Then why didn't you say anything about it?"

_"Because I haven't been in the air for this long in a long time and I wanted to enjoy it"_ he replied. Hiccup rolled his eyes with an unamused expression and directed Toothless to one of the many cave entrances. He easily flew into the small space.

"You know what to do, bud" Hiccup said, patting his friend's head. With a nod, and slowing down, Toothless let out an echo blast. Hiccup saw the purple blast make its way along the edges of the wall. He's seen it many times before but he was amazed every time he witnessed it.

_"I got a reading back. There are two figures, but judging by the size of the dragon, it's Meatlug"_ he informed.

"Where are they exactly?"

_"About one hundred metres from where we are and closing fast"_ he said.

"Okay slow down and let's move on the rock face" Hiccup said. Toothless opened his wings to catch enough dragon before it was safe enough for him to jump onto the wall of the cavern. With his sharp claws and strong limbs, Toothless easily clung to the side of the wall on all fours. Hiccup also readjusted himself correctly and held on as he and Toothless moved in slowly, careful not to make a sound. But soon enough, they heard Fishlegs' voice running through the cavern. Hiccup learned that Fishlegs always talked to Meatlug. He wished he could actually speak Dragonese and understand her, but Hiccup said that with lessons, and in due time, he'd pick up on their language. It took one and a half years for him and Ripper to pick on the language after making it out.

Pretty soon, the two targets were in sight. Meatlug was busy eating a few rocks that seemed to have been picked out and Fishlegs was busily writing in the Book of Dragons. It seemed that they had been there for quite a while. "Let's sneak up on them, bud" he said, looking at Toothless. The Night Fury turned his head back and immediately knew what Hiccup was thinking. He started climbing up fast, without making a noise, until he was right over them. They were sitting on a ledge big enough for two dragons to land on.

"I'm quite surprised Hiccup hasn't found us yet" he heard Fishlegs say, and in a brief moment of cockiness, "If he hasn't found me then he surely won't find the others" he said.

"Oh, that's about to change" Hiccup muttered quietly, smiling. They were right above them now, Toothless holding onto a stalagmite, looking down onto their targets. He did get a brief scare when some dust and some pebbles fell from the stalagmite and onto their targets, but they were too preoccupied to noticed it.

"And ... now!" Hiccup said and Toothless let go, falling to the ground and landed right in front of Fishlegs and Meatlug.

"Ahhh!" Fishlegs screamed, jumping to Meatlug for protection, dropping his pencil and the Book of Dragons.

"Found you" Hiccup stated. "Now follow me. I'll have to lead you back to the sea stack permanently. And if you try any sudden movements, Toothless will take action" he warned nicely. Toothless let out an all too smirk huff in their direction.

_"That was not nice. You scared him half to death"_ Meatlug complained, giving her rider a lick.

"By the way, sorry for scaring you Fishlegs" Hiccup said, raising his hand in apology.

"Oh no ... that's quite alright" Fishlegs said in a high tone as he gathered his things, hopped on Meatlug and took off, with Toothless in tow. As soon as they were out of the caves, Fishlegs began flying towards the sea stack that they designated as the location that they would be if Hiccup caught them, or the place they would meet up once the sun had set. Hiccup didn't have Toothless fly directly behind them. Instead, he flew him in a thin layer of cloud to hide in case the Twins met up with Fishlegs. He knew Astrid wouldn't be dumb enough to do that ... not until it was past dusk. It was harsh, but it was true.

Fishlegs landed on the sea stack where they had to stay. It was a relatively small sea stack surrounded by other, taller sea stacks. He didn't see where Hiccup disappeared to, but now that he was caught, he could get back to writing more information in the Book.

Hiccup, meanwhile, was circling around the sea stacks looking for a specific place. "There!" he whispered to Toothless. The dragon looked to where his friend was pointing and saw a dark patch on one of the sea stacks that was closest to the one Fishlegs was one. It was perfect for Toothless to land at and camouflage himself.

_"Good thinking"_ he said as he dived in and landed perfectly against the rock. Hiccup carefully released his safety harness as he slowly moved himself to Toothless' front and this allowed the Night Fury to fold his wings over the saddle, blending in perfectly with the black rock. Hiccup looked more closely at the rock from his position and noticed that it was scorched really badly. But in this case it worked to their advantage.

_"So how long do we have to wait here?"_

"Till..."

"Hey Fishlegs! You got caught?!" he heard the familiar voice of Tuffnut.

"Till that happens" Hiccup said as Toothless made some adjustments for Hiccup to get back onto the saddle and they started crawling on the vertical stack, slowly moving around and making sure the Zippleback wouldn't hear them coming. Toothless was a master at sneaking. He did the whole round of the sea stack without once making a noise that could have alerted Barf and Belch, and soon the Zippleback was in their sight.

"Where were you hiding anyway?" Ruff asked. Good, they were distracted.

"I was hiding in the cave system to the north of here" Fishlegs, glancing up at her.

"Did you see where he went after you came here?" Tuff asked.

"I do" Hiccup said. The Twins turned around and saw a Night Fury, like a bat, holding onto the side of the stack, and it almost looked like he was smiling.

"Really? Do you know where?" Tuff asked. Fish closed the book and slammed it against his forehead while Ruff slapped her forehead with her hand and Hiccup gave an eye-roll, as did Toothless. Before Ruff could say anything, Toothless fired a plasma blast next to Bard Belch, leaving a scorched mark on the ground, signalling they've been caught. "Oh you're Hiccup. I keep forgetting ever since you got became good-looking ... no offense" Tuff said.

"Non taken" Hiccup replied before taking off in search for Astrid. This would be a challenge ... and he's grown to love any challenge that involves a certain Valkyrie. He knew she wouldn't go down without a fight. He was expecting no less. But he was looking forward to wrangling her which, as you know, meant bodily contact and they both loved how they always end up ... and he only had about thirty minutes to find her before she won the challenge.

He decided to do another round of the island. He started with the village first. He did a quick, but thorough search, looking for an azure coloured Nadder. No such luck. The search just took them four minutes. He had twenty six minutes left. His next area were the forests of Berk. He knew she wouldn't be able to head underground, so he did a quick skim over the trees, looking for any sign of blue but found no trace.

Toothless even kept his ears open, listening for distinct wing flaps and trying to pick up her scent. "Let's try the beaches" he said. The forest took them six minutes in total. He had twenty minutes left. He wasn't going to lose this.

Toothless did a quick run over the beaches at a high altitude, looking below, trying to see Stormfly's distinct blue colour and listening for her wing flaps. Still no such luck and time was running out. "Come on. We searched every nook and cranny on this island and we still haven't found her" he stated as they flew above the sea. Hiccup looked towards where the sun was setting and knew he only had five minutes. After the beaches he had searched the cliffs again and even did a flyby of the sea stacks but still no Astrid. He let himself fall on the back of his saddle and stared up at the cloud covered sky... wait.

"You've got to be joking" he muttered. He sat upright and looked around the sky. He could see the sun, but the sky had layers of cloud in specific areas and even though he flew above the cloud two hours earlier, he never did so for the rest of the challenge. And if she was avoiding him, she wouldn't have to be right above him to see him. If she noticed a black dot in the sky, she would have turned the other way almost immediately. "Let's break through the crowds Toothless" he said and angled the tail-fin upwards. He only had four minutes until the sun was completely down ... but now the odds were in his favour.

The skies were darkening which meant it was a Night Fury's playground now.

_000_

Astrid had been having a relatively boring day. She had flown close to the land when they started the challenge and now had taken to flying way above the cloud cover. She used the tactic to keep an eye on Hiccup from a safe distance. She had been speculating that he would come up above the cloud cover and find her, but that never happened. And she was only five minutes from victory. She didn't knew what happened to Fishlegs and the Twins after observing them from her high altitude. But she thought that since Hiccup didn't even think of checking up here, he wouldn't be doing that when only four minutes were left.

She took the time to admire the darkening sky, watching the dark blue, purple colours shower the night sky with faint orange from the setting sun. This was a nice feeling and she could enjoy it even more once the four minutes were up.

That was, until Stormfly shifted a bit. "What's wrong girl?" she asked, petting her head. Stormfly gave out a squawk and Astrid could tell she was on alert. But then she heard it. Out of the corner of right ear, she heard the distinct sound of Night Fury approaching. She didn't need to look.

She just needed to get out of there.

"Stormfly!" she yelled and her dragon went into a dive, just as she caught a black blur zoom past her and spread out its wings.

Stormfly stayed in a dive until she and her rider were below the cloud cover and flying in a random direction. They would win as soon as the tip of the sun vanished below the horizon ... and it was almost there. She looked behind her to see a black dragon also break the cloud cover and sped towards them. "Come on Stormfly! We can win this!" she yelled as she made a sharp turn to the left. She had to be captured or cornered into a location where there was no escape ... and Hiccup very well knew that. Fishlegs was cornered. The Twins were technically cornered since they couldn't try and run as Toothless would have had them in less than a second. Stormfly was in the open sky and there was no way to corner her. Astrid and Stormfly were too smart for that.

"They're heading towards the last sea stack!" Hiccup said.

_"What do you propose?"_

"You know exactly what it is" Hiccup said.

_"You're really crazy for suggesting that"_

"Do _you_ want _Stormfly_ rubbing it in your face that she beat you?" Hiccup changed his wording. Toothless' eyes widened at that outcome.

_"You're right. Let's do it"_ he said, breaking off the chase and heading west. Astrid looked behind her and saw that Hiccup wasn't chasing her anymore. She then looked at the horizon and saw that it would be mere seconds before victory was hers. "Yes!" she yelled, but her celebration was short lived as she again heard that shriek across the skies. She looked to her left, and before she knew it, she was free falling into the ocean while in Hiccup's arms.

_Ten Seconds Earlier_

Hiccup had Toothless break off their chase by heading upwards, speeding up to try and get in front of her, which was easy enough for Toothless. He made a sharp right turn and began to level off at Stormfly's level. Hiccup laid his body flat against Toothless' back and when they were just a second away, Hiccup got onto his feet, while Toothless expanded his wings to catch as much air as possible to create a sudden stop. With the sudden force pushing him forward, and thanks to his planning, he tackled Astrid off of Stormfly, while, due to the sudden and substantial drag, Toothless began to free fall as well, for a short period though. He quickly got underneath Hiccup once he saw him with Astrid in his arms. While keeping one hand behind Astrid's back and holding her close, he let his other hand reach for one of the reins and and he quickly placed his foot in the pedal and got the tail-fin back out into gliding position.

Once he was certain, Toothless was stable enough to glide, he removed his hand placed it under Astrid's knees and held her close.

"We've got to stop meeting like this" he said, breaking the silence with a grin. He shouldn't have said that.

"Ow!" he yelled as Astrid landed one on his right shoulder.

"Why would you do that!?" she yelled. "We could have died!"

"No we wouldn't have. I had everything under control" he replied calmly.

"You _tackled me_ in mid air ... forget mid air, while we were in a chase ... you tackled me!" she said, still not believing he could have pulled a stunt like that.

"Toothless and I knew what we were doing. We wouldn't have done that if we thought it was dangerous" he said. Sadly she wasn't having any of his confidence.

"Well what am I supposed to think or feel when some maniac tried that against me!?" she yells at him, giving another swift and hurtful punch to the shoulder.

"Gods, woman! Would you stop that!?" Hiccup shot back. As the two carried on with their argument, Stormfly pulled alongside Toothless.

_"Your rider was insane to pull off that stunt"_ she said.

_"Yep ... he was. I love and hate that amount him. But you shouldn't worry. We had it all under control"_ he said smugly.

_"Really? Tackling _my _rider off of me and hurtling towards the ground while you hope you get back underneath him is called being in control!?"_ she squawked at him.

_"We did. If you can't handle we that we won this challenge, then that's your problem"_

_"You seriously think I'm mad because _you think _you won this? I'm mad because you put my rider's life at the line for _trying _to win this challenge. And for you information, _we _already won it" Stormfly replied. _

Hiccup and Astrid both stopped their argument when they noticed the frustrated and annoyed growls that their dragons were directing at each other.

"What are they arguing about?" she asked.

"Oh, about the stunt that I pulled and who won this challenge" he answered.

"Well it's clear that you took this challenge way too seriously and couldn't handle losing to me, so you had no choice but to pull that insane stunt just and try and win" she concluded, folding her arms and looking straight ahead. Hiccup, coughed in mock offense.

"Uh ... I think it's clear who won here. The rules were to capture you before the sun went down and I did" he said.

"The sun went down _after _you _tackled _me off of Stormfly" she said.

"No no no no. I captured you with one second to spare" he said.

"You didn't capture me. You tackled me off my dragon"

"Then what do you call this?" he said, gesturing to himself holding her in his arms. "If this isn't captured I don't know what is" he exclaimed.

_"This is getting annoying" _Stormfly spoke to Toothless.

_"At least you don't have them on your back"_ Toothless said, gesturing to the two bickering riders.

_"How about we call it a draw since we don't know who won?" _Stormfly suggested.

_"Agreed"_. He glanced back at Hiccup and Astrid who were still arguing. Clearly Hiccup didn't hear him. He could just roll over and have them free fall while catches them but he'd be pissing three of them. He then saw a large see stack that had a few trees, grass and bushes growing on top of it, and decided to stop there. Without any warning, he angled his body downwards, with Stormfly following and they came to a halt.

"You just can't admit that you would be a sore loser" she said, jumping out of his arms.

"Me? A sore loser? Then why don't you take the higher road and give me the victory if I'm a sore loser?" he asked, and gave a smirk when he knew she wouldn't do that.

"Just admit it. I won" he said, taking a step closer.

_"Guys ... Stormfly and agreed to a draw. It's over!" _Toothless said.

"No it's not bud" Hiccup replied as he and Astrid had a stare down. "So, what would have been the prize?" he asked.

"Whatever the winner wants" Astrid replied with a mischievous sparkle in her eyes.

"And what does M'Lady want as her prize" Hiccup conceded to giving her the win since he would also be a winner in this ... technically.

"You" she said as she grabbed him by the front of his leather armour and smashed her lips against his. His hands immediately encircled her waist and pulled her against his chest as they gave way for their tongues to take control. They were moving about until Hiccup tripped on a branch and fell onto his back on the remarkably soft grass, but the small interruption wasn't enough to deter them. They locked lips as soon as they recovered and Hiccup took this chance to roll them over, and immediately disengaged from the kiss and moved onto her lower jawline, nibbling at her ear lobe and planting kisses along her exposed collar bone and moving onto her neck.

"Do you surrender?" he asked; his voice in an incredibly husky tone.

"Ne-N-Never" she moaned as she smiled and gasped at the sensations he was creating for her. She wrapped her fingers around his neck and kept him close, allowing him to continue his onslaught of kisses, nips and nibble on her neck, collar bone, jawline, ear lobe, cheeks and lips. Toothless and Stormfly watched with curiosity. They tilted their heads to any specific sounds their riders made or even just trying to see how it would be from a different angle.

_"Why don't they just..."_

_"Don't ask. Apparently it's complicated"_ Toothless said with a roll of his eyes before looking back at the two. However, when he turned his head to the left just to see if there was anything else, he spotted a few black dots on the sea, and a bit of smoke coming from a few of them. _"Hiccup"_ he called, turning to his friend but just bore an unamused face when he saw that he hadn't stopped kissing his mate. _"Hiccup!"_ he called more loudly this time.

"Ugh... what?" he groaned, reluctantly pulling away from her sweet lips and looking to his friend with annoyance. Astrid also sighed in frustration at the interruption and titled her head back to look at their dragons.

_"I think there're damaged ships down there"_ he said, gesturing with his head and looking out to the sea again. This got both Hiccup's and Astrid's attention as they got up and walked over to the ledge where their two dragons were. They were right. They could make out dark figures on the water, and with whatever light was left, could see smoke bellowing up from them.

"Should we go help them?" Astrid asked.

"Yeah. But be careful. We don't know if they're the fleet from Berk" Hiccup said as he hopped onto Toothless.

"You're telling me to be careful after you tackled me from in mid-air?" she asked.

"You're never going to let that go are you?" he asked, an annoyed smile on his face.

"Nope" Astrid replied, sounding the 'p' and shooting him her signature smile. Hiccup merely shook his head, annoyed smile still on his face, and took off after her.

_000_

It was another failed expedition to find the Dragon's Nest. Thankfully they hadn't lost any people; he thanked the Gods dearly for that. But they had lost a few ships, which meant that the remaining vessels needed to accommodate more people. And, unfortunately, the food and water supplied the sunken ships had had gone down with them, which meant fewer rations for the rest of them. It didn't help that some of their ships were still smoking.

"Well, at this rate, we'll reach Berk by sunrise" Spitelout spoke as he came to stand beside his brother-in-law.

"Thank you, Spitelout" he nodded. Spitelout nodded in return but still stood beside him.

"You really think that boy can change the way we think about dragons?" he asked.

"I don't know, Spitelout. Depends if people are willing to allow change to happen" he replied, turning to face him.

"And are you willing to allow that change to happen?"

"Look Spitelout ... I never liked dragons. They took my wife away from me and for a time, believed they turned my own son against me. But after seeing and hearing what Hiccup has been through and seeing how the others are bonding with their dragons ... that's left me thinking that, just maybe, change might not be a bad thing" he answered. Spitelout was about to open his mouth to reply but was cut short.

"Dragons by the starboard bow!" a man yelled and soon, the bells were ringing across the ships and Vikings were getting ready for an attack, arming themselves with spears, bows and arrows, swords, maces, axes, battle axes, war hammers; the lot. They weren't going to go down without a fight. Stoick unsheathed his own sword and ran forward to the bow and saw two silhouettes against the night sky. "Take aim!" he yelled. Their archers had their arrows at the ready. They were all waiting for the Chief to give the word.

"Ready!" he yelled and the archers took their aim. Stoick looked more closely, wondering why he could only see a Deadly Nadder but not the other one. It was as if it blended with the night sky... wait.

"Hold your fire! Hold your fire!" he yelled, turning around to his men and women and waving his arms.

"What are you saying? The dragons are coming to attack us!" Spitelout yelled, grabbing Stoick by the wrist.

"That's Hiccup and Astrid on their dragons. Would you have me shoot down two of our own?"

"You mean one of our own" Spitelout reminded him with a stern scowl. Stoick knew who he was referring to. He pulled his arm away from him and continued to shout orders to stand down. The cautious men and women, kept their weapons at their waist and only sheathed them once they saw that it was only Hiccup and Astrid once they had landed on Stoick's ship.

"I'm guessing you didn't find the nest?" Hiccup asked as he got off Toothless.

"Not even close" Spitelout replied. "Why don't you just help us and tell where they're Thor-forsaken rock is?"

"Like I said before, I don't want all of you to die" he said, before turning his attention to his father. "Did anyone die?"

"Thankfully no. But we lost a few ships and a few others are damaged. That's why we're moving slow" he explained.

"Did you, by any chance, see what dragons attacked you?" Hiccup asked.

"There were Monstrous Nightmares, Deadly Nadders, Gronckles, Zipplebacks; the usual lot" said Stoick. "Why do you ask?"

"No reason, just wondering. Anyway, do you need help getting back? Stormfly and Toothless could help tow the damaged ships back to port faster" Hiccup suggested. Stoick looked to the damaged ships they had and back to the dragons who were sitting there obediently.

"Are you two alright with making rounds?" he asked.

"Not a problem, Chief" Astrid replied as she came and stood beside Hiccup.

"Spitelout, order the damaged ships to prepare ropes to be towed by the dragons" he ordered. Spitelout gave a nod to Stoick, and a scowl in Hiccup's direction before heading to arrange the ships for the fast journey home.

"Dad, could we talk to you?" Hiccup asked him. When Stoick looked at the two, he was surprised to find them looking concerned and they were checking over his shoulder, giving the impression that it was only for him to hear. He nodded and moved them to where the dragons were and blocked the view of them to the others.

"What is it?"

Hiccup gave a look to Astrid but she nodded in confirmation, silently telling they had to do this. "Snotlout knows" he said quietly.

"What!?" Stoick nearly yelled but clamped his hand over his mouth before whispering it loudly.

"Snotlout knows. So does Snorre and his gang" Hiccup confirmed.

"And how do they know this?" he asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Well..." they both started to blush.

"Well ... long story short, sir ... my father invited Hiccup over to dinner after he remade our sword for the ... wedding, and he stayed behind for desert and..."

"We were in her room ... making out, and apparently Snotlout climbed up to spy on her but saw us on her bed and, well yeah" Hiccup said, the both of them blushing profoundly. Stoick simply shook his head and rubbed his face in exasperation.

"See what happens when you're not careful!" he said to the both of them, but not loud enough for the others to hear. "Okay, I know Snotlout will tell his father about this incident and will bring it to my attention and most likely the Elder Counsel as well. So I'll prepare myself for that but you two have to keep your relationship a private affair now. Perhaps don't even be in contact with each other once we get back since that might show there's nothing happening between the two of you" he suggested.

"So we have to keep our distance from each other?" Hiccup asked, just for clarification.

"Don't worry. I'll inform the both of you of when you have to not see each other. Remember, this is for your own benefit" he said. The two young adults nodded their heads in agreement. "Now, get onto your dragons and help tow our ships to port" he said. The two of them immediately hopped onto their dragons and flew to the ships that had to be towed first.

'Things just became more complicated' Stoick thought.


	31. Laws Dictate Love
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_000_

"What?!" Spitelout's voice echoed through the Jorgenson home. He had just spent the last two hours sailing back to shore while watching the former runt and his future daughter-in-law tow the damaged ships back to Berk's port, and even had to be the one towed when Hiccup offered to pull Stoick's Ship back to port. If he had been in command of the vessel, he'd rather have it sun than towed by a dragon. But since his brother-in-law was there, Stoick graciously accepted the offer and before he knew it, the ship was back home, and Hiccup and Astrid flying off into the village. He had wanted the day to end so badly; just to head home and retire in front of the fire for a well earned rest. But no. His son had to tell him that Astrid and Hiccup were in bed together.

"You mean to tell me that she is _impure_?!"

"_That _I don't know, dad. I really don't know!" said his son. Spitelout let his face fall in his hands. This had to be the worst day in his life.

"I can't believe this" he muttered. Snotlout was standing in the centre, in front of the hearth and in front of his mother and father. His mother also had an exasperated look. She was looking forward to a marriage between her son and the Hofferson girl. But if she was impure, that would bring shame on her family, and theirs also if he married her. "And you didn't know this even when they came back?!"

"How am I supposed to know what happened when Astrid went in search for him? I don't think she's told anyone about her and Hiccup. I mean, why would she? She'd be attracting attention to herself" Snotlout reasoned.

"Then why didn't _you _tell the Elders or even _her father _when you found out about them ... that they were about to have sex? In _his own house_?" asked Spitelout.

"I couldn't do it!"

"Why couldn't you, Snotlout?" his mother asked.

"Because Hiccup made a threat of his own when I confronted him about it."

"Are you, my son, actually taking a threat seriously ... from a _Hiccup_?" Spitelout asked, propping his chin on his knuckles.

"You would too if he threatened your image. I mean, come on, dad?" Snotlout asked, in disbelief that his father wouldn't know it. "What would people think if they found out Hiccup and Astrid are in an affair when her hand is promised to me? What would other tribes and their Chiefs think when they find out I lost a woman like her to Hiccup? My name ... _our _name would be humiliated!" he explained. "And before you say anything, Hiccup told me this and don't for one second say it's shit because you know very well that it is a likely outcome if this were to get out" he said.

He was right. Hiccup had made a smart threat. The Jorgensons prided themselves on their image, name and legacy. And having a legacy of a Hiccup stealing the heart of the most desired girl in Berk ... maybe even the whole Archipelagos ... will tarnish their line forever. They couldn't afford this information getting into the streets of Berk.

"I'll have a talk with Stoick and the Elder Counsel. You, Hiccup, Astrid and her father will also be there" said Spitelout, standing up and heading for the door.

"Wait, you're going to call him now?" Magnhild asked, Snotlout's mother.

"Might as well. About an hour or so until midnight ... and I very well know that the Elders don't retire until midnight. Stoick wouldn't be asleep as of yet and neither would Arnbjorn. You have to come with me, Snotlout" he said, opening the door. Snotlout followed his father without question and shut the door behind them.

"So we're doing this in the middle of the night to keep it a secret from everyone else right?"

"Yes son" replied Spitelout.

"But how do you think Uncle Stoick will react?"

"Oh, I'm sure he knew about this affair" Spitelout said in a low voice.

"How would you know that?"

"Because a Chief knows _everything _that goes on in _his _village."

_000_

Stoick had made for his house the moment he came back. He had to think of what to do the moment Spitelout knocked or burst through his door. He knew Snotlout would tell him the moment he returned. He just had to prepare. But what could he think of? Spitelout was no fool. He would be able to see right through his eyes that _he _himself knew about the secret relationship and never reported it. If Spitelout brought that up in front of the Counsel, which he most surely would, and if he's not able to convince them that his brother-in-law is lying ... the most severe consequence is banishment for conspiracy against the Heir of the tribe.

On the humourous side, he couldn't let go of the irony in that instant. He just had to stay calm and cool. That was his best bet. He had to act surprised, he had to act angry and he'd have to march up to the prison to speak to Hiccup about the consequences. But at the same time, he couldn't banish his son again ... after just finding him and having a _decent _shot at making up for his past mistakes. He just couldn't let this go.

_Knock. Knock. Knock._

"Here we go" Stoick muttered, getting up from his chair in front of the hearth and proceeding to quell the loud bangs of Spitelout's fist on his door.

"Come on, Stoick! Open up!" he yelled.

"What is the matter, Spitelout?" he asked, with a tired face as he opened the door. He wasn't faking tired the part. All the stress of making sure his people got back safe and the problems Hiccup and Astrid were getting themselves into were really adding into his years.

"Your son is the problem as always" his second-in-command said as he made his way into the Chief's house.

"Please don't wait for me to ask you to come in" Stoick muttered as he closed the door.

"This is serious, Stoick!"

"Okay, Spitelout ... now tell me, what did my son do this time?"

"Slept with my future daughter-in-law. That's what!" Stoick did his best to look surprised. His surprised expression was his body and face going stiff, and his eyes hardening their glare.

"What?" he asked, sitting down at the table opposite of Spitelout.

"You heard me. That boy slept with Astrid and he has to pay!" Spitelout banged his fist on the table.

"And by slept, do you mean they consummated?" asked Stoick.

"I'm sure as Hel they did."

"Do you have proof of this accusation?" the Chief asked.

"Why not go and ask the two lovebirds? Might as well hear their lies" Spitelout sneered, getting up from the table and walking to the door. However, he stopped his march and turned to look at Stoick. "Did you know about them?" he asked, gaze not hard, but not light either.

"Ar' you really asking me ... the Chief ... whether I knew about Hiccup and Astrid?"

"Well, considering how I've noticed how attached you're becoming to him, I've made an assumption that you want to take him back as your son" he said.

"You're right. I do want to take 'im back as my son ... but as of still he's a branded traitor to Berk. Therefore, if what you say is true, that Hiccup has consummated the Hofferson girl ... I will carry out the just penalty" Stoick said with an emotionless voice. He had to make Spitelout buy it.

"Very well. You can go and retrieve your boy while I go call Arnbjorn, Ingrid and their daughter. Snotlout has already made his way to the Great Hall where the I expect the Elders are waiting patiently for us" Spitelout said with a small smile before closing the door. Stoick let out another sigh. It wasn't easy lying to the face of your second in command when he was staring you down. But that was another skill that came with his years of experience as Chief - the skill to build up appearances and convey the wrong emotions. But now, he had to make way for sadness and despair at the thought of interrogating Hiccup in front of the Elder Counsel ... and there was no way he could go easy on him.

He got up from his seat and walked out, already with the prison in sight.

"Chief!" a man called. He looked down the steps leading to his house and saw two men walking to him. "Spitelout has assigned us to help you escort the prisoner to the Hall" one of them said.

'This is just perfect' Stoick thought. Now there was no chance he could tell Hiccup what was going on. He couldn't be seen acting kindly with him either. His men would surely spread the rumours. It's not that his men didn't respect him, they were soldiers who were under Spitelout's command. So it was their rightful duty to report to him if something out of the ordinary transpired between Hiccup and Stoick.

"Very well. Follow me" he said, leading the men to the prison.

_000_

_"So what's going to happen?"_ asked Toothless. Hiccup was sitting on his bed in his cell, observing his fingers to pass the time. He had flown back there after saying goodnight to Astrid to keep people from getting suspicious. And he wasn't allowed to sleep anywhere else other than the prison.

"My dad said he'll tell me what the plan is. But I suspect that, and this is from knowing Snotlout and my uncle, that they would have confronted him about this and he's most likely on his way" said Hiccup. He was already hitching up a plan in his mind. He had even prepared on how to react based on how his father spoke to him. It always paid to be prepared for different situations.

_"I hear people coming"_ Toothless said, pulling away from the window and walking to the front. He saw Hiccup's father and two other men behind him coming to the prison. _"Your father's coming with two men and he doesn't look happy"_ he warned.

"Oh boy" Hiccup muttered, rubbing his face. He knew his father would have to act angry to keep others from getting suspicious.

Stoick saw Toothless looking at them as they approached the building. "Don't worry. We'll be returning him shortly" Stoick said as he walked inside while the two men stayed at the entrance.

"Get up. Spitelout has called for a trial. He has accused you of sleeping with Astrid" Stoick said in a professional tone.

"What!?" Hiccup asked. He didn't need to act. He was truly surprised that Spitelout accused him of such an action.

"Please turn around. This is normal procedure" said the Chief. He pulled out some chains he kept at his belt and opened the cell gate.

"Are you serious? I'm going to be brought in chains there again?"

"I can't be shown favouring you ... at least not yet" he said in a hushed tone, checking behind him to make sure the men didn't hear him. Hiccup sighed, and with reluctance, turned his back towards his father and brought his hands behind his back. Stoick moved quickly. He tied the chains in a tight knot, making sure Hiccup wouldn't be able to escape them.

"I'm not going to escape if that's what you're worried about" Hiccup said in an annoyed tone.

"I'm sorry son. But I have to" his father said as he led him out. The men moved aside to let Hiccup and the Chief pass and followed them, Stoick keeping his hand on Hiccup's back, leading him to the Hall. Toothless followed them as well, making sure to keep his distance. He didn't want Hiccup getting hurt if he made a wrong move. The walk to the Hall was made in silence. Both father and son were thinking about how to act when they would be asked questions. Hiccup was preparing more so than his father. He also had to make it look like his dad knew nothing about him and Astrid.

When they opened the doors of the Hall, Hiccup was surprised to see Arnbjorn and Astrid sitting at a table in front of the Elder Counsel. He also saw Spitelout and Snotlout sitting across from them, both staring daggers at Hiccup. And last but not least, he saw the Elder Counsel sitting at the head table, facing them. The Elder Gothi was among them today, staring sympathetically at Hiccup.

"I'm sure you know why you are called down here, Hiccup" Thurmond said. He was seated in the centre seat of the five Elders.

"The Chief did say I was accused of sleeping with Astrid Hofferson" he said. He saw the expression on Astrid's face. She had not been told what this was about but she expected it had to do with them - but not on the level of sleeping with each other.

"That's what this is about?" she burst out, looking from Hiccup to Snotlout to the Elders.

"Miss Hofferson, you will get your chance to speak once it is your turn" Vern said. Astrid looked at her father and saw him warning her with his eyes to not burst out again. She huffed angrily, folding her arms across her chest and crossing her right leg over her left knee.

"Back to the matter at hand, Hiccup, do you understand the consequences you will face if you are found guilty?" Thurmond asked.

"Yes I do" he replied. Stoick had since moved to the front to stand beside Gothi. The two men that accompanied him had left the moment they entered the Hall since this was a trial that was meant only for the ears for the people in the Hall.

"We will start with Snotlout Jorgenson first" and Thurmond summoned him to stand in front of the table. "How did you come to know of the affair?"

"About a week ago, I was heading over to the Hoffersons' house to pay them a visit. When I neared the door, I could hear noises and moaning coming from above me. I walked back a few steps to see Astrid's room still lit and it appeared the noises were coming from there. Out of curiosity and good faith as a future husband, I wanted to make sure nothing was wrong. So I climbed up the side onto the roof above their front porch and slowly crept to the open window. And when I looked in, I saw Hiccup on top of Astrid. They were definitely kissing. They were both topless and by the looks of it, were about to have sex."

"You lying half-troll!" Astrid screamed as she lunged from her seat with the goal of ripping him limb from limb. Snotlout did jump back a few steps but was lucky Arnbjorn had quick reflexes. He quickly snaked an arm around his daughter's waist. Astrid knew who was obstructing her from her target but she didn't care as her legs and arms moved frantically, and a glare that could have frozen Thor himself.

"Arnbjorn, please restrain your daughter!" Vern called out.

"Astrid" he called out, but got no response. "Astrid!" he called more loudly this time. This stopped her attempt at breaking free from him but didn't eye contact with her. He slowly pushed her back to her seat, all the while noticing the heated gaze she kept towards Snotlout. "You'll get your chance to speak, but from now on ... control your damn anger" he said, making sure he made eye contact with her. She only nodded in response, taking heavy breaths to calm down from her outburst.

"If that's so, then why didn't you do the right thing and knock on the door and tell her parents?" asked Thurmond.

"I didn't want to be in the awkward position of answering to her mother about why I was looking into her window" he answered.

Both the teens sighed and shook their heads, casting Snotlout hate glances. They couldn't believe what he was saying just to save his own skin. Their frustration didn't go unnoticed by Stoick, Arnbjorn, Spitelout and the Elder Counsel. "Do you two feel something else happened?" asked Vern.

"Something _else _definitely did happen" Hiccup said. "What Snotlout is saying is a complete and utter lie."

"So you deny being in bed with Astrid?" Asmund asked, one of the members of the Elder Counsel.

"That's where it differs. Yes we were in her bed together..." he looked at Astrid and she nodded in response, "...but we didn't have _sex_, the crime I'm being trialed for. We were just kissing. Nothing else."

"Then what about his fact of being topless?" Asger asked the both of them.

"I still bore my breast bindings. He was shirtless. I am still a pure maiden if that's what you're wondering. Hiccup would never dare to do something like that" she defended.

"She'd have beheaded me if I even _thought _about forcing her into sex" Hiccup laughed a bit, getting a knowing smirk from Astrid.

"And do you want to know the real reason why Snotlout was on her roof?" asked Hiccup, taking a few steps forward so that he was now standing in the centre of their small circle.

"Go on" said Thurmond.

"He had the intention of spying on Astrid. Hoping that she would have been changing into her nightgown. If you don't believe me, you can ask Snorre, Magnus, Ivar and Knut" Hiccup said.

"What do they have to do with this?" asked Spitelout.

"Because it was their idea to have Snotlout spy on me for his and their sick pleasure" Astrid answered.

"That is a complete and utter lie" Spitelout retorted.

"My daughter would never lie about something like that" Arnbjorn said. Astrid looked up to her father in surprise. She expected him to be furious about hers and Hiccup's little affair. She never expected him to come to her defense.

"Well she kept a hidden affair with a traitor a secret from you and your wife, and you still take her word? Are you not mad that she brought more shame on your already stained name?" Spitelout asked.

Astrid saw her father fold his arms across his chest. She knew that he wasn't even close to being calm. Her father wasn't one of those 'quick to shout types'. He usually kept a calm demeanor of himself but when she heard him yell, it was as if all Hel had broken loose. "Do not take my calm demeanor LIGHTLY Spitelout!" he yelled that single word, stunning everyone in the room. "I am mad at that boy for coming into my house and ending up in bed with my daughter ... believe I am" he said. Hiccup had shrunk back a bit to the edge of the circle. This was the first time he was seeing this side of Mr. Hofferson. "But she is still my daughter ... my _only _daughter who is betrothed your son ... your son who was trying to see my daughter naked!" he yelled.

"Are you seriously going to believe those two?" Spitelout asked, gesturing to Hiccup and Astrid.

"Come on, Spitelout. This is _your _son we're talking about here. Since when does he come to check up on Astrid? He never did that when the contract was sealed nearly two weeks ago. And for your information, I witnessed Snotlout leave with Snorre and his group ... which means that Hiccup and Astrid are telling the truth; that your son was there to _spy _on _my daughter_."

"How dare you!" Spitelout yelled, getting to his feet.

"Enough, both of you!" Thurmond yelled. Arnbjorn and Spitelout both backed off each other, heeding the Elder's words and authority. "This is a trial, not a personal squabble. Back to the matter at hand. We will now hear Astrid's side" he gestured to her. She nodded in response, getting up, straightening out her spiked skirt and walking to the centre.

"Thank you, Counsel Elders. I would like to confirm what Snotlout saw was true. Hiccup and I were kissing. We were in my bed. He was shirtless and I was as well, but I still wore my bindings. We never had the intention of going farther than that. This whole trial of Hiccup having sex with me is pointless because we never did it."

"Am I right in assuming you two are in an affair and this wasn't some one night event?" asked Asger.

"You are" she took a deep breath, looking towards Hiccup who gave a solid nod in agreement. "I'm in love with him."

"Please ... this is obviously some ploy that she's trying to get out of the marriage with my son. Trying to bring pity upon herself that her only other choice was a branded traitor" Spitelout spoke.

"Then you obviously haven't seen the man Hiccup has become ... in fact the Viking he always was" she defended.

"Him? A Viking? Do you hear yourself speaking, Astrid?" All eyes turned to Snotlout now. "I know he might have trained dragons and is the Dragon Master we've been hearing in tales but he wasn't a damn Viking when he was here. He was weak, puny ... useless!"

"Don't you dare call him that again! He was never useless!" she turned her attention to the entire room now, looking to every person as she spoke, "He was only deemed useless by _us_. I saw how he tried so hard to gain our respect. It was unfortunate that it always blew up in his face and caused more chaos than good ... but he only wanted to prove himself after _we_ kept belittling him ... proclaiming that he wasn't a Viking and was to be treated as a mistake. I believed that until I turned him in. He trusted me ... to keep Toothless a secret and I broke it. I only realized then that what would have happened if he stayed back, if I didn't come to the Chief. It was a blessing in disguise when Chief Stoick sent me to find Hiccup, five years later. That's when I saw and learned the new him. Only then had I realized all of us, me included, were responsible for his abuse when he lived here. When he left, he escaped his prison. He had no one to hold him back and look at him now" she gestured with her hand to Hiccup.

"He's more than any of us expected him to become. Much more. And if you think I began developing feelings for him when I found him ... you're all dead wrong" her voice became a tone lower and softer as she said it. Everyone looked at her, even Hiccup, with wide eyes. "I always had feelings for him. I never acted out on mine because my younger, naive side sought to follow the villages' laws ... which meant ignoring and completely shunning him. I've learnt a lot since then, and it's also thanks to Hiccup, that I follow what I believe in and stick with it. And the truth is that I _love _him and I will always love him" she finished, walking back to her seat beside her father.

All eyes were on her; disbelief in all of the men's minds at what she had spoken. Stoick couldn't believe that Astrid Hofferson, the next Viking protege and the most successful of her generation, was in love with his son ... and had been to a lesser extent even before he ran away. She saw something in Hiccup that he even didn't see. And it gave him all the more reason to help his son in anyway he could.

Hiccup couldn't believe that she had liked him in the first place. All those years he spent gazing at her as she walked by the forge or crossed his path in some way ... she had feelings for him. That was why Snotlout was angry at him. He said Astrid had her attention on him; a soft spot where she would gaze at him and, maybe this is hopeful on his part, but, imagining a world where they could have been together.

"Thank you for your answer, Miss Hofferson" Thurmond said with a small nod of his head.

"Does anyone else wish to speak before we leave to convene about what has been said?" asked Vern.

"I do" Spitelout said. "Well, not me exactly ... I call upon the Chief to step forward" he said, looking at Stoick. Hiccup and Astrid glanced to each other for the briefest of seconds before looking at Stoick. He kept a neutral look plastered on his face as he walked to the centre.

"Why would you call upon our Chief?" Asmund asked.

"To see if he knew about the affair" Spitelout answered straightforwardly, before looking back at Stoick. "Now, I know you want to get Hiccup back as your son, Stoick. That is evident. And what better way to help him than getting the girl of his fantasies with him. Am I right?" he asked with a smile.

"I already told you Spitelout, I didn't know about my son's and the lass' affair. And whatever punishment the Counsel has in store for him, I will not intervene."

"Even if you want to? That takes some tremendous will power, doesn't it? But that's besides the point. You knew about their affair Stoick and you were hoping to help him get the girl so that you could redeem yourself to him."

"How can you even say that?" Stoick asked in a hurt voice after a few seconds of silence. "How can you even assume that that action will redeem myself in the eyes of my son? What I did to him ... or the better term is what I never did for him can never be forgiven. I am his father and I was never there for him! I saw him as a burden instead of a son. There is no Viking ... no human, on this world that would even think of forgiving a person like me for the crime I've committed. So no Spitelout, I never knew about their affair, because if I did, I would have arrested Hiccup on sight and sent him away ... permanently" he answered.

"That's enough Spitelout" Thurmond said. He wanted to cease proceedings before events got out of hand. "The Counsel has listened to everything that each person has said and now will convene in the discussion chambers for the final verdict on the accusation of Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, former heir and resident of Berk, sleeping with Astrid Kari Magnhild Hofferson" he said, before standing up with the rest of the Counsel, and walking to the chamber, followed by Gothi, leaving the Hall in silence.

Hiccup sat at an open table, his hands still tied behind his back in chains while Stoick watched him from afar, deep in his thoughts about how to get them out of this situation. Arnbjorn, meanwhile, had sat beside his daughter, who he refused to make eye contact with. "How could you do this?" he asked quietly, without turning to look at her.

"Papa ... if you want to blame anyone, it's me, not Hiccup. I took him upstairs, I was the one who pulled him in for the kiss. Please don't blame him" she pleaded quietly with him. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Snotlout and his father discussing tactics, or whatever, as well.

"Astrid ... I knew what happened in your room" he said, and saw his daughter's face go up in alarm. "Your mother told me. She told me that you are in love with him, and I respect that ... I really do. In fact I like the young man now, what he has become. I'll be honest, he'd be the perfect man for you" he said, with a grim smile.

"But" she knew there was a 'but' in there somewhere.

"But he's a branded traitor, dear. Only the Chief has the power to revoke that status and even if he did, I couldn't back out of the contract now. Not when I've refused many others, including Spitelout's three previous attempts. I'm sorry, Astrid ... I truly am" he said, placing his hand over the both of hers which she laid against her lap. She looked into her father's eyes and saw the hurt and sorrow in them. She knew then that it pained him deeply to give his daughter away, especially to someone like Snotlout whom he knew well. She knew that he thought it would set her for life. That she'd take on a new name and not have to live with the shame the name Hofferson bore. She'd be the Chieftess of the tribe; second in command. People would look up to her even more. But she knew Snotlout wouldn't give her that kind of image. She was not one of those girls who were usually outspoken. She'd made sure to put Snotlout in his place. But knowing the fact that she'd have bare an heir for him, cook his meals and it will be her _duty _and obligation to stand behind her husband and be his most undoubted supporter. She wouldn't have minded, right now, if she was marrying Hiccup. But Snotlout...

Hiccup was going through his own thoughts right now. He had to step up his plans if he wanted to win her hand in the duel. He knew Snotlout was a good fighter. The only thing he was good at. And it has been a while since he has trained. There was only one person who could help him, but if he wanted to be ready in time, he'd have to call him now.

They all heard the chamber doors open and saw the Counsel members walk out one by one, taking their seats at the table. They all held their breaths, waiting nervously for the verdict. But it seemed like it wasn't good for Hiccup, based on Gothi's solemn expression. That's when Thurmond stood up.

"The Elder Counsel has reached a verdict. After fifteen minutes of deliberation we have decided it is inconclusive to know whether Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III and Astrid Kari Magnhild Hofferson have indeed slept with each other. Two of us believe that they haven't and the other three cannot come to a conclusion based on lack of witnesses and whether, if all, the act was committed. Due to this predicament, Miss Hofferson and Snotlout Jorgenson are _required _to consummate the marriage on their wedding night" the news hit her like a boulder. She wouldn't cry at this. She couldn't cry at this bit of information.

"Also, due to the knowledge of the affair and affections between Mr. Haddock and Miss Hofferson, Hiccup is forbidden of being alone in any circumstance with her, cannot be seen with her, and in no way even lay his eyes on her." Hiccup couldn't believe what he was hearing. "The same goes for Miss Hofferson. The Counsel has also decided that she will need her own escort to make sure she doesn't break the terms we set today. And that escort will be her future husband, Snotlout Jorgenson." Hiccup heard the quietest of whimpers from her. She had her head down and her body language said one thing ... defeat.

He then looked to Spitelout, who was smiling broadly at the outcome of the trial. This was exactly what he wanted.

"But Snotlout Jorgenson will be required to shadow the Chief in every task he has to do and do _whatever _he commands ... as punishment for having the intention to spy on his fiance." Hiccup found no humour or comfort in watching the grin disappear off his cousin's face. "Also, Miss Hofferson has the option to stay in her home, under the guidance of her parents who have to make sure she doesn't sneak out or attempt to have any contact with young Hiccup" said Thurmond. Arnbjorn nodded in response, feeling terribly sorry for his daughter.

"And if Mr. Haddock or Miss Hofferson break the terms of the trial, Mr. Haddock will be _permanently _banished from this tribe. These restrictions are in order to protect the purity of the upcoming wedding and the Counsel see it as the best interest of the entire village; that there is no affair and that young Jorgenson and Miss Hofferson will marry. The trial is over" Thurmond announced as he and the other Counsel members stood up and made their way out of the Hall.

Arnbjorn looked to Astrid and could easily tell, that she was crying silently. She rarely cried. He could only remember two or three times that she's ever cried in her life. "Let's go home" he said softly, placing a gentle hand on her back. She didn't give a reply. She only got up and made her way to the door ... not looking at anyone. Arnbjorn sighed in defeat as he got up and followed his daughter.

"Nice work in ruining my daughter's life" he said as he passed Spitelout and Snotlout, who was unusually quiet and boasting about this victory to Hiccup.

"She brought this on herself. And it wouldn't have happened if you had been a more attentive and caring father" he shot back. In any other circumstance, Arnbjorn would have released his vicious right hook at the man. But not this time.

"You're right. I wasn't a good father. I was too busy managing her life, deciding what would be best for her instead talking to her and helping her decide what would be best. I controlled her life" he said, his voice breaking at the end of the sentence. Without another word, he walked out of the Hall.

"Come on son" Stoick said, patting his back. Hiccup didn't bother to make eye contact with his dad. He just stood up and began to make his way to the door.

"See Hiccup? You tried to make things work but you'll always be a screw up" Snotlout remarked. He didn't reply because he knew that if he turned around, he wouldn't be able to control his anger. No, Snotlout would face him in the duel. Then he would show him what a screw up he really was.

The walk back to the prison was as if he was walking to his execution. It would feel like that if he lost the duel. There was actually a good chance that Snotlout would kill him to show everyone his power and authority and to set an example. But one thing's for sure, he wasn't going to go down so easily. Toothless had waited patiently for them outside the Hall. He had seen Astrid run back home in urgency, and with his keen hearing, he heard distinct sobs coming from her. He had begun following Hiccup once his father and he came out. He tried to ask him what was wrong but he didn't respond. That could only mean things didn't go well.

When they reached his cell, Stoick unlocked the chains and let Hiccup walk into his cell. "What are you going to do?" he asked, watching Hiccup sit down on his bed.

"Stick with plan A. Except this time, I can _not _lose this" he replied, looking back to his father. For the first time in his life, Stoick was seeing his son differently. It was the way his eyes were. They were bold, moist from a bit of silent crying, but they showed determination and a fire that couldn't burn out. His son had truly changed.

"And how are you going to do that?"

"Simple. You accept me back as your son, and I challenge Snotlout. But I'm not stupid. I'll need training since it's been a while" he said, getting a notepad from one of his suit's many pockets and taking out a pencil.

"Could you bring me a Terrible Terror?" he asked, without looking up.

"Of course, but why son?" Stoick asked as he stood by the doorway.

"Because I'm sending a message to a close friend of mine who trained me. And with his help, I won't lose."


	32. I Know I Do

**A/N: Like I said guys. I know you want me to update faster, but please understand that updates will be sporadic. That's all I ask. Also, sorry if this chapter is not up to par like my other chapters. **

_000_

"Ow!" was what the forest heard for the probably the hundredth time that afternoon. If it could count, it would have lost track somewhere around fifty or so. Hiccup lay flat on his back, his torso, chest and face glistening in sweat, small burn marks and traces of dirt all over him. He let his body relax and released the wooden sword he had from his grip and proceeded to stare up into the bluish, orange sky.

_"That means you've conceded to defeat. You know that right?"_ Toothless warbled.

"_Yes _I know that!" he yelled, burying his face in his hands. "You don't have to point out the obvious" he said in a muffled voice. _  
><em>

_"You were the one who wanted to start their training early. I'm just trying to help you."_

"I highly doubt that Snotlout will be shooting plasma blasts at me" Hiccup retorted, getting up and dusting his pants clear of dirt.

_"Avoiding plasma blasts should help you on your reaction time, agility and control when jumping out of the way."_

He grabbed the wooden sword and got back into a fighting stance. It had been two days since the trial and he hadn't seen Astrid since. He planned to keep himself busy in the forge; working on any project or task Gobber had him to do, or even helping out the villagers with daily tasks. They included replacing a few of the wooden beams on roofs, fixing doors, carrying heavy weight around; Toothless even helped in them. That allowed Hiccup to show them that dragons weren't vicious creatures they thought they were.

Surprisingly, the some of the people took quick liking to Toothless. After acting like a huge puppy in front of them, they couldn't get enough of him. There was one person who had taken a particular interest in him and Toothless. It was a little girl who went by the name of Addie. She was a girl of just four years and was learning to talk. She had wondered away from the careful watch of her parents and had run into one of Toothless' legs. She fell on her rear and with a shake of her head she looked up and met his green eyes that were staring down at her curiously.

He was helping Hiccup transport a few beams of wood to a house. Hiccup asked him why he stopped but when he saw his friend looking down to the right, he walked around him and was surprised, and frankly a bit terrified, to a see little girl on the ground looking up at Toothless. If there was one thing Hiccup learned during his time at Sharkslane, was that small children were unpredictable. Addie could have been curious and stand up and walk to Toothless, or she could have screamed, thereby alerting everyone around that Hiccup and Toothless might have done something to the child.

Thankfully, the Gods' luck was with him. She instead got up and walked closer to Toothless and reached out to touch his leg. While she was, he looked up to Hiccup, asking him what the young child was doing, but he replied in saying that she was curious about him and it was a good thing. So when Toothless made eye contact with her again, he gave her his gummy smile.

"Gummy!" she yelled instantly. Hiccup laughed at the scene taking place in front of him as she rubbed Toothless' legs and he eventually let her rub his chin.

"His name's Toothless, sweetie" Hiccup had said, bending down to one knee and laying his arm on her shoulder. She looked at him with big, beautiful and cute blue eyes, and then back at Toothless.

"But he has no teeth. So he's Gummy" she said with a smile before proceeding to pet him again. Hiccup found it fruitless to argue with the logic of a four year old. But, how could he when she did make some sense? Her parents showed up not long after, flushed with sweat from looking around for her, were at first dead terrified at seeing her at the feet of a dragon, but relaxed once they saw how relaxed she was; and at the fact that Toothless was being extra gentle with her. Seeing their daughter cuddle up to the dragon even encouraged them to ask a few questions about Toothless and other dragons, which Hiccup was glad to explain.

Addie asked her parents if she could see Toothless again, although she referred to him as Gummy. Her father said that he wouldn't want to trouble Hiccup too much, but he said he'd happy to show her a few tricks. And that all happened yesterday, which was actually his best day on Berk ... so far. The reason was solely because of Addie. She represented the future of Berk, and how she warmed up to Toothless gave him a feeling of security that Berk could be able to change.

"Now please take it easy, bud" Hiccup said, getting back into left battle stance.

"Taking it easy? Come on Hiccup ... I taught you better than that" the two heard a voice. Hiccup looked around quickly and saw Ripper leaning against a tree that the top of the cove with a smug smile plastered on his face.

"You know ... for some reason, I'm not glad to _hear_ you" he replied with a smile.

"But you are glad to see me ... and that's all that matters" he said, skillfully making his way down the narrow path in short time. "How have you been?" he asked, arms wide open as he came in for a hug.

"Things could be better" Hiccup replied, spreading his arms wide and welcoming his best friend. Ripper patted his back about three times and held him for a few more seconds before letting go. "So I'm taking you received my letter, huh?"

"Yeah ... I was hoping it would have been an invitation to your wedding, but I got a letter requiring duel lessons instead" he replied.

"I wish it was an invitation I was sending out. Did you fly here on Bladewing?" Hiccup asked, changing the subject.

"Yeah. He'll be patrolling the area, making sure Snorre and the others won't find us. Won't want them telling Snotlout what we're up to, eh?" he said, giving him a pat on the shoulder before walking a few paces ahead of him.

"You ran into them when you arrived?"

"Sort of. When Heather and I were leaving the Hall with Astrid and her mother, they called out to me specifically, while calling out crude jokes at Heather" he replied.

"That couldn't have been good" said Hiccup, knowing how protective Ripper can get over Heather.

"Yeah. Unfortunately, Bladewing beat me to the lesson. He grabbed Snorre by the leg with his tail and hung him over his mouth. You should have seen it. He was balling like a baby to put down" he laughed.

"I can imagine" Hiccup replied with an amused smile.

"Unfortunately, it was attracting attention, so I told Bladewing to put him down and he did ... right into a cart of fish. After that, I told Heather that I'd be heading over to Stoick's to discuss the future plans of our tribes ... which was a cover-up for me coming here" he finished.

"So my dad knows of this and agreed to cover for you with that story?"

"Him covering for me was his idea. He really wants to help you in any way that he can, Hiccup."

"I can see that, and honestly ... I want to be his son again" Hiccup replied with nostalgic smile this time.

"Alright, I came here to train you .. let's get to it then" Ripper said as he walked past Hiccup.

"Toothless, you don't mind helping Bladewing out, don't you?" Hiccup asked. He didn't want Snorre, his gang or any other person wondering into the cove or anywhere near it. This plan had to be kept on the downside. He didn't want Snotlout to prepare for the duel either. That's why he wanted Toothless out there to make sure that if Snorre or anyone from his gang tried to follow them, he didn't want them telling Snotlout.

_"Not at all"_ and with that Toothless bounded to the only path that led out of the cove.

"So you flew here on Bladewing? Did they think it was a dragon attack?"

"Thankfully not. It turns out that Stoick had told the counsel and most of the men posted on watch today, that visiting dignitaries from Sharkslane would be arriving today for a few weeks. He told them that they don't have a dragon problem, and they have one 'domesticated' dragon which they would arrive on and said it was Whispering Death. So we didn't face any attack, thank the Gods. I don't know what I'd do if Heather or the baby were hurt."

"So, how's Heather doing? Mood swings acting up?" Hiccup asked as he went over to where he kept his leather armour, tunic and bag, and pulled out a flask of water.

"Yep. They started just about a week ago. Didn't know what to expect" said Ripper as he removed his leather armour and tunic. "The worst so far was when I came home late one night because I had been kept in the forge working on repairs. When I came in, I had to roll out of the way when a plate was thrown at my face" he said with a smile, as he kept his attire on the ground. "Apparently, she thought I was avoiding her on purpose. I told her that I was just finishing up some work so I wouldn't have to do them later. Then she began tearing up and apologized countless of times. I told her it was nothing but she felt incredibly bad ... I can't wait to see what her mood swings will be like when she's over five months pregnant" he laughed, picking up the two swords that he brought with him.

"I would really hate to be on the receiving end of that" Hiccup stated, putting down his flask.

"Oh ... I can imagine how Astrid will be when she's carrying your child" laughed Ripper. "If she takes after her mother, which she definitely does, one day you'll, literally, be _flying _through front door of your house."

"That's even if I win this fight. And what on Midgard are you talking about? Flying through the door?" Hiccup asked, waving his arms around, half terrified at that thought.

"You've never heard? Apparently Mr. Hofferson was thrown from his house through the door three times by his wife when she was pregnant" Ripper clarified. "And Hiccup ... stop being such a pessimist! You'll win this fight since I'm here. What do you have, three weeks until the wedding date?"

"About one and a half to two" Hiccup corrected.

"Shit ... okay, we don't have time to waste" he said, unsheathing his Gronckle Iron sword.

"Ahem!" Hiccup coughed really loudly. He gestured between Ripper's _metal _sword and his _wooden _sword. "I can't fight you when you have that!"

"Oh .. okay, then hand me that for a second" Ripper asked, gesturing to the wooden sword. Hiccup walked up to him and handed his friend the sword, only to see him raise his leg and break the sword in half across his quad.

"Wha..."

"Snotlout will not be taking it easy on you" said Ripper as he pushed the hilt of one of the swords into Hiccup's grasp and walked back to get the other one. "He'll be coming at you with full force and a huge, metal ... hammer. So I'm going to train you the right way and what to expect. Plus since he now knows that Astrid prefers you over him, he'll be filled with pure rage towards you. That could work in your advantage, though" he said.

Hiccup knew what he was talking about. If Snotlout let his rage control him, then he would most definitely make mistakes. However with that rage, his strength would be significantly more than without it. "So we're going to train with actual swords that could stab flesh and cut bones?" Hiccup asked, performing a few wrist movements with the sword in hand. He didn't like the idea of being stabbed or mutilated before his actual fight.

"It's the only way to prepare you, Hiccup. Plus I'll be going through other fighting techniques in case the worst happens so that you can survive the match" Ripper said, getting into a battle stance. Hiccup copied his movements, getting into his own battle stance and taking a few deep breaths to focus. In the next four seconds all that could be heard from the cove was the sound of pure Gronckle Iron clashing against each other.

_000_

"So how does it feel?" Astrid asked as she and Heather through the streets of the village. She had heard the commotion of people rushing to the docks and when she went to one of the cliffs that overlooked them with her mother, she saw a Whispering Death landing with two people getting off of it. She only knew two other people outside of Berk who rode a Whispering Death ... or a dragon at that. She asked her mother if she could go down and say hello. She even then noticed the effect the restrictions that were forced on her. It was making her sound like a little girl again ... when she was twenty and technically controlled her own life.

Of course her mother agreed and went down with her, again obeying the terms of the sentence. It also gave her a chance to be introduced to the heirs of Sharkslane whom she never met before ... except for Ripper. Heather and Ripper had to attend to a small meeting at the Great Hall to discuss a few issues, but she thought that wasn't the case.

Ripper and Heather showing up two days after the trial? She knew Hiccup stepped up the schedule for training, and with Ripper as his mentor, there was no way he could lose this fight. In the meantime, she found it worthwhile to spend time with Heather and build up their growing friendship.

"My pregnancy is really starting to take effect" she said, laying her hand unconsciously on her stomach as they walked. Ingrid trailed behind them by a few steps, within earshot of their conversation. "I'm beginning to get these famous 'mood swings'. I really feel bad because I take out most of my anger on Ripper when he's trying to help. It makes me sound and feel like a selfish brat."

"Welcome to pregnancy Mrs. Bonemould" Ingrid said as she closed the distance between them. "You will be going through some wave swirling mood swings, odd cravings, a greater need to go to the outhouse and let's not forget the weight you'll have to carry around" she spoke.

"Well ... I wasn't scared before. Can't say much about that now" Heather said with a nervous laugh.

"You'll do fine, dear. The first pregnancy is always challenging, but if you and Ripper decide on more little feet, you'll know what to expect next time" Ingrid said in a motherly tone. Heather smiled in reply. She was really liking it here in Berk. The people seemed nice and respectful, they were all asking her on how she's doing, if she was alright and some of the women she met told her about giving birth to the baby. Granted she grew paler by the second the longer she heard about how painful and life-endangering it would be for her and the baby. Which is why Astrid had pulled her away from the Hall, after she and Ripper were properly introduced to the whole village.

Except for the small confrontation she had with a group of Vikings. She couldn't recall all of their names but she remembered the leader; a young man called Snorre. She could immediately tell that they weren't people to be messed with ... and that Ripper and Hiccup must have had some history with them. If Bladewing had the need to threaten them without Ripper's consent, then they were people that definitely needed to be avoided at all costs. They might want to get at back at Ripper by harming her, and with the announcement of the baby, that just doubled the people at harm.

Apart from the small scuffle, she was greeted with utmost enthusiasm and hospitality. When Stoick even announced that she was with child, with her consent of course, the crowd erupted into even more cheer. Ripper on the other hand ... Astrid see that, just as Hiccup, they were speculative at first about welcoming him since he was the second traitor of Berk ... or the second 'Dragon Rider', the Aid in Treason or Corruption; the names went on. But she could also tell that he was enjoying every moment of it. In the small time that she knew him before they left, he wasn't one to brag, but he did let his cocky side take over him on more than a few occasions. He simply stood, with his arms folded across his chest and a smug smile when Stoick introduced him as the future Chief of Sharkslane and father of the heir.

There was silence at first, but gradually, there was clapping, started by Astrid and her mother. Bladewing had been waiting outside the Hall the entire time. Even though Berk might be changing from a dragon war era to a peaceful one, most were still weary of them; and who wouldn't be weary of a Whispering Death, one of the most vicious and largest dragons out there.

He wanted to come inside and be with them; he'd been more protective of Heather ever since it was confirmed that she was with child. He knew before they confirmed it, but it was torture for him to wait outside and not protect his rider's mate. Toothless told him of the hurt and suffering Hiccup went through; when he had confided in him when he couldn't understand him. And because he knew Ripper didn't leave on good terms with this tribe either, he didn't know how they would treat Heather.

His answer was confirmed when both Ripper and Heather came out with the blonde girl he'd seen before tugging on Heather's arm, trying to get her away from the attention. However, he did see a threat when a group of four young Vikings confronted them; taunting and making remarks at his rider and Heather. Just as a friendly warning, he dangled one of them over his open mouth to make sure they don't try it again ... or what would happen if they did try and do something. He wasn't really going to eat them.

"My mother told me what to expect. It's just that it happens when I'm least expecting it" said Heather.

"I'm sure you'll be fine. So, as your personal guide, where on Berk would you like to see first?" asked Astrid.

"How about the place where you keep all your dragons? Hiccup mentioned, something called a Kill Ring, I believe."

"Not anymore. Some of us are starting to learn how to tame dragons there now. So, it's close to a kind of an Academy now" Astrid explained. "Hey, maybe we should get you your own dragon?" she suggested.

"Uh ... n-no. That wouldn't be necessary. I already have Bladewing" Heather said. Astrid immediately noticed the stutter and the hesitation in her voice.

"But Bladewing is technically Ripper's dragon, and I hate to point it out but he can't be there to protect you all the time, Heather. You'll need your own full time dragon" she explained.

"I know that ... it's just, I'm not completely sure of bonding with a new dragon. And how do you think Bladewing will react to it?" she asked.

"I'm sure he'll understand. Besides, since you have sufficient knowledge about dragons, you should be able to bond with any dragon, no problem at all" Astrid exclaimed as they entered the Ring. Fishlegs and the Twins were already waiting with their dragons, ready for the day's lesson.

"Alright guys, this is Heather - future Chieftess of Sharkslane and mother to the future heir. She'll be our student for a while" Astrid introduced her. Heather waved at them all in response, shooting a small smile.

"Welcome to Berk, Heather" Fishlegs greeted, walking up to them, followed by the twins.

"You're gonna love it here. We're the reason behind the villages' fun" Tuffnut proudly proclaimed.

"What kind of fun?" Heather asked out of true curiosity.

"Not exactly the villages' fun ... more like chaos and destruction. In fact, if the dragons are not attacking, meet Berk's number one source of destruction" Astrid gestured towards the twins.

"And don't you forget it!" Tuff yelled.

"So they keep things interesting?" asked Heather.

"That's a ... 'nice' word for it" answered Fishlegs. "Their 'fun' ranges from tipping yaks to breaking fences to setting fires to barns to sabotaging fishing nets and finally stealing items from the forge in the hopes of creating an explosion if mixed together."

"We haven't burned a barn down since two months ago" Ruff said, looking at her brother.

"Note to self, burn down another barn. Yep, we'll do that sometime this week" he said, giving his sister a high-five.

"All of a sudden, I'm glad our town is a bit boring" Heather stated with a laugh.

"Come on guys, let's help Heather find what kind of dragon she'd like" Astrid said. The others ran back to their dragons, determined to show off their best skills and reasons as to why she should choose one of them.

_000 (Three Hours Later)_

"Come on Hiccup, get up" Ripper gestured with his sword. He had landed a strong, round-house kick to Hiccup's stomach that sent him flying back six feet, landing with a back-breaking fall. His request was met with a groan of complaint. He watched Hiccup get off his back and support himself on his elbows and knees, taking deep breaths to recover from his exhaustion and the fall. "I'm barely giving it my all, Hiccup."

"Really?" he replied annoyance, getting back up, slowly. "Because ...(cough)... it seems that you've given me everything ...(cough)... you taught me over two years ago!" His stomach, arms, chest and back displayed bruises, a few cuts where Ripper grazed him with his sword and dirt mixed with the blood that bled from the wounds.

"Then you should know how to counter my attacks, Hiccup. Or should we move back to basics?" Ripper replied, loosening the grip he had on the hilt and resting his hand against his side.

"We should have started with basics!"

"If we did, then you wouldn't have had any time to get ready for the duel, which by your schedule should be in just under two weeks" replied Ripper. "I'm not taking it easy on you for a reason, you know? Snotlout will be coming at you much harder than I am right now. He wouldn't be letting you take a break. As a fighter, the moment you let your guard down, he'll notice ... and before you know it, your head will look like a splattered dragon egg" Ripper stated. His talk did get through to Hiccup as his eyes did widen a bit, before he shook his head to get rid of the image. "I am trying to give you a crash course for the next eleven to twelve days so that you can be ready to challenge Snotlout."

Hiccup managed to stand back up straight on his two feet. He was listening to every word Ripper was saying. "With my training course over the next twelve days, Snotlout shouldn't be able to _injure _you _severely_. Actually, he shouldn't be able to land a hit on you. But that's only if you stop bitching about the pain and man up; otherwise, in all honesty, you don't deserve Astrid."

Ripper was meant with a blank and unamused stare from Hiccup, to which he smiled in return. "Good. You didn't get mad at that and let your anger control you. At least we know you're immune to his taunts" he stated.

"Still ... that was really harsh, even for you" Hiccup shot back.

"No it wasn't. Now, get back in your left fighting stance" Ripper said, as he himself got in position. Hiccup took a deep breath in, bringing both his hands to hold the hilt. He closed his eyes while exhaling. He had to stay calm. He had to focus on his target. That was the first lesson Ripper taught him. He blocked out thoughts of what would happen if he fell, if he got grazed by the sword ... and the thought of if he lost. He opened his eyes and made eye contact with his sparring partner. Ripper bore a neutral face as well, not giving away any emotions. Hiccup twisted his right foot inwards. For the briefest of seconds, Ripper glanced at it, and that's when he charged. Hiccup brought his sword down hard, but Ripper blocked it easily.

That's when Hiccup noticed him moving his foot, trying to get behind his right ankle; the technique to disrupt his balance. He pushed away before Ripper's foot found its ground behind his ankle. He regained his battle stance just as Ripper launched his counter attack. He brought his sword from the right, aimed at his abdomen this time. Hiccup managed to parry it away but with a quick turn around, Ripper brought it from up this time. With a quick push of his feet, Hiccup jumped to his right, doing a roll on the ground just as he heard the familiar sound of metal meeting the hard earth. Hiccup took this brief opening and charged him, knowing it would take him at least two seconds to bring his sword back up into a fighting position.

But then Ripper swiped his foot along the ground, kicking up dust towards Hiccup's direction. He could feel the sting in his eyes as the dirt particles caused him to shut his eyes close and stop his charge. In instinct, he retreated a few steps back, rubbing his eyes vigorously to get rid of the dirt. Despite his temporary blindness, Hiccup heard his footsteps get closer, and by judging from the sound, he knew which direction as well.

Just as he opened his eyes, he saw a silver object coming right at him. In less than a second, he brought his sword up to block the attack, but was knocked back a bit by the force of the strike. Ripper, didn't let up. He moved towards him. His feet were quick and nimble along the ground, conducting what direction and stance would bare the most force in a strike; as well as what would be the most safe path to retreat if Hiccup made a counter-attack.

Ripper pulled back his sword for another strike. He brought the sword down but Hiccup managed to parry it away, before giving a swift punch to Ripper's right jaw. As expected, Ripper pulled back, holding his jaw. Due to the surprise attack, Ripper lowered his sword; attention on the pain in his jaw. This was his opening. Hiccup side-stepped away from a weak strike from Ripper and intended to bring the sword right to his neck. But he didn't anticipate Ripper to recover so quickly because right when he was about to stop at his neck, he ducked and did a ground swipe kick, knocking Hiccup off his feet completely, and landing with loud thud, stirring up some dirt.

When he opened his eyes, recovered from the few seconds daze, Hiccup saw the tip of a blade right in between his eyes and a smug Ripper looking down upon him.

"I thought I had you for a second there" he said, pushing the blade away from his face.

"The punch was a surprise. Wasn't expecting that, but it was good. You caught me by surprise ... and I thought for sure I had you when I kicked some dirt into your eyes" he said, extending his hand out to him, a gesture to help him get up, which Hiccup gladly accepted.

"That was such a cheap move" said Hiccup.

"And the punch wasn't? It's supposed to be sword to sword duel."

"But then again, it's not like Snotlout will follow that rule will he?"

"That's it. Now you're really getting it, Hiccup" Ripper said, a smile on his face. "I wanted to see how you would counter to a cheap move such as that. You didn't complain. You prepared the best way you could have; which was moving away and using your other senses in place for your temporary loss. Text book dueling. The punch was a nice touch. Caught me off guard" he said as he helped Hiccup to his feet.

"Well I learned from the best, didn't I?" he asked rhetorically. The rest of the evening consisted of Ripper filling Hiccup in on what he should expect in the next one and a half weeks for his training regiment. He was going to be given a quick and painful crash course into the art of dueling. They would meet up every single day in the Cove to work on battle techniques, fighting tactics, defense movements, and he said that he would prepare him for every worst possible case scenario - such as being weaponless while your opponent charges you with a sword or hammer; or if one of your hands, feet or body area is pinned by your opponent, and how to react if you receive a cut or slash during the fight. Ripper wasn't going to demonstrate it. That was just one of the few days where Hiccup would have to listen and take down notes to remember on how to react mentally to a serious injury in the middle of a battle.

"So, aren't you supposed to be back with your wife at the Great Hall for dinner?" asked Hiccup. The moon could just be seen over the trees, rising into the darkening sky. The two young men had been relaxing by the side of the pond for the past hour so, track of time lost a while ago.

"Yeah. That would be the right thing to do. But it wouldn't be any fun if you aren't there" he said, casting him a knowing glance.

"I know ... it's just that-"

"If Heather's there, then Astrid is bound to be there too, and it is against the terms of the sentence for you two to even lay eyes on each other; even for a few seconds" Ripper cut him off.

"So I'll be heading back to my comfy, little prison cell. Gotta get enough sleep for tomorrow's lesson right?" Hiccup attempted to say in a positive attitude, but Ripper wasn't having any of it. He laid his hand on Hiccup's back.

"Just keep up the work like you did today, and you should be good for the rest our training program. Just remember these key points - Analyze. Anticipate. Prepare. And most importantly; Never. Give. Up" he said, before getting up, collecting his belongings and climbing out of the Cove. Hiccup watched him climb out until he was out of sight and turned back to gaze upon the pond, watching the night's stars begin to reflect upon its surface.

_"How was training?"_ he heard Toothless ask as the dragon sat down beside him.

"Painful. Tiring. Left about ten or fifteen marks on me today, but ... it was a good starter" he replied, looking to his dragon.

_"So you believe that you have a shot of winning the duel?"_

"I don't believe I do, Toothless ... I _know _I do."


	33. Sviptimg
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_000 (12 Days Later)_

It was another chilly evening for the village of Berk. The villagers were going through their final chores of the day; bringing in the fishing nets with the haul that should last them another week, collecting all the wool from the sheep, and finally closing up the shops for a night of making merry, drinking and eating - in other words, a normal night for everyone on Berk. One main reason for the villages' carefree personality was that there hasn't been a dragon raid for the last three weeks to four weeks or so. Of course there were some who kept a watchful eye on the skies at night, and the patrols didn't decrease, but the Vikings couldn't help but be in high spirits.

They were in such a high spirit today that there were about fifty of them who had turned up at the Kill Ring to watch the younger generations perform exercises with their dragons. They never knew how dragons could be so docile and act like spoiled pets. They mostly had their eyes on Astrid and her Deadly Nadder as they seemed to be perfectly in sync with each other as they flew around the arena and performed target practice. Her mother and younger brothers even turned up that day to watch her.

She credited her new-found skills and relationship with her dragon to Hiccup one hundred percent; saying that if it wasn't for him, she wouldn't be the new Astrid she is today and that she's only happy to convey what he taught to her to the rest of her companions.

Heather had been with the group since she arrived on Berk. She did meet up with Hiccup a few times and had pleasant conversations with him; how he was handling his training and this 'new' Berk that was beginning to take shape. He told her he liked it. People didn't resent him completely now; that was definitely progress. He also told her of his little encounter with Addie, how she took a liking to Toothless immediately. Hiccup told her that he saw the future of Berk in Addie; and not just her, but Astrid's brothers and all the children of Berk.

Heather was glad she could see this side of Hiccup again. It brought back many memories of their time on Sharkslane before he left. He asked about her lessons at the Ring, whether she had found a dragon yet.

She told him that the riders weren't able to find her a new dragon. She did take a liking to the Deadly Nadder, but she didn't seem completely comfortable with it. Astrid told her that they would keep working on finding the right dragon for her, and she wouldn't stop until she did. However the dragon Heather appeared to have in mind didn't live on the island, and the riders weren't permitted to fly huge distances to search for new lands or other dragons. And Astrid couldn't ask Hiccup since she wasn't allowed to see him. She did ask Ripper if he could teach a few of their classes but as the future heir of Sharkslane Village, he, and Heather as well, was required to sit in at all the meetings of the Counsel.

So apart from training with Stormfly and her friends, she busied herself at home, helping her mother with chores and helping to train her brothers in combat - much to their dismay. She had no knowledge of what Hiccup was doing. She wondered if he even would be ready in time. It's not that she doubted him. Concerned, definitely. Snotlout didn't have many talents or traits. He could be compassionate but that was like asking a dragon to never fly again for the rest of its life - it just won't happen. But she admitted that he could fight ... _extremely _well. It was probably the only field he excelled in. She was never beaten by him, but she acknowledged his fighting skills. That's why she was worried for Hiccup.

And considering she knew how pissed Snotlout was at their relationship, he wouldn't even think about holding back.

"Astrid?" she was brought back from her thoughts when her mother called her. "Is everything alright?" She looked down to see that she had been cleaning the fish and preparing them to be salted. "You've been staring at those fish for the last five minutes now" she said.

"I'm fine, mama. I've just had a lot on my mind" she said before resuming her task. Her mother looked at her, a disbelieving look in her eye.

"Do you know something that I should know?" she asked. She looked to her mother and noticed she was giving her the look.

"No mama, there's nothing wrong. My mind is just preoccupied at the moment" she gave an excuse.

"Are you thinking about the dinner we have with the Jorgensons tonight?" Ingrid asked. Astrid sighed in realization. She knew she was forgetting something. Tonight's dinner was where the final planning and preparations for the wedding were to be discusse between the two families.

"I have no choice but to come, right?" she asked.

"Well you are the bride, dear. You get to have a say in the preparations before the wedding" her mother tried to show her the bright side.

"Wonderful. I get to have a say in the plans for a wedding I didn't want" she retorted, an edge in her voice. Her mother sighed.

"Astrid, I know that this is the last thing you want and I understand that, but ... at least could you put on a brave face for the village? Most of them will be in the Hall tonight, eagerly waiting to hear the plans for the wedding" her mother spoke.

"Is the house nearly ready?" she asked. She was referring to the house that she and Snotlout would be living under for the rest of their lives.

"Just one more day left before it is suitable for living in" Ingrid answered. Her daughter sighed in reply as she wiped her hands with a cloth, signifying she was done cleaning the fish and retreated to the living room, taking a seat on, what could be called a sofa, and staring right into the flames of their hearth. Ingrid watched her daughter from the doorway, a sad expression adorning her face at seeing her only daughter so miserable at a time that is supposed to be filled with great joy. There was no way they could back out of the contract now; that would just bring more shame onto their family name, excluding the fact that they have already accepted the bride price from Spitelout.

"Did I ever tell you about how your father and I got married?" she broke the silence of the living room. Astrid shook her head in reply, not meeting her eyes.

"It was also an arranged marriage between our families.." she said as she sat down next to her daughter and cupped her cheek, turning her to face her while she spoke. "..Your father back then was a complete and utter snob, believe it or not" she said, and as she did, a smile grew on her face as she watched Astrid's eyes widen in shock and meet her gaze now. "He wasn't as arrogant or idiotic as Snotlout, but he was in the middle somewhere" she resumed her story. "He believed that all the girls in the village wanted him, and he was true to an extent. There was only one girl who didn't like him at all ... could you take a guess?" her mother asked.

"No way" Astrid muttered as she did not break eye contact. "You?"

Her mother nodded. "The reason for our marriage was that it would be combining two of the strongest clans ... back then, anyway. My father said we would be the most respected clan, after the Chief's clan of course. But unlike you, I hid my displeasure of the marriage. In fact, words could not describe how furious I was at my predicament. Out of all the single men, my father had to betroth me to your father. And thankfully, we shared the same feelings."

"But how did you two work it out?" Astrid asked, turning her body to face her mother now, completely engrossed in the story.

"Easy ... you" she answered as she held her daughter's hand in her own. "You were consummated on our wedding night; my parents made sure I was going through my period at the time of the wedding, to make sure the possibility of a child was high. And nine months later, you were born. When they let your father in to see you, I was so worried ... I didn't know if he wanted a son like most Viking men at the time ... But when I showed him to you, he held his finger out to you and you grasped it. I saw the look on his face, filled with utter and complete joy at seeing you. That's when he looked at me and said these exact words, 'I've always wanted a daughter' and when he kissed my lips that time, there was no lack of passion. The kiss was soft, but I can tell you it held all the passion in the world. You, my daughter, brought your father and I together ... truly" she finished.

Ingrid watched her daughter's face, knowing that a countless number of gears were turning in her head. Astrid glanced back to the fire. She was beyond surprised. She never knew her parents detested each other before, but for them to have worked it out because of _her_? "I'm not saying the same thing will happen with you and Snotlout ... what I'm saying is that you two will come to a compromise, eventually, and most likely on your terms."

"You're damn right about the last part, mama" she said and both Hofferson women laughed.

Astrid looked back to the fire after her little laugh, as did her mother. "Thank you, mama" she said softly. "I needed that talk. And ... I won't go through this marriage because it's my obligation. I'll go through it for you and papa" she said, turning to face her mother, who she could have sworn, had a tear in her eye. Before she knew it her mother's arms were wrapped around her, bringing her in close, nearly squeezing the life out of her. But she didn't mind it, and wrapped her arms around her mother.

"I'm so sorry for putting you into this position" Ingrid said softly. "If I was given the chance to go back, I would keep refusing any suitors' offers until the right man came along."

_'The right man has come. I just hope he acts soon' _Astrid thought as her and her mother were enveloped in comfortable silence in their living room. After a few more minutes, both women released each other. "Shall I help you get ready for tonight?" her mother asked, as she got up.

"Yes mama" Astrid replied as she and her mother walked upstairs to prepare for a ... rather eventful night.

_000_

"Remember Snotlout, you have to be on your best behaviour tonight" Spitelout said as his wife adjusted his robe behind him.

"I'm not a child, dad" his son groaned from his chair in the living room. "But since this is _my _wedding, I can give my input on what should and shouldn't be there, what I want and don't want ... and Astrid can give her opinion as well."

"And what if she disagrees with you? What will you do?" his mother asked.

"Anything to please the bride, right?" he asked with a sheepish grin.

"But you can also disagree with her. That's where compromise comes in" he father explained.

"But are you going to do about Hiccup?" he asked his father.

"You remember the punishment; he's not allowed to lay sight on Astrid during his whole stay here in Berk" he said while Magnhild fixed his hair a bit. Snotlout was also nicely dressed for the night, black woolen pants with a white tunic and a black robe on his shoulders. He would also be wearing a special belt that the family held dear, with his hammer secured to it.

"But as you know he was never one to listen" Snotlout countered.

"He has listened so far, and with Snorre and his gang keeping an eye on him, I'll know if he's planning something. Told you having those idiots with was good for something" Spitelout remarked. He was the one who suggested Snotlout befriend them as they would make useful bodyguards and soldiers for his son.

"I don't know dad. They didn't seem to be on task completely."

"That's because they split the work between them, so only one of them would spy on Hiccup at a time. With that strategy, they wouldn't get caught."

"Then what did you think of Ripper's arrival so soon after the trial? Doesn't that raise suspicion?"

"I was wondering when you were going to ask me that" Spitelout said as he turned around, satisfied with the way he looked. "I did find it suspicious, but with Ripper sitting in at all the meetings with Heather and having a few eyes tail him to his house, he's clearly here on business. And if I'm not mistaken, didn't you tell me that Hiccup broke his connection with Ripper for a whole year?"

"Yeah ... but I still think something's wrong" Snotlout muttered.

"Relax son. Just two more days before the official celebrations begin and three days until your wedding" he smacked his son's back in joy. It was one of the few times Snotlout saw his father bare a smile ... a true one at that.

"Now come on" he said as he extended his arm for Magnhild to take and both waited at the door for their son. Snotlout bore a smile himself as he followed his parents out to the Great Hall, where his future wife and her parents were surely waiting.

_000_

_"Don't you think you should tell your father about this?" _Toothless asked. He and Hiccup were in the forest, back in their cove. He was watching Hiccup prepare himself for the confrontation in the Great Hall. He unsheathed his new sword, something he had been working on in the forge after his lessons with Ripper in the cove. He wanted it to be a secret until the fight; something to show Snotlout that he was to be feared, that he wasn't the old Hiccup that his cousin remembered. _"Better question, are you sure that sword is ready to use?"_

"I'm sure of it, Toothless. It will work ... and I will win that fight" he said, sheathing his sword into its scabbard. "Besides, this would take my dad by surprise which would be playing to our advantage."

_"It's not that I don't doubt you. I'm just making sure you're doing this for the right reason."_

Hiccup stopped what he was doing and gave his friend an incredulous stare. "Toothless ... I'm fighting to get Astrid out of that marriage! Something that she never wanted from the beginning!" he said, turning back to his preparations.

_"I know that. But it seems to me that you're letting your past anger begin to take control of you now. That's not the Hiccup I know"_

"I'm not" he replied. "It's just that, this is my chance to make a statement to the rest of the village." He placed his sword at his belt and tightened a few of the straps on his arms. "I know that that seems to contradict everything I've told you over the last few years, but if I win, I'll be recognized among the whole village. Maybe they'll start listening to me about the dragon problems - and if they do, that would open a whole new world. The world I imagined where Vikings and dragons live in peace" he lectured, looking up to the, now, night sky. He had been imagining that world ever since incorporated a few dragons into the livelihoods of the villagers of Sharkslane. This was his chance to do the same for Berk.

"If I win, a new age of coexistence begins, Toothless" he said, looking back to his reptilian friend, a smile of hope on his face.

_"Well then, what are you waiting for? The age of coexistence isn't going to start itself, you know?"_

"But like always, I'll need you by my side for support" he mentioned as he began to make his way to the path that led up and out of the Cove.

_"It wouldn't be the same without me, would it?"_ And the two close friends, or brothers for a better term, made their way to the Great Hall, their heads held high, their minds set on a single goal, and the look of a bright future in their eyes.

_000_

"I don't know, Snotlout. Are you sure you'd want them to come?" his father asked. The Jorgenson and Hofferson families were sitting at one of the main tables in the Great Hall discussing plans for the wedding that would bind their two clans together. The Chief was also present at the discussion since it did concern the wedding of the future Chief of Berk. And every Chief, or heir for that matter, had to have the biggest, most successful wedding in their village.

"I'm sure dad. I mean they did take well to me when they arrived" he replied. He was referring to a noble family of Moon Crescent Island. The tribe that resided there were incredibly wealthy and had close ties to the Chiefdom since their son was engaged to their Chief's daughter.

"What do you think Astrid?" Ingrid asked.

"Sure, they can come. But _you _have to make sure that his entourage don't try and screw around like they did last time" she warned. Even though Bjarke was relatively a nice guy, his friends believed they could do almost anything without receiving any consequences.

"Of course. Absolutely! Uh... What about the food for the wedding?"

"Well.." Arnbjorn couldn't finish his sentence because all ears turned their attention to commotion that seemed to be happening just outside the doors of the Great Hall.

"What the heck is going on there?" Snotlout asked as he stood up, prepared to go out there and investigate for himself. He didn't get the chance to when Snorre came flying through the door and onto the ground a few meters from the doors. That had caught everyone's attention as the music and chatter that had filled the Hall gave way to utter silence.

Astrid nearly jumped from her seat. Standard shield-maiden training had her prepare to be ready for a fight in any scenario. She stayed seated as she caught a glimpse of black and brown leather, topped with a auburn mop of hair walk through the doors after Snorre. And for the second time in five years, Astrid saw the look of determination on Hiccup's face. For a brief second her memory took her back to the night where she betrayed him, when she asked if he was serious about protecting Toothless.

"What is the meaning of this!?" Spitelout yelled as he got to his feet. She looked around and saw Snotlout was still glued to the floor where he stood up. That's when murmurs among the crowd began to echo through the Hall. How could she forget? She remembered that this must be the first time in twelve days that the rest of the villagers are seeing Hiccup in the Hall.

When she looked to her Chief's face, to see if he had any idea what was about to happen, she was met with the same face that Spitelout and Snotlout and her whole family had; one of shock and surprise. Both Ripper and Heather, who were seated with the rest of the gang, had their eyes on what was happening; and she could have sworn that Ripper had gleam in his eyes and a knowing smirk. That's when it her - could this be where-?

"Snotlout!" Hiccup's voice ran strong and loud in the Hall. He unsheathed a sword that she forgot had been in a scabbard attached to his belt, and aimed it right at Snotlout's chest. "I challenge you to a _svipting_" that last word erupted a horde of gasps and shouts in the Hall. "For Astrid Hofferson's hand!" he finished. That's when all eyes turned to Astrid, who was staring slack-jawed at Hiccup, as was her whole family.

"You can't be serious" Snotlout muttered. "I'd crush you in a second. You're not even worth my time to fight" he boasted. Astrid saw Spitelout nod in agreement out of the corner of her eye. It was clear as day to him that this was something Hiccup had been planning; he just didn't know what or when he would carry it out.

"If you're so sure, why not face me? Scared I'd beat you in front of the whole village?" Hiccup taunted.

"As if! Besides, the only reason you're challenging me is just to try and impress her" he pointed at Astrid. "And even though you're tempting me to humiliate you in front everyone like old times, I'm afraid I'll have to decline this time" he replied with a smirk, folding his arms over his chest. However, it began to go away when he saw Hiccup shoot him a smirk.

"Snotlout ... Don't the rest of the villagers know why you called a trial twelve days ago, regarding me and Astrid?"

"What trial?"

"What is he talking about?"

"Since when was there a trial?" and soon questions ran loud in the Hall. Everyone turned their attention to Snotlout and his father, whose facial expressions had somewhat stiffened, braced for the barrage of questions. Astrid realized that this was all part of his plan, evem though it might put her in the spotlight, but it would raise questions about Snotlout as well.

Snotlout had visibly tensed. His body language conveyed that this was one situation that he didn't want to be at the centre of attention of. "A Chief would never keep secrets from his people, especially of the one on this scale" Hiccup continued. He made contact with her eyes. She saw that he sent a small apology through them, asking for forgiveness for putting in the spotlight. But she had been put in the spotlight the moment her engagement was announced to the village. What would a secret affair do to that? It could possibly tarnish her name, she would be looked down upon by the village for, in their minds, sleeping with a branded traitor and outcast.

But at the same time, there was the boy she had secretly held feelings for; the same boy who had grown into a man. And she failed to see him mature, failed to witness the many accomplishments that he had achieved with his vision. This was her chance to stand up for him, an act that she had failed to do five years ago.

Ignoring the angry and confused shouts the villagers were throwing at Hiccup, who was scanning the room, she rose to her feet and made her way to him. Arnbjorn made an attempt to stop her, but stopped when he felt a gentle pressure on his forearm. He looked to see his wife shooting him a small smile.

"They got theselves into this mess, but they're old enough to get themselves out of it" her voice was soft compared to the yelling of the Hall, but he heard her voice. He looked to his daughter making her towards the banished heir. He might be bombarded with questions later tonight, but it would be well worth it as the price for seeing his daughter smile naturally again in public.

Hiccup caught the sight of her making his way towards him but before he could register her actions, he felt the warm feel of her pink lips on his and soon felt the pressure of her arms wrapping around his neck. And he didn't care about the gasps and shock noises the crowd made, as he became wrapped up in the kiss as well, letting his arms encircle her waist and deepen the kiss.

"I'd never thought you'd be so glad to see me" he muttered against her lips as they pulled apart.

"Well, I haven't had the chance to see, speak or kiss you for the past two weeks. It takes its toll on a girl" she replied softly.

"A-Astrid!" Snotlout yelled, completely speechless that she kissed him right in front of the whole village. At the same time, his only leverage against her had disappeared. Now that the secret was out about their affair and the trial Hiccup mentioned, there was no hope of recovery from that.

"It's time everyone knew the truth Snotlout" she replied, turning to face him while Hiccup kept and arm around her shoulder.

"Does this mean the wedding's off?"

"She was in an affair all this time?"

"What is the Chief going to do about this?" Everyone turned their eyes on said man. Stoick had his eyes placed on the three young Vikings at the centre of attention.

"Before you start, dad ... I want you to know that I have to do this. It's my chance to show you, show the whole village, that I've changed. That I'm not the same Hiccup I was when I left. And it's not like I'm breaking any laws either. I'm excising my right to challenge him. And if he's every bit a Viking as he claims to be, then I'm sure he won't mind accepting my challenge."

"The thing is Hiccup, I can't accept your challenge even if I wanted to. You're a banished traitor of Berk, so I can't accept it" Snotlout pulled the last trick he had up his sleeve.

"Unless ... The Chief allows it this _one _time" Stoick said, attempting to keep a smile from reaching his lips.

"I should have known!" Spitelout yelled, grabbing the attention of everyone. "You were planning for this! You were conspiring with him this whole time!" he accused.

"My father had no knowledge of my plans. I managed to keep my plans a secret from them while I've been preparing" Hiccup defended his dad.

"Besides Spitelout, are you not confident in Snotlout's fighting capabilitie?" he asked. "He is the second best fighter of the next generation. And what would be better than a victory over the banished heir?" Stoick tried to persuade. Even though he was talking to Spitelout, his comments were directed at Snotlout.

"What's it gonna be Snotlout? Are you going to accept my challenge? Or are you going to take the coward's way out and reject it?" asked Hiccup.

Both Hiccup and Astrid saw the death glare Snotlout was shooting at him. They wanted to have him backed up in a corner, where there was no way out. They would gladly accept the consequences and accusations that they'd be bombarded with before the fight, but at the same, he'd be damaging something very dear to his cousin - his ego.

"Fine. I accept your challenge. We will fight tomorrow at noon. If that's alright with you?" He tried to surprise Hiccup by having it soon.

"Tomorrow it is then" Hiccup replied. The crowd's screams echoed through the Hall. Stoick did his best to calm the crowd, as was Gobber, but during the attempts, Hiccup and Snotlout never broke their gaze. The two of them were busy sizing each other.

This would be a fight that would be sung in the tales to come - poetry for the victor ... humiliation for the loser.


	34. I'm Home

**A/N: Hey guys, I would like to wish you all a VERY HAPPY NEW YEAR! I hope you all had wonderful times with your families and friends and here's to an Awesome New Year. I will not be going anywhere and just to prove it, here's the chapter that you guys have been waiting for in like ... forever. Hope you love it. **

"Place your bets! Come on everyone, place your bets right here!" Snorre yelled at the entrance of the Great Hall. It was a warm mid-morning on Berk today; perfect weather for a duel. "Watch the Heir of Berk battle the Traitorous Outcast for the hand of Astrid Hofferson!"

And people were rushing to the tables that were manned by the rest of his group. Most of the bets were placed on Snotlout, since no one knew of Hiccup's fighting capabilities and they all knew that Snotlout was the second best fighter and the winner of the Thawfest Games, until last year when Astrid had taken the title from him.

"I can't believe that idiot challenged Snotlout to a duel" said Magnus as he collected a few chickens.

"I know, right? There's no way that scrawny fish-bone could beat someone like Snotlout" Knut said.

"The same fish-bone who kicked Snorre through the doors of the Great Hall?" someone called out, shushing all of the voices that were shouting to get their bets in. Everyone turned their heads to see Ruffnut, Tuffnut, Fishlegs and Astrid walking up to them. Snorre immediately knew that it was Ruffnut who spoke up. He'd recognize that voice anywhere.

"He had his dragon tail-swipe me!" he defended himself.

"Stop with the lies, Snorre. You were always horrible at that" Astrid spoke up, folding her arms over her chest and staring at him with a serious expression. "Hiccup's changed a lot. It would cost Snotlout the match if he underestimated him."

"And Hiccup should know how pissed Snotlout is once he saw that his girl had publicly kissed a traitor" Magnus smirked. "He destroyed all of his battle dummies; cut them up, bashed them in and ripped them apart. If I were Hiccup, I'd turn tail and run for the hills ... or in his case, skies" they all laughed with him.

She couldn't, as well as her friends, help the annoyance creeping up on their faces. Was this what Hiccup and a few other unfortunate youths of their time had to endure? Just because they were viewed upon as weak? Astrid knew the only reason she put a hundred and ten percent in training was because she wanted to live up to her family's name, especially when her Uncle Finn was killed by the Flightmare. But in the process of training herself to be the best Shield-Maiden of Berk, she began to, unknowingly, immerse herself in the stereotypical Viking social ladder. She began to view upon the usefulness of people; and Hiccup was right at the bottom. If she could go back in time and have a talk with herself about the heir, she would do it in a heartbeat. Because she was not about to let the new Hiccup, the young man she fell in love with back in his mountain house, be ridiculed by his former tormentors.

"Listen here you dragon-..."

"I'm up for that" she was cut short by that nasally, one of a kind voice. She turned and saw Hiccup reaching into one of his pockets and handing Snorre a small leather bag with the sounds of a small objects hitting each other. "That can go to Snotlout if I lose this match" he smiled. Snorre gazed questioningly at him as he undid the strings keeping the bag closed. Words failed to exit his mouth when he emptied the bag's contents into the palm of his hand. Ten decent sized _gems _of a deep ocean blue, emerald green and sapphire red had the sun's rays dancing across their surfaces, basking themselves in the attention they've just brought upon themselves.

Everyone was at a loss for words, only staring at the gems that were in Snorre's open hand.

"Where did you get these?" Knut broke the silence, eyes still fixed on the gems.

"I was exploring a cave system up in the mountains where I lived. I stumbled across a small deposit of gems and mined a few" he said with a shrug of his shoulders.

"Hiccup, no!" Astrid yelled as she reached to grab the gems out of Snorre's hands. She couldn't begin to fathom why Hiccup would bet _those _of all items on the match. Hiccup, however, grabbed her arm and pulled her back.

"You have no faith in me, M'Lady?" he asked. She recognized his tone was that of mock hurt, and when she made eye contact with him, he was wearing a questioning smile. She honestly didn't know how to respond to that question. Was he really treating this duel like a common squabble between friends? Because if he was, the situation was far from it.

"Are you sure about this bet? I mean ... you could literally buy five houses worthy for the Chief with those" she said out of concern. She's seen a few gems and sapphires in her day ... but the ones Hiccup gave topped them all. She didn't know much about what made gems more valuable than other gems, but just from the way they looked, they had to be the most valuable kind.

"Have faith in me" he said with a wink and a quick kiss on her cheek. "I trust those will be given to Snotlout if he wins, right?" he directed the question at Snorre who was still drooling at the sight of those gems.

"Yeah, sure" he replied without taking his eyes off the gems.

"Would M'Lady like to accompany me to the Arena?" he asked, extending his arm. Astrid, Fishlegs and the Twins were still flabbergasted at how lightly Hiccup was taking this day. He was not at all the Hiccup they remembered five years ago. And it definitely impressed Astrid, who had finally wrapped her hand around his elbow and the two began the walk down the steps and to the Arena.

"Why are you so worried?" he asked.

"Why am _I _so worried!? Why are _you _not worried!?" she shot back. "I know you've been training hard for the last two weeks with Ripper, but Snotlout has been training all his life; training which was spearheaded by his father. And you know how Vikings encourage using anger in battle as it increases your ferocity and makes you stronger ... and Snotlout is beyond pissed right now."

"I know how mad he is" Hiccup replied calmly. The two were now making their way through the village market. Most of the stalls were closed due to the upcoming fight. However, a few essential stalls were open so that people could buy the groceries and items they needed for the day, before closing up and heading to the Arena themselves. Fishlegs and the Twins trailed behind them by a small distance, giving the two their privacy.

"Then why are you so calm about this?"

"I'm not" he replied. When he saw the questioning look on her face, he continued. "To tell you the truth, I'm terrified. This is just a coping mechanism ... acting calm But deep down I'm sweating like a sheep during shearing season" he chuckled. In some small way, it did bring relief to her that he was concerned about the fight, otherwise he wouldn't have been the duel seriously.

"I've always put up other facades. It was always a coping mechanism when people here would belittle me. I guess it's just something that stuck" he confessed. She knew what he was talking about. She remembered how he would make a sarcastic comeback to anyone who bullied him, teased him and downright ignored him. And she could see the longing in his eyes to be included by people back then. Sarcasm was just his way of coping with how they treated him.

"Well ... does it make you feel better that I have the utmost confidence in you for this fight?" she asked, smiling as he turned to look at her.

"It doesn't seem that the rest of the village does" he gestured to the people they were passing, overhearing their conversations on sizing up the two fighters.

"Because they haven't seen you fight. You've come a long way, Hiccup. More than I could ever have dreamed of. And you've done it all on your own" she smiled.

"Well, if it wasn't for Ripper and Treeroot back in Sharkslane..." he left off.

"My point is ... yes your bet caught me off guard, but I'm also confident in your fighting capabilities. Snotlout will be a tough opponent, but I know you'll come out on top" she said as the Arena came in sight. Hiccup could only smile at her words. He was thankful that he had an undying supporter in her. And now, he began wondering how he could live without her.

"I'm beginning to wonder what I did to... Oof!" he was cut short when he bumped into someone in their path. "I'm terribly sorry... I"

"Cutthroat?" he heard Astrid say. That's when he gazed upon the man he bumped into. He was the same height, slightly more built than he was and for some reason, had an uncanny glint in his eyes that he could have sworn he's seen somewhere before.

"Astrid?" he replied, a smile forming across his face. "How long has it been?" he exclaimed.

"What are you doing here on Berk? And all of a sudden?" she just realized. Hiccup immediately noticed the drop in her tone. Clearly she knew the man, but it seemed she had some doubts about him. And if Astrid had doubts about someone, there was good reason he should too. When he noted the looks of Fishlegs and the Twins, they also seemed on edge, just a bit though.

"I was just on my way to a trading post of my village when I decided I should drop by and visit Berk" he said.

"Is it just you?"

"No. I have four other men on our small ship. They've decided to stay on deck since we've been travelling for a while and are dead tired. By the way, is there a fight that's about to happen?" he asked, gesturing to the Arena they approaching.

"Yes. I'm fighting Snotlout Jorgenson" Hiccup spoke up.

"The heir of Berk? What did he do to you?" he chuckled.

"You're looking at the true heir of Berk, Cutthroat" Astrid spoke up.

"He was banished for siding with the dragons five years ago" Fishlegs added.

"And the prodigal son returned about one and a half months ago" Ruffnut said.

"You guys are making this sound like a tale of legend" Cutthroat chuckled.

"Well ... he deserves it to a certain extent" Astrid said, with a slight sparkle in her eyes when she looked at Hiccup who shifted shyly under her gaze, bringing his right arm to rub the back of his neck. Cutthroat, however, was examining closely; they were close to each other, just an inch apart from each other, the way they made eye contact, and he certainly didn't forget when the two were in the prison alone. "Now if you'll excuse us, Hiccup has a fight to prepare for" Astrid replied, snaking arm around his arm and pulling towards the Arena past Cutthroat, followed by the rest of their friends. As he was left behind, he turned to watch them walk to the Arena where the last few residents of Berk were making their way to, and he couldn't help but smile as he watched Hiccup walk to his fight.

"I hope he has his balance down, cause he'll really need it."

"Was there something between the two of you?" Hiccup asked when they were sure he was out of ear-shot.

"Him? He's someone I met about two years ago. He had come here on some business and stayed for about a month" she explained.

"They were dating for that month" Ruff mentioned.

"Ruffnut!" she shrieked, sending her friend death glares but was only meant with a satisfied smirk.

"Dating huh?" Hiccup asked with a raised brow. He wasn't sure if Ruff was lying or not.

"_Not _dating. I think that's what _he _thought, but I was not into him. I was only impressed by his combat skills ... _not _anything else" she assured him, but he still held his gaze. "I'm serious!" she pushed on.

"Okay, I believe you now" he said as he bumped shoulders with her.

"It just seemed to us that they were dating, since we always saw them together coming back from the forest" Tuff added in.

"If you two don't shut up in the next minute there will be two less people in Berk's population" she threatened, effectively shutting them up. "Besides, he always invited me to come along with him for combat practice, and who am I to turn that down? And if he did try anything, he would've regretted it in a heartbeat. Besides, he's not my type" she smiled when she said the last part.

"Yeah, you're type is the traitorous kind" Tuff whispered, loud enough for everyone to hear but only resulted in laughter from Hiccup.

"And to think ... all it took was running away for five years" he laughed, swinging his arm around her shoulders and bringing her in close.

When they reached the path that led down to the Arena, the stands above them were nearly filled to the brim. The last few batches of villagers were making their way to their seats. The young adults saw the Chief and Spitelout with the Elders at the Chief's personal sitting area, all awaiting for the fight of the year. Astrid's parents were even with them, her father and Stoick in discussion away from the prying ears of Spitelout.

"Looks like they're talking about a marriage contract" Ruff joked, nudging Astrid's shoulder. She gave no reply other than an annoyed grin.

"We're gonna take our seats. I bet they have some reserved for us near the Chief" Ruff said as she, her brother and Fishlegs said their goodbyes and bid Hiccup best of luck before heading to look for the few seats that had to be remaining. "Good luck!" they all yelled in unison as they disappeared into the crowd and left Astrid and Hiccup alone.

"So, I guess this is it..." he his head a bit as he stared at the open gate that was waiting for him to pass through. Once he had, there was no turning back.

"I know you'll win, Hiccup" Astrid said softly and reached up to plant a soft kiss on his cheek.

"No kiss on the lips?" Hiccup pouted, earning a laugh from her. "I'm about to walk in there and fight for your hand and all I get is a..." he was silenced when Astrid brought him in for a tight hug, but she brought her lips to his ear and whispered,

"If you win, which I know you will, you will get _all of me_..." she muttered the last part seductively and blew a small amount of air beside his ear, which he definitely felt. His eyes raised in alarm and he stood still, beaten for words. She pulled away and looked at him mischievously, that sparkle back in her eyes. "Now go on" she said, folding her arms above her chest and gesturing to the open gate waiting for him. Hiccup looked behind him and back at her, before nodding slowly and turning around. With a quick shake of his head to regain his senses, he marched in while Astrid went to join her friends and watch the fight unfold.

Snotlout was already waiting at the other end of the Arena. He had been watching Hiccup and Astrid's final conversation. He had never felt so much anger towards his cousin in his whole life other than that one moment, coupled with the kiss Astrid had stolen in front of the entire village in the Great Hall the previous night. It burned him to the core that Hiccup had the one thing he was striving _his _whole life for. But he would make him pay in this fight. He would humiliate him just like he did when they were kids and young teens. He would show Astrid the true weakling his cousin was and always had been ... and he would do it in front of the whole village.

Berk had dubbed this fight the "Battle of Heirs". People had begun forming tales on how this fight would occur and were trying to come up with interesting starts. One was disgraced and banished for choosing to side with the Vikings' eternal enemy. The other was the heir's shadow, coming into the light when the original had fled on top of his dragon to Thor knows where. He took up the helm of the Chieftain and provided hope for the village ... depending on how one looked at hope when it came to him. But those aside, this would be a fight to remember since it not only determined Astrid's hand in marriage, but also the fate of Berk and the war against the dragons.

The horn blew loud, silencing everyone as the two opponents took their places at opposite ends of the centre of the Arena. Stoick stood up from his chair to address the crowd, "People of Berk ... we are gathered here today to witness the duel for a woman's hand in marriage" he began. "The challenger, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III!" he yelled, getting cheers, but predominantly boo's from the crowd. Hiccup looked around, hoping to see Astrid. And soon his eyes found her. She was seated with her friends and her family near his dad. She was smiling at him, silently giving him a thumbs up and all her support. That was all he needed.

"And your future Chief, Snotlout Jorgenson!" Everyone cheered his name and he basked in it, flexing his muscles and attempting to shoot them fierce glances. "This fight will be over as soon as one opponent yields or ... dies" he said the last part hesitantly. This was incredibly tough on Stoick. Yes he wanted to help Hiccup, but this was possibly the worst way to do it even though he agreed with it. Hiccup seemed so sure of it that he believed he trusted him. But it still didn't bode well that death for his only son could be a possible outcome. "The duel will consist of a weapon only, the fighters have their choice, of course." Snotlout already had his hammer at his belt, and he kept one hand above it, waiting for his uncle to give the word. Hiccup looked down to his sword that was sheathed in its scabbard. He really hoped that all time in the forge would have been worth it.

"Take your positions!" he yelled. Snotlout grabbed his handle and brought his hammer out, getting into a battle stance. Hiccup did the same, unsheathing his sword and getting into his own stance. At this moment, there was pin-drop silence in the whole of Berk. Everyone was waiting for the fight of the decade to happen.

"Fight!"

Snotlout broke right into a charge with a fearsome war cry.

'Typical' Hiccup thought as he stood in his place and allowed his cousin to get closer. Just as he was within striking distance, Hiccup rolled out of the way, to his left and regained his stance, preparing for another charge almost immediately. Just as expected, Snotlout ran at him again with his hammer raised high. The result was the same; Hiccup rolling out of the way as the hammer hit the hard surface, leaving large cracks.

"Stand still you coward!" he yelled as he prepared for another charge.

"And what good would that do?" Hiccup retorted, with what seemed to be a small smile on his face. The crowd were cheering them on, mostly for Snotlout as they had placed many, _many _bets on him to be the victor. The Chief, Elders, Spitelout, Hoffersons and the young adults were watching the fight closely from their position. Spitelout seemed to be making mental remarks about which attack Snotlout should use as he was mumbling it. And it seemed like it was working as Snotlout appeared to do all the correct attacks to Spitelout's liking. Stoick was also examining Hiccup's movements closely. This was the first time he was seeing his son in an _actual _fight, and impressed would be quite an understatement. He was astonished. He saw how Hiccup moved quickly, being light on his feet as he dodged Snotlout's attacks with ease and immediately prepared for another charge. It was also a hit in his chest as he found out from Ripper that Treeroot and he trained Hiccup, helping him hone his skills instead of forcing him to take on the training of a normal Viking. He was not a normal Viking, and Stoick saw that now. He was much more than that.

Astrid kept close eyes on him as well. The small brawl she had with him in his house over the Last Frontier Mountains did show the skills he had, but unlike now, he was full of rage while she was uncertain. Even Hiccup would admit that she would have been able to fight him under different circumstances then. Even though this duel carried the weight of the future of Berk, Hiccup seemed more calm than ever. Through the yells and cheers of the crowd, and the grunts and shouts from Snotlout, Hiccup didn't make a sound, eyes only examining Snotlout's movements. This Hiccup could protect himself. This Hiccup could protect her when the time came. This Hiccup could protect Berk.

Hiccup blocked an attack with his sword and gently parried it away, moving his body to the side while guiding the hammer's path away with his sword. And when he was beside Snotlout, he pushed him further down with his right hand and watched his cousin stumble over and turn to look back at him.

"What? You didn't want me dodging all your attacks did you?" he asked.

"Shut up!" Snotlout charge him again and this time Hiccup held his ground and brought his sword down, stopping his attack and they both were inches apart, their weapons grinding against each other as they faced off.

"What is with you?! What have I ever done to you!?" Hiccup yelled, catching him off guard. He then pulled back to a safe distance. "You've taken everything that I never had. What more do you want from me? To put me in my place?" he asked, trying to reason with cousin.

"You never deserved the title of Chief" his cousin remarked before he made another charge. "All you did was up and run away!"

"What did you expect me to do!? Come back with the risk of death at my home's door? At the hands of people who I thought was family?" Hiccup yelled while parrying away his strike and giving a swift punch to his cousin's face before pulling back. The crowd had gone silent when that happened and watched Snotlout hold his nose while he glanced back at Hiccup who had re-positioned himself.

"It's because of you all the pressure was on me!" Snotlout yelled. "I knew I had to take over from you which meant training, which meant no free time ... and that started only when I was six!"

Hiccup lowered his sword just a bit as he listened intently to his cousin. "Sure, you had your father pressuring you to change yourself, but come on ... look at you!" he gestured with his hand. "There was no way _that _could ever be Chief ... so it was all up to me. I liked the training, the idea that I'd get to become Chief but what I didn't expect is all the stress, especially with the though of becoming like you ... a failure" he said. Hiccup was finally beginning to see the bigger picture ... and possibly the source of hatred his cousin had towards him.

"So is that it? You had everything that was meant for me. And yet you continued to torment me ... because it was too much work for you? Because you were put under that pressure of becoming Chief? Well here's a news flash Snotlout, I couldn't give a fuck about your problems."

Snotlout stopped his charge as he, and the rest of the crowd, was surprised his sudden outburst. "You didn't have to live with the constant thought of being a failure. You think I didn't try and be the son my father wanted me to be? I tried so hard to be the son ... to be the _heir _the village wanted me to be. Heck, I even tried hoping it would get Astrid to notice me! But it always blew up in my face, making me look like a complete idiot, a failure, making me feel ... useless."

"Finding Toothless, learning the truth about dragons ... I tried to show all of you, but instead I was chased out. I realized a few days later I gave you guys the reason to banish me, and I know it must have been easy and peaceful for you when I was gone."

"Then why did you come back, huh? Just because Astrid was the one who asked you to come back? What if it was any other person?"

"Yes ... because it was Astrid I came, half of the reason, actually. After the lengths she had gone through to find me, taming a dragon on her own and risking that chance to find me, I saw that she was willing to change and if she was, then I believed that Berk was willing to as well. And if that means beating you in a fight in front of Berk, I guess that's just the way to go" Hiccup spoke and charged Snotlout as soon as he finished his sentence.

His strike sent Snotlout back a few steps, even though his brought his hammer up to block the strike. Before he could even counter Hiccup's attack, he was met with a right cross to the face and another strike to his hammer from the sword. The crowd were stunned. They had never seen Snotlout on the defense, apart from Astrid, but never anyone else. Never in a thousand life times did they think they would see Snotlout on the back leg against his cousin.

"Did you know he could fight like this?" Ruff asked, eyes never leaving Hiccup.

"No" Astrid replied softly. The way he moved, his body seemed to know it was doing on its own, and Hiccup's eyes never left his target. She felt this must be the final push, and she couldn't help but smile and stand up and start cheering him on, as did a few other villagers. He brought his sword down hard, knocking the hammer out of Snotlout's hands giving him a swift roundhouse kick to his chest, sending him flying a few feet to the hard ground. Spitelout and Stoick were beyond speechless. They could hardly believe their eyes when Snotlout was losing ground to Hiccup. It seemed like he every time he tried to attack, Hiccup saw it coming and blocked it, immediately following up with his own counter which was a punch or a kick to his cousin.

"Come on Snotlout!" his father yelled, but it was in vain.

Hiccup gave a swift kick to the stomach as he fell back down once more, his hammer out of reach and Hiccup advancing to him. It was at that moment that Snotlout realized how much he had messed up. Sure he had more fighting experience but Hiccup had height tied in with his fighting, he was about seven inches, if not more, taller than him. His height, agility, speed and the strength he had gained in the past years had given him a huge advantage.

Snotlout lay on the hard ground, scrapes on his arms, a few cuts from Hiccup's swords and a few bruises on his cheek. "This ends now, Snotlout" Hiccup spoke as he neared him. He couldn't help but push himself back as his cousin marched upon him, a look of anger that he had never seen on his face. This was not the cousin he remembered. This was someone different.

"Hiccup?" Astrid whispered as she saw him drop to one knee holding his head.

"What's wrong with him?" Fishlegs asked as he saw his friend drop his sword and held his head with both his hands, obviously in discomfort.

"What in the..." Hiccup looked to his hand and saw it was moving about, blurry and making him incredibly dizzy other than the pain shooting through his head. When he looked around he was stunned to see everything moving. The walls were blurry and the people above them; their voices were changing and they looked distorted. "What's happening?" he asked himself, closing his eyes and trying to regain his senses.

"Something's wrong with him" Astrid said, holding onto the railings at the top and staring with concern. "Chief, you have to stop the fight" she begged, turning to look at the man who was gazing down at his son with deep concern. "Chief!" she yelled, trying to get him say something.

"I can't" he replied softly. She couldn't help the look of terror cross her face. "There can be no interruption for a fight of this scale. We will have to wait until the final outcome" he said. She could see the terror in his eyes, the uncertainty of what can happen to him. But when she looked back to the fight, where Hiccup was still on the ground, clutching his head and looking around as if they were swarmed by demons, she hoped that Snotlout had some heart in him to halt the fight ... while she knew at the same time, there was little to no chance of that happening.

Snotlout watched his cousin struggle. He had one knee on the ground and seemed like he wasn't paying attention to his surroundings. This was his chance to make him pay. He stood up and marched towards his cousin, giving him a swift kick to the stomach, sending him toppling over and clutching it.

"He was down!"

"What the Hel was that!?"

Some people in the crowd began shouting their displeasure at Snotlout's actions. He was fighting an opponent who was incapable of fighting back at the moment. Astrid couldn't believe it. She grabbed the railing with both hands, intending to jump down there and put a stop to Snotlout's advances on a downed Hiccup. However, her father pulled her back by the shoulders, and as usual, he wasn't met with cooperation.

"Let me go! Something's wrong with him!" she struggled against her father's grip.

"We can't do anything Astrid. I know you want to help but it is forbidden to interfere with a svipting" he tried to calm her, but still didn't release her. She stopped her struggling, knowing it was futile. She could only watch helplessly as her father held her, his eyes also bearing concern for Hiccup's outcome.

Hiccup meanwhile managed to roll out of the way when Snotlout tried to kick him again, but the result was adding to the dizziness to the unknown effect he was under and losing his balance. He fell onto the ground with a large thud when he misplaced his feet as to him, the whole world was moving. "What's wrong Hiccup?" Snotlout taunted. "Giving up already?" he asked, before picking him up by the front of his leather armour and punching square in the face. The result was a cut on the lip and a sure bruise that would appear later. He then threw back on the ground a few feet in front of him.

Hiccup didn't feel so well. He felt like he was going to throw up soon as all he could see was the world moving around him, objects that weren't supposed to move were appearing distorted and blurry and were expanding and contracting in size. He couldn't find his balance either. With the ground continuing to be distorted below him, he wasn't sure if one step was larger than another. He didn't have time to assess that as this time, Snotlout ran right at him and headbutted him right in the centre of his stomach, sending him sprawling to the ground. That's when he managed to notice his sword; expanding and contracting, but still noticed it nonetheless. He decided he could only get one shot at this. He needed his weapon. With his field of vision jumping around every time he looked around, he no alternative. So he took the risk and bolted for his sword.

The crowd looked on as he swayed while running. He looked as if he were going to trip any moment. However, as they kept their eyes on Hiccup, they didn't see Snotlout reach his hammer and throw it with full force in Hiccup's direction.

"Agh!" a cry echoed in the ring as Hiccup felt a bone crunching pain shoot through his left leg, but couldn't figure out what happened before he cartwheeled onto the ground. Snotlout's hammer had hit his left leg and the force of the hit forced his legs upward and he had nearly scarped his face along the ground. The pain was unbearable. He was sure he leg had been fractured or even broken. But he couldn't give up. In a desperate attempt he began to crawl to his sword, that began to look more like his sword and not a distorted image.

At that exact moment, he made the mistake of not noting Snotlout's position, because when he was probably only a foot away from grasping his sword, his cousin's foot landed on his hand with bone breaking force. He screamed in agony as he gazed up and saw Snotlout standing over, with a look of anger and, somewhat pity, written over his face. Snotlout then looked down at his sword, well aware that that was what he was trying to reach. Hiccup watched him grab the hilt and lift it, before lifting him up and punching him in the face with the hilt sending him to the ground.

Astrid couldn't believe what Snotlout was doing. Has he always been this mad at Hiccup? Was he taking out all his anger on him right now? Or was he trying to send the message? Even though she knew Snotlout could be a bit of an arse, this was not the Snotlout she knew.

He knelt over Hiccup, holding his own sword that was pointed at his neck and kept a hand on his chest, making sure he didn't get up. "Like always, Hiccup, I come out on top" he said, panting hard. His face also scrapes, a cut lip and a bruise here and there. "Astrid will marry me. You will be present at the consummation, and will be banished for eternity from Berk. Do you understand?" he muttered. The crowd were silent, afraid that a single noise might ruin the drama and the suspense the fight had given them.

His sight was slowly coming back, but the world still seemed to move around him. However, it wasn't as worse as it was when it started. Hiccup could just make out Snotlout staring at him, waiting for a response. His leg was screaming, his chest felt like it was going to burst and he was pretty sure he had a fractured wrist, or sprained. He looked around him; some people were cheering him on, to fight till his last breath, others were chanting for Snotlout as the victor. He, however, didn't care for any of them. Not when he managed to find Astrid through his blurry vision.

"Come on, Hiccup! I know you can win!" he heard her scream. She believed in him. She had always believed in him. Even when he had lived on Berk and believed time after time that he had no purpose ... that he was useless and cursed to be so for the rest of his life ... she had believed in him, wishing him from afar to continue strong, not to give up ... believed that he had his role in this life. He had found it five years ago, and now here was his chance to show the world who he had become. He was not going down.

"Do you yield?" Snotlout asked aloud. The arena went silent, waiting for Hiccup's response. Everyone was shocked to hear him chuckling softly, but soon his chuckle turned into a full-blown laugh for a few seconds.

"Yield?" Hiccup asked, raising his head just a bit, bringing it just an inch away from Snotlout's face, looking him right in the eye. "A Dragon Rider doesn't know the meaning of the word" and for the first time in his life, he headbutted Snotlout ... incredibly hard, knocking Snotlout's helmet off in the process. He reeled back in surprise, bringing a hand to his forehead, dropping Hiccup's at the same time.

Hiccup rolled away, getting to one knee while he also held his forehead. "Turns out there is something in there after all" he muttered, laughing to himself as he looked to his cousin who was still recovering from the surprise attack. His vision was returning and his surroundings weren't moving anymore. He was back in it. He got to his feet, and stumbled to his sword, picking it up and staring at Snotlout.

"You're right, you know" he started. "Maybe I was useless back then ... by your standards, but I've changed. I'm no longer the same, weak little fishbone you and your friends pegged me for. I've grown up, I've traveled to lands you could only imagine and not once have I looked behind me, only looking forward. That's something that you lack, Snotlout, and I will show you..."

He pressed a hidden button on the hilt of his sword that released a slimy, clear liquid onto the whole blade. When the liquid was just at the tip of the sword, he scraped the tip on the ground, creating sparks which ignited the liquid and bathed the sword in a bright orange fire. Snotlout and the rest of Berk stared at a loss for words. A sword covered in flames that wasn't going out?

"What magic is this?" Spitelout muttered. This was far from what he had been expecting from the fight. The Twins were mesmerized by the fire as Hiccup did a few practice strikes to see if the flames would go out. Fishlegs looked dumbfounded. And Astrid ... her shocked state gave way to a small smile, filled with relief and utter joy at Hiccup.

At the same time, Hiccup's supporters got over their tense state and cheered as loud as they could. Now they had a fight on.

Snotlout on the other hand backed away as Hiccup approached him. He had never felt more terrified in his entire life but in that moment; the sight of his cousin with a calm expression walking towards him with that flaming sword of his. He made eye contact with him again, and only realized then ... Hiccup _had _changed. There was no use in trying to belittle him anymore; he had grown over that time period.

He aimed the sword's tip at Snotlout's chest; it was just one foot away. "Admit defeat" he said calmly. His cousin looked around, seeing the tension of the crowd's faces. If he refused, he would most undoubtedly receive serious injury, but if he admitted defeat... his reputation would be tarnished. But who better than to dent his ego and reputation other than the true heir of Berk?

"I yield" he said, loud enough for everyone in the stands to hear. There was dead silence for the first ten seconds before the whole arena erupted into cheers and shouts. The two were out of breath, taking deep lung fills of oxygen to make up for the energy spent. Hiccup turned to his father, the Elders and the families involved with this whole duel.

"Astrid Hofferson's marriage contract with the Jorgensons' is holds no bearings anymore. She should be free to choose anyone who she deems is worthy of her. And Berk will end this war with the dragons and look to a more peaceful future" he stated, not yelling it out. Stoick smiled at his son and stood up, "The Heir ... has come home!" he yelled, with which everyone erupted into shouts of joy; some more reluctant than others. Hiccup did a take of the whole arena, looking around, seeing the people cheer him for the first time, until his eyes landed on Astrid who was smiling proudly at him with what appeared to be tears in her eyes.

"I'm ... home" he muttered, before dropping to his knees and losing unconsciousness. The last thing he remembered was Astrid jumping down and running to him before he blacked out.
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Pain. That was what he was feeling right now. Excruciating pain coming from below his left knee. Apart from that, his wrist was also in agony but thankfully, his dizziness from the fight had completely subsided. At least, that's what he felt even though he had his eyes close and there was nothing for him to gaze upon. Apart from his questionable sight, he was fully aware of his other senses ... especially with the faint smell of honey, distinct white roses and a touch of cinnamon and the warmth of something that was holding his hand. Slowly, he began to open his eyes, ready to close them if the world was still spinning around him.

"Hiccup?" he heard a voice call him and there was the warmth again on his bare shoulder. Wait. Bare shoulder?

He tried to speed up the process of getting up, but that only resulted in him falling back down on the pillow.

"Gothi, he's awake!" the voice next to him called out. The quick shuffling of feet was soon followed and he soon felt a new pair of hands grab his head and slowly raised him up while he felt another pair holding his shoulder and back as support.

"Open your eyes slowly, Hiccup" he began to recognize Astrid's voice. He obeyed her command and opened them slowly, gradually letting the dim light of the room reach his eyes. It was still a strain but it was more bearable than what he had experienced during the fight.

"How do you feel?" she asked.

He brought his uninjured hand to rub away the tiredness from his eyes, As he did, he felt the pairs of hands fall away, seeing that he could sit up by himself, but he still felt their presence close by in case he suddenly collapsed. "Better than I felt during the fight" he muttered, loud enough for them to hear. When he was sure he wasn't going to be blinded by the light or see the world spinning around him, he had his eyes completely open. He saw the Elder Gothi near him, examining him closely and when he looked to his right, he saw Astrid smiling warmly at him, while checking him over. He proceeded to look at his surroundings. Judging by the semi-tight quarters and the many tens of jars and sealed cases on the many shelves in the room, he knew he must be in Gothi's house, in the sick bay. He noticed a few candles were lit, giving the room a dim lighting. It was for his comfort, as the Elder didn't want him to be overwhelmed by the light, judging by what she saw happened to him during the fight; how he kept blinking and closing his eyes.

He then proceeded to look over the damage he sustained in the duel. He was shirtless, and he noticed a few patches on his torso and chest; had to be covering the bruises. He looked at his left hand and everything below his elbow was wrapped in bandages. He found out that if he tried to rotate his wrist, it did hurt quite a bit, but not as much as the pain below his left knee.

"Your wrist was badly sprained when Snotlout stepped on it" Astrid informed him, noticing how his painful expression as he tried to move it. "Gothi applied a herbal mixture just below the bandages there which have to be replaced during check-ups."

"Okay..." he breathed out. He was still trying to catch his breath. "Is it night outside?"

"Yeah" she replied. Gothi gave him a gesture to wait and she walked out of the room and they heard the sound of her sorting through her jars of mysteries.

"How long have I been out?" he asked, not wanting to be in a situation of awkward silence.

"Two nights" she replied. As expected, he looked at her with a surprised expression. It would have almost been funny to see his confused expression but she kept it contained knowing the pain he was in. "You were out the night of the fight and last night" she clarified. She watched him stretch slowly, smiling in sympathy as she saw the strain he was under and the sighs he was making after a few cracks from his limbs. "You really had me worried you know" she told him, making him gaze at her.

"When you fell to the ground clutching your head ... when Snotlout was giving you Hel in fists and kicks ... I almost jumped in to put a stop to it. But my dad stopped me from doing something idiotic" she laughed.

"He stopped you from jumping in because _no one _can interfere with a svipting" he knew where she was getting at.

"I just ... didn't know how to react. I was afraid of losing you after I had just found you..." she couldn't finish her sentence. Hiccup saw she was struggling to find the words to convey her feelings. "I thought he was going to _kill _you ... and I couldn't believe he would have wanted to do that."

"You heard him didn't you?" he replied.

"Yes. Every word. But that doesn't give him the right to beat you to death. It doesn't give him the right to take his anger out on you!" she answered. She took a few deep breaths, bringing her hands to rub her eyes. It's then Hiccup noticed how tired she looked. He looked to his side and saw a small table where a book was kept, a cup of water and a plate which had the remains of food in it.

"Have you been by my side this whole time?" he asked, trying to change the subject. She smiled in response.

"Yes. I wanted to be here when you opened your eyes for the first time since the fight."

"What's the village saying? In fact, where's my dad?"

"You might not believe me if I tell you, but ... your dad's leading the reform of changing the laws we have against dragons. He's with the Elder Counsel and some of the other leading families to discuss new laws regarding the inclusion of dragons" she replied happily, and could not suppress her smile at seeing his expression brighten. "You're dad wanted to be here when you woke up, but Gobber and my parents convinced him that the only way he could start making an impact in your life was to start taking action ... so that's what he's doing this very moment."

Hiccup couldn't find the words to reply with. This is something that he had been dreaming of secretly for the last four to five years. Yes, he had to do it through means that only Vikings would understand, but it was better than nothing in the end. "So how are you doing?" he asked. "I mean, with the contract nulled and all..." he vaguely gestured with a small wave of his hand, eliciting a small smile from her.

"Spitelout had to agree to the terms in front of witnesses, to which he wasn't at all happy, mind you" she started, getting a laugh out of him.

"As expected."

"My parents were ecstatic. After the contract had been broken, they enveloped me in a huge hug, begging for my forgiveness and promising to let me handle my marital status on my own" she explained. "Although ... I already know what kind of guy I have in mind..." she laid her hand over his, meeting his gaze and smiling warmly at him. Hiccup returned the warmth through his little grin, but then cringed a little when he felt a stinging pain bolt through his left leg. Astrid noticed this and, as she was sitting on his left side, she slowly let a hand fall over his leg, glancing ever so often to his face to make sure her actions didn't cause him more pain.

"What's wrong with my leg?" he grimaced, as he slowly felt the pain slowly subside. At that moment, Gothi walked back in carrying a cup of water and a bowl in the other. She stood by Astrid, placing them on the bedside table, before walking up to examine his leg. She pulled the sheets away to examine it physically, while Hiccup gazed at his leg as if it had an extra limb growing out of it. The flesh surrounding the knees was a dark purple, thinning out to red and finally pink on his lower calf.

"What the Hel happened to my leg?" he asked again. The damage from Snotlout's hammer was _this _bad? He looked to Gothi, who made a few hand signals to Astrid, before leaving the room once again.

"She said she's going to get a medicinal drink for the pain" she answered him.

"Since when did you learn how to translate Gothi?" he asked, impressed at her new feat.

"I started learning when I turned seventeen. When the raids had gotten a bit worse, we were in need for more healers, so I studied under Gothi. It took time, but she finally taught me how to understand her hand signals, and whenever she wrote in the sand." Gothi walked in a second later with a cup that had to be recently heated with the few traces of steam coming above it. She returned to his bedside and handed him the drink. He took one whiff of the mystery liquid before holding it away from his nose, going through a small fit of coughs.

"No, no, no ... ugh ... no" he shook his head, handing back to Gothi, who simply pushed it back to him and made a few signals to Astrid.

"She says it'll help subdue the pain in your leg while she applies the medicinal herbs" she translated. Hiccup eyed the cup again, bringing it slowly to his lips. 'Should I take it in small sips or large ones?' he asked himself. He quickly brought the cup to his lips and took a large gulp of the liquid, immediately regretting the decision. It wasn't just hot. It left a burning sensation down his throat and the ginger in the liquid was off the scale, causing him to tear up a bit. He quickly placed the cup back on his table before covering his mouth with his forearm. Astrid gently pat his back, helping him get the coughs out.

"Why does _any _kind of medicine _always _taste bad?" he put the question out there, getting a small giggle out of her. Gothi rolled her eyes while she reached for the bowl and new cloths she had kept. She had Hiccup sit straight up - Astrid placed a pillow behind him, so he could sit comfortably against the backboard. Gothi pushed the covers more to the side, leaving her more room to work. She had the bowl in hand and began to apply the green, herbal cream. He hissed in pain as she had to apply the cream with a bit of pressure. Astrid held his hand for comfort, tucking a few bangs of his hair behind his ear.

"You really need to cut your hair" she spoke, trying to take his mind off the pain.

"I don't know. A lot of people I've met like the rugged look ... don't you?" he asked, opening one of his eyes to see her.

"I do. But not too rugged" she kissed his cheek, smiling. "And about your leg, Gothi concluded that you have a fractured fibula and tibia by the discoloring of flesh around your leg. And she suspects your patella might have also been damaged by your fall."

Hiccup winced slightly as he had to lift his leg a bit, with a bit of aid from Astrid, so that Gothi could begin wrapping the cloth around most of his leg. "So basically, anything at or below my knee is fucked, right?" he asked with an unamused expression.

"In a word ... yes" she replied with a shrug of her shoulders.

"You're really not good at sugar-coating details aren't you?" he asked with a smile as he winced again as Gothi finished wrapping his leg.

"What you see is what you get, Hiccup."

"And I'm perfectly fine with that" he laughed.

Gothi smiled to herself at the two's playful bickering. She had never seen Astrid so care-free, relaxed and happy in the years she spent learning under her. She looked once more to see the girl, who she'd come to love as her own child, start toying with the heir's hair. It seemed she had started weaving a braid into his hair, despite the obvious facial protest from her lover. It was amazing for her to see the young maiden as she was. She would have never expected the Astrid from three years ago to be, so brazenly, fixing tiny braids into his hair - or anyone else's hair for that matter - with a look of such passion and comfort, as if it was her place to do it. That simple gesture confirmed that she had her heart set on him, otherwise she wouldn't have even thought about touching his hair, especially in front of a witness. She had been skeptical about what she saw in her fortunes three years ago - when she used the sand, sticks and goose feet to see what was entailed for Berk. But the instance when she had returned with him, and his determination to put an end to the war through peaceful means, she knew the Gods had something in store for their them.

She placed the old wrappings by a table, grabbed her staff and tapped its bottom on the floor a few times to gain their attention. It worked when they looked at her, and she smiled inwardly when Astrid, non-consciously did not remove her hands from Hiccup's hair. She made a few hand signals to which Astrid nodded.

"Oh yeah ... how could I have forgotten that" Astrid said.

"What?"

"One, she said that Toothless has been waiting outside by the front door for you. I'm sorry I forgot to mention that. She would have let him in if the house was bigger but she didn't want to risk him bumping into fragile jars and knocking shelves over."

"That's understandable. And the second?"

"She said that your father will be in the Great Hall by this time, either having dinner or discussing more plans about the reforms. She did say we could go, provided you don't put a lot of pressure on that leg of yours. It needs all the rest it can get" she replied.

"Understood" Hiccup grunted as he carefully swung his legs over the bed's edge. "Um..." he prolonged, looking down at his legs.

"What's wrong?" she asked.

"Where are my pants?" he asked, the faintest of blushes creeping his cheeks. Astrid looked down, noticing his lack of clothing as well, and covered her mouth with her hand to suppress a giggle.

"I think Gothi left it in the other room. Let me go check" she said, giving him a small pat on his thigh before walking into the other room. She came back in less than a minute, with his pair of pants and a new shirt.

"How are we going to do this?" Hiccup asked as she laid his clothes on the bed, next to him and unfolded his pants.

"Very, very slowly" she said, kneeling down on one knee and sliding his legs through the pants incredibly delicately. The whole process took them close to ten minutes, making sure his leg wasn't put under any pressure and that the pants weren't too tight. She gave him a blue, long sleeved tunic which he put on easily. Gothi, who had been watching them, handed him a crutch, which he gladly accepted and with Astrid standing close by, slowly got to his feet. There were a few grunts and winces of pain as he stood up, immediately putting all his weight on his right leg to spare the other one. Astrid was soon at his side, placing one hand behind his shoulder, and the other one on his right chest, keeping an eye on his movements, especially his left leg.

"You okay?" she asked.

"I'll get there" he winced as he straightened himself out. "Okay, I'm good."

"Okay. Take it easy, now. Just one step at a time" she coaxed. With her help, he reached the door in about five minutes, with her opening the door to be met with jet black dragon staring at them.

_"Hiccup!"_

"Woah there, Toothless!" Astrid yelled, holding her hand out before Toothless could even think of tackling him to the ground. He knew his rider was hurt, but he never knew the extent of his injury. But he soon smelled the strong scent of a herbal mixture coming from his leg and he could smell the traces of blood.

_"How bad is it?"_

Hiccup turned back to Astrid, repeating the question to her, as he remembered that he didn't ask Gothi about it. "She said it would be at least two months before your leg is completely healed ... and that means no flying."

"What!?" both Hiccup and Toothless yelled at the same time; the green pairs of eyes staring at her with hurt and shock.

"Hiccup ... you need to use your _left _leg to operate his tail fin which requires physical work, which is the last thing you need from that leg right now" she voiced her opinions.

"But Astrid..."

"Look, I can take Toothless out for flights. You can just show me how the gears work. Do we have a deal?" she asked. Hiccup looked at her then at Toothless, raising his eyebrows in a 'what do you think?' manner.

_"It won't be the same, but I really need to spread my wings"_ his friend replied.

"Toothless said it's alright if you fly with him."

"Great! Now that that's settled, let's get you to the Great Hall. Toothless, do you think Hiccup can ride on your back as we walk there?" she asked the dragon, scratching his chin, luring him into her charm - which she was glad to give him since he had Hiccup's back for the last five years. She smiled and giggled at Toothless' incapacitated state of a huge grin, half-lidded eyes and tongue hanging out the side of his jaw.

_"A-Al-Alright"_ he stuttered as he begrudgingly pulled away from the attention and lowered himself to the ground. Hiccup slowly got onto his partner, with Astrid's help and kept his crutch in his grip while he held the rein the saddle with his free hand.

"Be gentle, Toothless" she said softly as she took her place beside them. With a strong nod, they began their way to the Great Hall. Their trek to the Hall was uneventful. They were immersed in conversation with each other, with the odd greeting from passers-by who congratulated Hiccup on his win. Toothless had to take it slowly when they reached the steps; attempting to walk in the method that moved Hiccup the slightest. The hike from Gothi's hut to the Great Hall took twice as long. The walk would have usually been between five to eight minutes, but this time it took them close to fifteen minutes.

"Are you ready?" she asked, placing both hands the doors, ready to push them open.

"As I'll ever be" Hiccup replied with a shaky smile, patting Toothless' head at the same time.

"Here we go" she replied, pushing the large doors open to the sounds of laughter, chatter, music and feasting. It was, pretty much, just like every other day for the citizens of Berk in the Hall, except this time the Chief had declared three days of celebrations for the return of the Heir. They all glanced to see who had entered, the music still blaring in the back. They all raised their mugs and shouted greetings to the two, even acknowledging Toothless as they walked through the now narrow space that was left for them to the main table where Stoick was sitting, a beaming smile plastered on his face compared to the stark contrast of Spitelout's scowl next to him.

"Ah ... There he is!" his father's loud cry echoed through the Hall despite the constant cheers. Hiccup looked around, to see the smiling faces greeting him. He soon found the familiar faces of the gang, including Ripper and Heather who were also by them, shouting cheers and clapping in delight. Stoick raised himself from his seat, and made his way down the three steps to rush to his son. Never in his whole life had Hiccup ever seen his father this excited or proud of him. Stoick patted Toothless' head as he got by his son's side while giving Astrid a thank you for not leaving his side. He helped Hiccup slide off Toothless slowly, and placing his trunk-like arm gently around his son's shoulders "... My. Son ... Is Home!" he yelled and the Vikings clashed the mugs of mead with each other, shouting new cries of joy.

"I am honoured to have my son here on this night ... the final night of his celebration in the ring, his return to Berk ... but most of all," he turned to look Hiccup dead in the eye as he said the next part, "for all his accomplishments that he has achieved outside of Berk ... that I wasn't able to bear witness to" his voice took a bit of a somber tone now. "I know I was never the perfect father, son ... I was never there for ye'. Never listened to ye' and never cared for ye' like a real father should 'ave."

Hiccup couldn't believe what he was hearing. His father was making a public apology for something that should have been done behind the doors of their house. Astrid stood by as well, close to stunned at the Chief's confession in front of the village.

"But ... I guess that motivated you to find your own path and I'm honestly glad - Odin knows I am - that you have become the man _you _have always wanted to become. And I understand if you need time or that you might never, but I was wondering..." he lowered his head to take his helmet off and when he made eye contact with his son again, Hiccup saw all the guilt and sorrow that his dad was holding back in his eyes, "... will you ever be able to forgive me?" he asked in a soft voice. First apologizing publicly and now asking for forgiveness publicly? Probably no one would have blamed Hiccup if he thought he was still under some herbal medication.

"And not just your father, Hiccup..." Arnbjorn spoke, coming to stand beside his father. Astrid was, definitely, not expecting this. She simply shook her head and a stunned look on her face when Hiccup looked to her and silently asked if she knew about this. "Could you find it in your heart to forgive all of us?" he gestured to everyone in in the Hall, and Hiccup was, in the least bit, surprised to see everyone removing their helmets and lowering their heads. Even Spitelout, with a smack on the back of his neck by Gobber, removed his helmet; despite a few grumbles of protest. Hiccup did a full circle, one more time to see everyone indeed had had their helmets in their hands looking at their feet in, what could be called shame or guilt, before looking back at his father.

There was no doubt in his mind anymore that his father did feel horrible for what he had failed to do as a parent. And if his dad had the courage, as Chief, to ask for _his _forgiveness in front of the whole village, he could sure well be open to the idea - no, optimistic outlook of him and his father reconnecting like a real family should be.

"Yes" he said softly, a pearl of a tear running down his cheek. Stoick looked up, bewildered the right word for his expression, to see his son nodding his head and holding back a sob. "Yes" he said softly as he reached out to hug his father, who returned it with eagerness, making sure not to squeeze the life out of him. Once again, the crowd erupted into cheers of joy, while Astrid clapped enthusiastically, her eyes glistening a bit at what took place in front of her. After a whole minute of father-son love, Stoick released him and patted him on the back, muttering a soft thank you.

"Now," he began, clearing his voice, "I'm sure you'll be glad to hear that starting tomorrow, all dragons will begin to be incorporated into daily lives here on Berk. And, to train those dragons, we'll need a teacher," he said, patting Hiccup's shoulder again, who looked at the gesture, then back at his father ... eyes wide. "And what a teacher needs is his own Academy ... which is why tomorrow, the Kill Ring will be officially called Berk's Dragon Academy!" he exclaimed. Hiccup was short of breathless. Finally. After years of hope and dreams, his vision for Berk was finally becoming a reality. He soon felt another pressure on his unoccupied shoulder and saw Astrid, smiling proudly at him.

"Come on! We have to celebrate this!" she yelled as she tugged his arm in the direction of their friends who were, now, sitting at a table waving them over. Hiccup had no argument with that and obediently followed her to the table, with Toothless in tow. For the next hour or so, the music continued, with nearly every Viking coming to their table to congratulate Hiccup personally on his victory and apologizing as well.

"You were awesome in that fight, Hiccup! I mean, you were getting your ass kicked for a few minutes there, but you sure showed him!" Tuff yelled, banging his mug down on the table, with quite a bit of mead spilling over the table.

"Well, I have Ripper here to thank for the crash-course in training" Hiccup gratefully nodded in his second best friend's direction.

"I was just doing something that any good friend would do, man. The credit goes to you, though" he raised his mug to him, and Hiccup returned the gesture. Astrid was busying herself with fixing her second braid into his hair, leaning into him.

"So I guess it's official, right guys?" Fishlegs asked, noticing the two's close proximity and Astrid's action. The two nodded, shooting smiles in his direction.

"So Astrid, going to get down and dirty with your new boyfriend ... because I sure would" Ruff said, propping her elbows on the table and resting her face on her hands, staring dreamily (and somewhat hungrily) at Hiccup. Said man shifted a bit, uncomfortable with the stare he was receiving.

"Back off, Thorsten" Astrid said, shooting her female friend a victorious grin and wrapping both her arms around his middle, resting her head on his shoulder. "He's mine."

"I will fight you for him ... I mean, look at him" she pushed on.

"Can we shift the topic to something that's not about me" Hiccup pleaded, looking to the others to see if they'd agree.

"You have any plans for the Academy?" Fishlegs asked.

"Not yet, but I am open to suggestions and ideas. I mean, I won't be able to run this thing alone. I'll need a few other instructors by my side" he looked suggestively at all of them.

"You want us to be teachers?" asked Tuffnut.

"Why not? I mean all you guys fly your own specific dragon. And you already know a lot about them, so it wouldn't hurt" he said with a small shrug.

"You do know you're talking about the twins, right babe?" Astrid asked, although the last word slipped out of her mouth unintentionally at which she immediately realized. Everyone at the table stared at her as if she had grown a dragon head next to her own.

"What did you just say?" Hiccup asked, a smile gracing the corner of his lips.

"Uhh..." she stuttered, glancing to each of her friends who had smiles and smirks of their own.

"Well, you can tell it's official if they have pet-names for each other" Ripper smirked. "Shouldn't you have one for Astrid, Hiccup?"

"He does" Heather backed him up, giving him an encouraging glance. "What was it ... I think it was, M'Lady?" Heather asked, remembering him calling her that.

"I guess that can be my pet-name for her" he said, looking at her. "Is that alright?"

"I like it" Astrid assured him, shooting him a comforting grin.

"Is it gonna be this lovey-dovey stuff for the rest of our lives?" Tuff asked, already getting tired of their displays of affections.

"Not all the time ... not in public anyway" she replied, tugging Hiccup closer to her, getting a short "eww" from Tuffnut.

"Oh, I almost forgot. Hiccup, I have something to give to you. Meet me at the Cove in half an hour okay?" she asked, getting up, but waiting for his response.

"Gotcha. I'll have Toothless carry me there" he replied. She bent down to give him a small peck on the cheek before making her way towards the large doors. He watched her every movement until she slid out of the Hall, a small grin plastered on his face at the prospects of everything looking up for him. He felt like he was back where he always wanted to be. A year of isolation can take its toll on a person, and to be plunged back into society, in the comforts of your home village - nothing is better than that feeling of belonging. He looked around the table, taking in each of his friends' faces but realized someone was missing.

"Where's Snotlout?" he asked.

"He's moved over there, by the drinks counter" Fishlegs motioned. Hiccup turned in the direction Fishlegs was motioning to and sure enough, there was his cousin, sitting on an elevated stool with a mug of mead in his hands. Judging by his still posture and the lack of mugs around him, that was his first mug of the night. Even though he finally stood up to his cousin in the most remarkable way possible, Hiccup knew he had to mend the bond between them because this was no way cousins were supposed to act towards each other.

"I'm going over there" he said, before getting to his feet, crutch supporting his left leg. He drowned out the protests of his friends as he made his way through the crowd; people careful to let him pass and not bump into him. "Is this seat taken?" he asked as he came up. Snotlout glanced over to the open stool next to him, but didn't say a word. "I'll take that as a yes" Hiccup said as he carefully balanced most of his weight on his right leg while he pulled the stool away from the counter.

"How are you doing?" he asked, making himself comfortable.

"You know _exactly _how the fuck I'm doing" his cousin muttered with a dark glare in his direction, taking a gulp of mead along with it. "How do you do it?" he asked suddenly.

"Do what?"

"How do you always manage to fuck things up and still be the bloody gem in everyone's eye?" However, his scowl only grew when he heard his cousin begin to laugh. "Is it that funny?!" he asked.

"It is!" he chuckled. "Because I always screw things up!" he exclaimed, gesturing to himself. "I always wanted to be a Viking when I was here; trying to live up to my dad's and the village's expectations. But after finding Toothless, I learned I didn't have to be someone I wasn't. And that was the secret. I stopped screwing up when I started becoming myself." Hiccup decided to continue when he saw the look of confusion on Snotlout's face. "All you have to do is be yourself. Stop trying to be something you're not and now, no offense in advance, but you're not going to be the Chief anymore, so you won't have anymore stress on your shoulders. Now that I'm here, you have a free life."

"That doesn't help my self-esteem" Snotlout replied dryly. "My dad's beyond disappointed in me, as are my relatives since I won't become Chief. My pride has taken a huge fucking hit since you beat me in a duel ... something _I _should be good at" he shook his head, drowning in his own shame while Hiccup looked on. "Fighting and the shot at Chief were the only things that were going for me. I wasn't rounded like Astrid, I wasn't smart like you or Fishlegs, and nobody cares about the Twins since they're the ... Twins. I have nothing going for me now."

"You know that not's true" Hiccup comforted him. "I know it's tough for you right now, you know why? Because I was in the same position ever since the age my dad started lecturing me about being Chief. And ... you don't have to concern yourself with what your dad says about you! He should be comforting you right now instead of sulking away and being mad at you for trying your best."

If Hiccup was thinking his words weren't going through to Snotlout, he was partially right. "So what do I do now?" he asked, taking a sip instead of a gulp of his mead.

"Easy. Look over there and tell me what do you see?" Hiccup asked. Snotlout glanced in the direction he was pointing at and his eyes laid upon the table of his old group. "Why don't you come back and hang with your old friends instead of those idiots?" his cousin beckoned the question. "I know it'll be a bit tough at first, but you're Snotlout. You can handle anything, and I'm sure they'll accept you back."

Snotlout looked skeptically at his cousin, but he figured at the same time his life couldn't get any worse as it was at the moment, so with a little more coaxing, Hiccup brought Snotlout back to his old friends. There was some tension in the air, but it was nothing that the Twins couldn't break away with their arguments, comments and teasing. Fishlegs even seemed to welcome Snotlout back into the gang after a few minutes, and a bit of convincing from Hiccup that they were starting over. Hiccup knew Snotlout would always be Snotlout, but he wasn't the one for holding grudges against anyone. And in truth, even though Snotlout was the main source of misery when he was a kid, he just wanted them to start acting like cousins actually should. While getting his cousin back into the group, Hiccup found it to be past a half hour from when Astrid said to meet him in the Cove.

He didn't know what she had instilled for him but he knew it had to something great. So he bid his friends a goodnight, before he called Toothless, who was playing with a few children in the Hall, to help carry him to the Cove.

_"What do you think she has in mind?"_ he asked as they walked through the forest. It had been about twenty minutes since they left the Hall since Toothless had to be extremely careful due to his rider's injury.

"I have no idea, bud" he said with a shrug of his shoulders.

_"Do you think she wants to claim you as her mate?"_

Hiccup stared down at him, unamused when he asked that. _"What? Do you know how annoying it is to smell your raging hormones every time you feel the need to mate? I mean ... and how do you get rid of that feeling by yourself?"_

"Toothless!" he yelled, cutting him off right there. "Gods, maybe I shouldn't teach Astrid Dragonese..." he muttered, running his hand over his face. They were probably only a minute away from the Cove, but Toothless slowed his pace to a stop, baring his teeth and snarling, looking around with ears perked up and trying to find the danger he smelled. "What's wrong bud?" Hiccup asked, also glancing around for danger. "Don't you smell Astrid?"

_"I do. She's in the Cove ... but I smell other scents as well, but they're faint..."_ he trailed off, continuing to look around. Ever since that night he was ambushed outside the prison, he knew to always be vigilant if he was Toothless and he tensed up.

"Okay ... proceed to the Cove slowly, bud. If Astrid's down there, we have to get her out of here" he said, patting his head. Toothless nodded his head in agreement, proceeding slowly through the foliage. Pretty soon, they had the Cove in sight, with Toothless walking to the edge of the rock face looking down.

_"I see her"_ he said, seeing the familiar frame of the young woman standing at the far end of the Cove, near a large rock boulder. Hiccup soon landed his eyes on hers and waved at her.

"Astrid, we've got to go!" he yelled. However, she made no movement, just staring right back at him. "Astrid!" He didn't know what was up with her. Why wasn't she responding to his calls.

_"Hiccup ... there's a knife to her back"_ Toothless warbled softly.

"What?" He looked more closely to where she was. Why would there be a knife to her back ... wait? Next to a boulder, where the shadow was covering the back of it...

"Hiccup run!" she suddenly yelled. He couldn't comprehend what had happened as he saw get knocked to the ground by the person standing behind the boulder.

"Astrid! Woah!" he yelled as Toothless jumped out of the way of a bola that was launched at them from behind. He had to hang on for dear life as Toothless dodged a succession of four bolas that were fired at them, however, he had to jump into the Cove as all the bolas came from somewhere in the trees. Hiccup grunted in pain, as they landed; due to the fact that his leg repeatedly hit Toothless' side.

"What the Hel is going on?" he grimaced, sliding down to the ground off Toothless' back, not caring his was helpless on the ground, clutching his leg.

"What's the matter, Hiccup?" he heard a voice. He looked up and saw the last person he ever wanted to see in his life.

"Dagur." He saw his men and ... the Outcasts, swarm the edges of the Cove, arrows and swords at the ready and pointed at him and his dragon.

"Told you I'd be back. I mean, I do have to repay you for destroying twenty of my ships" Dagur said, his tone dropping into a dark one.

"Enough with the drama, Dagur" Alvin spoke as he came beside his accomplice. Hiccup looked between the two. Had they been working together? The two of them? That was combination he never suspected of seeing. The two's hatred for each other ran so deep, that he believed they would jump at the opportunity to kill the other one. "Now, 'iccup, please come along quietly" Alvin said, clasping his hands together.

"If you don't, you're girlfriend over there will have her head separated from her shoulders" Dagur smiled gleefully at the thought.

"Astrid..." Hiccup looked behind him and saw her being led to them, with a man behind her, holding her hands and a dagger at her throat. "You.." he realized who the man was.

"Yep, guilty as charged" Cutthroat smirked, withdrawing the dagger from her throat and twirling it in his hand.

"Oh, where are my manners. Cutthroat, meet Hiccup. Hiccup, meet my cousin, Cutthroat" he proudly introduced his cousin.

"Cousin!?" Astrid spoke, glancing behind her as best she could. She grunted in pain when he twisted her hands more, forcing her to look forward as he brought his dagger right back to her neck.

"Keep looking at your boyfriend, Astrid" he smirked. "You should be glad he cares more than fucking a beauty like you ... unlike other men."

"Hiccup, don't make this harder than it needs to be" Alvin spoke with a calm tone. "Calm yer dragon down and come with us, unless you don't want to see yer lass bleeding from her neck." He looked back at Astrid. How could this have happened? This was supposed to be a night of celebration and rebirth for him.

"Hiccup" Cutthroat called him, "do you really want me to live up to my name?" he asked and pressed the blade even deeper into her skin, that Hiccup swore he saw a trail of blood run along the edge of the blade before starting to drip slowly. He looked to her eyes, and he knew clearly that the message she was sending him - to forget about her and not to succumb to their demands. But he couldn't.

_"I don't have a shot on the man behind her, and there are too many for me to shoot down" _Toothless gave him an update. There was no way they were going to make it out alive if they tried to escape, and he wasn't willing to let Astrid die. He never would be.

"Okay" he mumbled in defeat, Toothless lowering his head and wings in the same sign while Astrid looked on helpless. "I'll come with you only if you let her go!"

Dagur smiled, "Sorry, Hiccup, but to ensure that you don't trick us or even try and escape, which I highly doubt in your state, she's coming with us ... as incentive"


	36. We're Dragon Riders
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_000_

The only noises that could be heard were the waves crashing against the hull of the ship, the creaking of the wood, the rolling of nails along the floorboards of the room they were in. He was chained to the hull of the ship; both his hands cuffed and pulled back, making him hang forwards. His hair hanging messily around his face, sweat dripping profusely despite the cold air, with a few droplets of blood along with it. Dirt patches along his face, and bare chest, over the bandaged bruises on his body were also present. This almost brought back memories of his imprisonment in the Roman camp, except Dagur and Alvin hadn't resolved to harsher methods of persuasion ... yet.

Toothless and Astrid were somewhere along this ship as well. He didn't hear his roars or her yells or curses. He prayed to the Gods that they were alright. They would have most likely placed a muzzle on Toothless' snout, to prevent him from blowing up the ship, but that would be pointless since the Night Fury knew he would risk killing his rider and Astrid. However, he was more terrified of Astrid's predicament. He couldn't hear her. He didn't know where she was on this ship. He didn't hear shouts or yells in the rooms next to his torture room, which meant she had to be in another room aboard the ship. She was the strongest person he knew, apart from his dad - stubborn, strong-willed - a spirit that could never be broken. He just wondered if they were doing the same things to her as they did to him.

There were a few cut marks on his chest, not deep enough to continuously bleed, but it was an effective method nonetheless. That feeling of a blade cutting your skin, the cold metal meeting warm blood. If it was any deeper, he would have the risk of going into shock.

He was brought back from his thoughts when he heard the locks of the door, to see one of the guards opening the door and Dagur walking in ... dragging Astrid in behind him. He tossed her onto the ground, into the centre of the room that was illuminated by the few candles. There he saw the real extent of her torture. Her red tunic had been ripped from her body, leaving her only in her binds, with a few bruises along her stomach. Parts of her leggings were ripped as well, and her fur boots had long been removed. Her braid had many tussles of hair sticking out, indicating it had been pulled repeatedly; most likely someone had pulled on the braid while another person punched her senselessly. Her wrists were bound and were over her head, bringing the image that her wrists were hung by some hook fixed to the ceiling of the ship while they had their fun with her.

He couldn't help but pull on the chains, trying to reach her. He heard Dagur chuckle and he looked at him from beneath his bangs, sending all the fury of the Gods in that one stare. Dagur, however, wasn't fazed in the slightest.

"I did ask her what she knew about dragons" he said, innocently as he pranced around her barely conscious form. That's when he noticed the bruises on her face, and cuts on her brow and lip. "But apparently she's like all of Berk's residents ... too stupid and stubborn to stop the pain."

"This is between you and me, Dagur! Leave her out of this!"

"You have only yourself to blame, Hiccup. The moment you taught her about dragons was the moment you roped her into your world and the time she became a liability" he lectured, as he knelt behind her, running a finger along her spine to which she sobbed softly for a brief second.

"What did you do to her!? Gods help me, Dagur ... if I wasn't chained to this wall I'd.. agh!" he was cut short when one of the Berserkers kicked his bad leg.

"Hiccup..." he heard her moan. He looked up, completely ignoring the pain in his leg as he made eye contact with her. He could still see the fire that burned within her, but it wasn't without pain. He had done something to her. Something that went against every fiber of her being.

"That's right ... I didn't tell you how we got acquainted, did we?" he asked, cupping her cheek, but she pulled her face away, looking to the wooden boards, afraid to even make eye contact with Hiccup.

"What did you do to her?" he asked lowly. She was in this position because him. If he didn't have such strong feelings for her, if he never showed it ... she would never have been in this weak state. Dagur only smiled in his direction, and while maintaining eye contact he lifted up her skirt. What Hiccup saw made his heart stop. He saw a patch of some liquid between her legs, and when he looked to her, she only looked away in shame.

"I gotta say Hiccup, you know how to pick them" he said, his hand resting in that position. Astrid shook her legs, trying with all her might to shake him off but he only used his other hand to slam her neck to the floor, making sure he enjoyed the look of struggle adorning Hiccup's face. "Don't worry Hiccup. She's still pure. But I believe she did enter some sort of bliss when she finished..." Dagur was cut short when Astrid managed bring her elbow right to his cheek, sending him sprawling to the floor behind her.

"Don't you ... fucking ... touch me, you sack of dragon shit" she muttered, an abyss of rage present in her eyes.

"Hold her down!" he yelled, and soon, two men were on her, making her lie on her stomach, while she continued to struggle against their grip. "I didn't want to do this, but if you don't tell me where Dragon Island is, I will _rape _her in front of you!" he yelled at Hiccup.

"Dagur ... don't do this!" he screamed, pulling on the chains, hoping, praying that they would break and he'd be able to reach her and knock those guards off of her. He could only prevent the tears reaching his eyes as he watched Dagur starting to unbuckle his pants and a guard getting ready to pull down her leggings.

"Dagur!" a new voice called, entering the room. Everyone turned to see Alvin walk in, knocking the two guards that were atop of her and pulling Dagur aside. "This is not how we're going to do this! Do you want Berk to hunt us down for the rest of our lives!?" he yelled at the young Chief. Dagur simply stared back at the man who was standing in front of his female prisoner, challenging him to make a move. "I hope you've not forgotten that it's _my _ship _you're _on, so if you try anything my men will not hesitate to kill you and your men."

Dagur stared back at his 'ally', disgust and skepticism written across his face. If he tried something, Alvin would be sure to express his thoughts through his fists or blade. No. He wouldn't let this man be the boss of him. He would make him pay later for undermining him in front of his men.

"We're leaving" he told his men, who warily picked up their weapons and walked around Alvin, making sure they were out of arm's reach, following their Chief out of the ship's belly.

"They're gone sir" one of Alvin's men reported, coming to stand by the entrance.

"Fetch a chair will ye?" he asked. With a nod, the man left to another room to get the furniture. Alvin glanced at the two, staring with what looked like pity in his eyes ... which was a first for them. "Are ye alright lass?" he asked Astrid, not reaching out to touch her in case she got the wrong idea.

"What does it look like..." she muttered, looking away. Hiccup understood why she would. She wouldn't even make eye contact with him. This must have been the first time she had been in a physically vulnerable position, and in front of someone whom she cared about deeply. Hiccup in turn looked down in defeat. Dagur had barely done anything to him. He had a suspicion of what unspeakable action he did to her, but at the same time, he had done so much more. He left the damage on the outside and inside. And it was all to let him know that he wasn't in control. That he was prepared to bring his whole world crashing down by harming the ones close to him. The guard came back with a chair, giving it to his Chief. Alvin set the chair down and carefully lifted Astrid onto it, untying her for a brief moment. She didn't fight back though. She was too shaken up to.

"Why are you even working with him?" Hiccup asked, keeping his eyes on him and making sure he didn't do anything to Astrid.

"I'm not gonna do anythin' to her if that's what yer wondering" Alvin seemed to read his mind, bringing her arms behind the chair and retying her wrists.

"Then why did you bring her along!?" he yelled, startling him a bit. "You and Dagur have a quarrel with me, not her. Were you that desperate to have me train you dragons? She's never even done anything to you or the Berserkers..." he lowered his head, letting the chains hold him up, not caring how deep the metal cuffs would cut into his wrists.

"I only suggested to bluff you into training dragons for us by using her. I had no idea Dagur and Cutthroat had other plans."

"Well clearly they did" Astrid spoke, loud enough for both of them to hear. "The only reason they didn't fuck me was that they wanted to do that in front of you" she said, looking at Hiccup who didn't even know where to begin. "They asked me if I knew anything about dragons. Of course I wouldn't tell them so they had to use other methods including ..." she stifled back a few whimpers, gesturing to the area between her thighs.

"Did they really...?" he asked.

"No. But they'll do it if they can't get either of us to talk. But we both know that even if we do tell them or show them, they'll turn back on their word and do what they wish with us."

"I know. They don't care if Berk comes for them. If they know the secrets of Dragon training, Berk will be annihilated" he said.

"I'm afraid that the plan has changed Hiccup" Alvin spoke, cutting into their conversation. "We don't want you to train dragons for us, although I have to admit that'd be a nice bonus ... but I'm sure you heard Dagur say it already. That we want to know where Dragon Island is."

"Why? That island is full of nearly untamable dragons. We might as well go to your village or Dagur's if you want to train dragons."

"We heard stories, Hiccup, or rather, Cutthroat has heard stories when he was undercover on Berk. He met a few people who told him about you telling of a dragon as large as a small mountain" he said, a small smirk spreading across his face.

"You have to be a complete fool to go after that dragon" Hiccup shook his head. "It will kill all of us if we set foot on the beach." He's seen what it's capable of.

"You let us worry about that, Hiccup. All we want to know is how to get there. That's why we captured you ... and her for persuasion" he said, gesturing to Astrid. Hiccup had a hard time wondering what he did to deserve this predicament. Help some of the most barbaric men in the Archipelago gain control of dragons under the fear of them harming Astrid. They've already done that, but they were definitely prepared to do so much more to her if he didn't cooperate.

"I can't keep Dagur, or Cutthroat off of yer lass forever, ye know" he suddenly brought up. "My men would start thinking I've grown soft on ye' after all the trouble ye've caused us" he spoke as he neared the entrance of the room. "Do you and yer lass a favour and tell me where or how to get to Dragon Island. That decision might save both of yers life" and with that he closed the door, leaving the two of them to ponder his words. The two were left in an uncomfortable silence. The sound of their heavy breathing, and the waves crashing outside were the only echoes to keep the atmosphere from being quiet.

Hiccup didn't know what he should do. If he told Alvin, or Dagur, the route to Dragon Island, or how to train dragons, they'd most certainly make him and Astrid suffer before ending their lives. He looked once again at her, and couldn't find the words to express the deep guilt he had felt for bringing her into this.

"I'm so sorry" she suddenly spoke. "If I spoke up sooner to warn you, instead of waiting, you could have..." she shook her head, her eyes staring intently at her lap.

"It's not your fault. If anyone's to blame here it's me. I mean, I just had to be the one to train dragons right?" he asked, shooting her an amused grin, which she returned with a small smile of her own. "I didn't know being a dragon trainer would attract this much attention."

"Well ... there are only a few people in this world who take a stand for what's right. They're ... not afraid to branch out from everyone else. Always looking for new solutions to every problem ... always changing other people's perspectives."

"Up until now, I wish you never found me" Hiccup said suddenly. "Otherwise you wouldn't be in this position."

"Then we wouldn't have had all those special moments together. That one week, alone together in the mountains ... me finding the truth about long concealed feelings for a certain boy ... and a glimpse into the man he has become" she smiled, shaking her bangs over her eye to the side. "Snotlout, the Twins, Fishlegs, your father, Berk ... and myself, we would have continued to slaughter innocent dragons, overlooking the fact that past their scales, size and fire ... they are incredibly docile creatures that care for one another. If it wasn't for you, the Gods only know what kind of killer I would have become."

"You guys would have found out sooner, or later."

"You and I both know that would never have happened for at least another three hundred years" they both laughed.

"I really wonder how Toothless is doing" he brought up.

"Don't worry. I'm sure he can take care of himself. He's as stubborn and strong-willed as his best friend" she smirked.

"By the way, why did you want me to come to the Cove? You said, you had something to give me, right?" he asked. Before their predicament, she had asked him if he would meet her in the Cove as she had something she wanted to present him. She did shrink back a bit into her chair, breaking eye contact and resuming her look on the floor.

"It was stupid for me to ask you that."

"No. It wasn't. Surely you couldn't have known what they were planning."

"But I should have been aware of my surroundings!" she yelled back, taking him by surprise. "As a shield-maiden, I should have paid attention. I should always be on high alert for any danger ... and I walked right into it, putting you in this situation." He could easily tell the deep guilt that she felt. He might have only trained for a few years under Sharkslane's Chief and Ripper, but Astrid had been training her whole life. He knew he wouldn't be able to understand the shame and guilt she must be feeling at the given moment.

"What was it though? I would really like to know."

"It was a shirt."

_Okay_. He wasn't that kind of answer. But this was Astrid who was spontaneous at times. "It was a shirt that you left back. Spitelout convinced the Elder Counsel to burn most of your belongings. Gobber convinced them to leave your workshop in the forge untouched, for his memory's sake, and I'm sure your dad also saved a few items. But in the heat of the argument, I took one of your shirts as a memory of my actions that day ... the day I spoke against you to the village. I don't think I ever told you, but when Ripper was locked up for the night, I spoke to him and he told me everything."

This was a side that Hiccup never heard.

"He told me how you had felt for all of those years, and I had run into the forest and cried that night. Cried in guilt and anger at what I had done. So I decided to at least keep part of you near me. So I took your shirt ... as a memory of you. And when we returned to Berk, I wanted to give it back, so I asked my mother for knitting lessons" she blushed a bit as she said the last part. Hiccup couldn't help the grin that was growing on his face. Hel, he couldn't even imagine the fearless Astrid Hofferson knitting a shirt. _His _shirt at that.

"Anyway," she continued with a light scarlet blush, "with her help, I made it to your physique, with a few patterns of my own in it. I wanted to return it to you. That was my gift. It was a 'Welcome Home' gift from me ... and I wanted it to be special. Because..."

"Because it's probably the only thing, apart from my workroom, that was left unscathed. A part of me that had always remained in Berk..." he finished for her. In a way, he was happy. There was always a small part of him that missed Berk, and he never took most of his personal belongings when he left. "Astrid ... I-I honestly don't know what to say..." he smiled, shaking his head at the chances of this ever happening.

"Well ... you can thank me for getting us into this mess" she shrugged, gesturing to the room around her.

"Yeah. I'll make sure to hold this one over you for the rest of your life" he played along.

"So, you got any plans for busting out of here?" she asked.

"Not as of the moment. I'm only concerned about what they'll do to you if I don't cooperate."

"Are you? Because we both know they'll kill us once they get the information."

"I know. We're in a real jam here. Almost as bad as when I was stuck with Toothless on an island with wild Thunderdrums."

"You were stuck on an island with Thunderdrums?" she asked, one brow arching upwards, with an unamused expression. More of a serious and on-the-border-of-anger expression.

"W-well ... it wasn't my fault. It was the storm's" Hiccup defended himself. However, he immediately realized the mistake he just made.

"You were stuck on an island with Toothless, I'm presuming his tail fin must have been damaged, with wild Thunderdrums during a storm?" she re-iterated every fact.

"Yep ... when you say it like that, it does sound pretty ... yeah" he looked away, afraid of her stare.

"Well..." their conversation was interrupted when the door opened and Cutthroat walked in, his sword hanging in its sheath on his belt. They both noticed the small dagger that was also hooked into his belt, preparing themselves for the threats or wounds he was about to inflict on them. "Seems like you guys are getting all comfy, despite the..." he was behind Astrid's chair when he reached down to her tied wrists, tightening the knot and pulling back on her hands, making her sit up straight, but not without a soft 'ompf' from her. Hiccup continued to hold a neutral stare. They both know he wanted to see the emotions of anger and helplessness on their faces, "... uncomfortable conditions." Then he did something that none of them were expecting.

Quickly placing himself to her front, he slapped her hard across the face. She didn't yell but her head reeled to the side and then back due to the force. In that moment of temporary incapacitation, he revealed a rope and quickly tied her ankles to the chair's horizontal support, that connected the front two legs. Hiccup lunged forward, despite the fact that he was restrained. He didn't care though. He wanted to make that man pay for slapping her. "Couldn't have you struggling while I tied those, could I?" he asked, smile and all.

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" she asked, getting her senses back and looking straight up at him, the red imprint of his hand still present on her cheek. "Just wait until I'm out of these and you'll be begging me end your life quickly" she gritted her teeth, staring death at him.

"You are right about me enjoying this. It's not every other day that I get to have a beauty like you tied up and helpless ... oh wait, there are other days" he chuckled. "I really did enjoy our time together, Astrid. You are quite the fighter, which is why I need you restrained."

"Just like your every day coward. Doesn't have the balls to face his opponents in a true fight" she muttered. Cutthroat, though, didn't seem fazed by her comments.

"You want to know how well acquainted we got, Hiccup?" he asked, walking behind Astrid and placing his hands on her shoulders. "It was quite the story ... meeting up for scheduled duels in the forest, away from prying eyes to witness what would take place..."

"I already know Astrid's not that kind of girl. She'd rather have her head chopped off than taking in some forbidden act" Hiccup replied, keeping his eyes on him.

"I guess you are right. There's no point in trying to fool you. You'd never fall for that" he said. But Hiccup didn't care about that. He was becoming nervous and angry by the second. He saw Cutthroat begin to slide his hands down her front in a slow pace. His anger increased exponentially when his hands landed on her breasts, not holding them tightly, but there was a risk of him using his position to provoke Hiccup and make him look helpless. Astrid attempted to head butt him in his face or chest, but he anticipated it. He quickly used his right hand, grabbed the dagger from his belt and brought it to her neck, making her halt almost immediately.

"That's a better girl" he muttered seductively, giving her a lick on the cheek. She closed her eyes and gasped when he tightened his hold on her left breast. He smiled when he heard the rattle of chains from the other side of the room. "But then again, you're so predictable" he continued. "Would you like to show him what I did to you?" he asked, smiling at Astrid, who refused to make eye contact. From the quickening of her breaths though, Hiccup knew it couldn't be good.

_'Wait ... is he the reason of the patch between...'_ his thoughts were cut short when his hand left her breast and reached down to the top of her skirt and leggings, three fingers sliding underneath them.

"Don't you ... ahh!" she was cut short when she felt his fingers hovering above that area. The cold blade at her throat didn't help either. It prevented her from using some force against him. Now she understood why he restrained her legs - so that she wouldn't be able to struggle against his actions.

"You should have seen it, Hiccup. She was hung from a hook hanging from the ceiling, tunic off, her milky skin glowing in the candlelight ... she truly seemed like a goddess from Valhalla ... he lectured, his hand slowly tracing patterns underneath her clothing. If she tightened her thighs, that would mean trapping his hand. But from it position, it would be no problem for him to push his fingers in, and that meant she would be at mercy to his actions. "Her pearl like feet tied together to a few ropes on the ground ... the look of _sheer pleasure _on her face when my fingers entered her" he said, turning to look at him.

That's when Hiccup saw it. This man was even crazier than Dagur. He knew Dagur followed up on threats, but not all of them. Cutthroat was a completely different story. He was a sadistic murderer. Taking pleasure in violating his prisoners. Hiccup couldn't even begin to imagine the horrors girls would have faced when cornered or captured by him.

"Ahh!" she suddenly gasped, her face turning redder by the second. He noticed the movement of his hand. He had pierced her and was moving his fingers slowly. Astrid couldn't help the whimpers that escaped her as she closed her eyes to block out the tears that were forming.

"It's so nice and warm in there..." he licked her cheek again maintaining eye contact with him, while she, in vainly, turned her head to try and escape his action.

"Stop it!" he yelled, pulling on the chains again, trying with all his might to break free. However, he put pressure on his left leg, that sent him to his knees. Cutthroat could see the anger and hatred in his eyes. He was soaking in the vulnerability and helplessness of Astrid. He loved being in control.

"I-I wi-will ... make you ... _suffer_ ... just y-you wait ... You'll -oh" Astrid managed to say through gritted teeth, turning to look at her sadistic torturer right in the eye. Cutthroat simply raised an brow before plunging his fingers even deeper into her, causing a sharp gasp, followed by a whimper.

"I guess your will hasn't been broken yet. We'll just have to speed up the process."

"STOP!" Hiccup yelled again, this time grabbing his attention, but not enough for him to pull his hand out of her leggings. "What have _I _ever done to _you_? I don't even remember fighting or coming across you in my travels. Are you doing this for your own sick pleasure?"

"Yes" Cutthroat stated, halting his actions but not removing his fingers, giving her some time to catch her breath. "You see, I'm different from my cousin. That idiot does have his uses for war and fighting, but mind games aren't his specialty. I carry out my threats, and I don't care how disgusting or horrendous they are, because people don't expect that" he lectured, nuzzling into Astrid's neck at the same time, taking in her scent. She simply stayed still, shooting him a look of disgust with her eyes.

"Are you ... that confident ... we won't ... escape?" she chose her words carefully since she was still at his mercy, for now.

"I am" he said, grazing his teeth along her neck, making her gasp in response and straighten her back even more. Hiccup knew she couldn't help it the feeling. What he was doing should be pleasure to the body and her senses, but considering the man he was, it was hard to convince the body that. "If your boyfriend thinks about escaping, you die. If you think about escaping, he dies. The same goes for that dragon of yours."

"What could you possibly gain from trying to train the Red Death? Even if I try it won't work. The Red Death is the Queen. It obeys no one other than itself. How do you even plan on training it?" Hiccup asked.

"Dagur and I don't plan on training it" he smiled. Hiccup stared at him, as if he had grown another pair of eyes on his face. Astrid even turned her head, still feeling the cold blade at her throat. "We plan on angering it."

"Are you insane!? Once it kills us, it'll go to Odin knows- Ahh!" she was cut off when he pushed his fingers in further, effectively silencing her and causing Hiccup to pull on his chains again.

"Hey, be glad I didn't slap her" he chuckled, as Astrid pulled her head back up from the sudden sensation, breathing heavily. She was having a hard time controlling her body's feelings. "Anyway, Dagur thinks he can train the beast if he has you ... but little does he know that it can never be trained. But he won't believe you anytime soon."

"Why are you doing this?" Hiccup asked.

"Because I know I can ... and for the fun of it as well. Just imagine the chaos and destruction it will wreak across the Archipelago. All the villages annihilated. All the men, women, and children slaughtered and burnt to a crisp. I cannot wait to feast my eyes upon that scene. So, I'll ask this again..." he pushed his fingers further, the reaction forcing her to squeeze her thighs, and effectively, trapping his hand between them, but that's what he wanted. He also increased the pressure of the blade to her neck. Hiccup could have sworn he saw a trickle of blood run along the edge. "...lead us to Dragon Island or she dies."

"If you kill her, you'll get nothing from me!" Hiccup attempted to induce a stalemate.

"Oh really? What am I to lose here, Hiccup? You're the one who has everything at stake here." Hiccup never thought he'd ever meet an enemy like Cutthroat. Dagur was impulsive, always acting out on thoughts and urges without, usually, thinking things through. Cutthroat, on the other hand, thought of every single detail and wasn't afraid to take what he wanted. He wanted the destruction of the entire Archipelago. The only thing that stood between that was Hiccup. Now, he's taking the single, most important person in his life and putting her life on the line. "But if you refuse to tell me, go right ahead. The result is watching me slice her throat to the bone, watching the blood gush out of her, staining her entire body as it runs down her very body. The best part will be watching the life drain out of her eyes as she stares at you ... wondering how you could not risk the dragons to save her."

Hiccup hung his head, trying to block out what he was saying. But he couldn't stop the images of what he was describing entering his mind, playing over and over again like a nightmare. "What will her parents think when their daughter's lover refused to save her? How do you think they'll take the news of her death, or better yet, dumping her body at their doorstep. That'll be a surprise to wake up to" he chuckled. "What about her brothers? Finding out your big sister, who's looked out for you all your life, is dead. Her whole family will be destroyed, and all because you refused to place your feelings for her above the dragons."

He couldn't risk her life. If she died, he was sure they'd find a way to pin the murder on him and he'll be hunted down for the rest of his life. If she died, he would have lost the reason for coming back to Berk in the first place, and all that work would have been for nothing. If she died, a part of him would die as well. He admitted that he never stopped thinking about her, that he never stopped loving her. They would figure out what to do about the Red Death some other time. Her life was not worth losing for keeping the Red Death hidden.

"H-Hiccup" she breathed out, catching both of their attention. "Don't w-worry about m-me ... just make sure ... they don't f-find ... D-Dragon Island" she breathed out, smiling a little as her eyes connected with his, telling him that it was okay if he didn't give the location. That she was willing to die for _his _cause.

He truly had changed her.

"Well then, I guess it's settled. Say goodbye to her, Hiccup" Cutthroat said, and pressed his knife into her neck.

"I'll tell you!" he screamed. "I'll. Tell. You" he repeated more slowly, seeing that he released the pressure of his blade. Hiccup ignore the stare Astrid was shooting him; one of disbelief.

"Well then, where is it?"

"Only a dragon can find the Island. That's why no Viking has ever been able to find it" he explained. "I can convince my dragon to lead us there, and he'll do it without putting up a fight if I talk to him."

Cutthroat's look of mild surprise gave way to unadulterated pleasure. He had won again. He pulled his fingers from between her thighs and wiped off the substance on her skirt while he pulled his blade away from her neck. "See, was that so hard?" he asked, placing it back at his belt as he walked to the door. "I'll be back tomorrow morning with a few guards to take you to your dragon and convince him. In the meantime, have a nice night you two" he gave a small wave before exiting the room and locking the door.

"Why did you do that, Hiccup?" she asked immediately when he was out of the room. "We're talking about that dragon that's the size of a small mountain. The dragon you described as impossible to bring down. If he releases it, Berk and every other village will be destroyed."

"We can think about it later. I'll talk to Toothless tomorrow and I'll convince him to lead us there."

"Why Hiccup? You were so adamant about keeping Dragon Island a secret. Why are you giving it away now? Just because of me?"

"Yes" he answered softly, looking up to her. "I couldn't bare the thought of losing you, Astrid. You were the one who found me, who brought me back, possibly even stopped me from becoming a..." he didn't finish his sentence. "During that one year in the mountains, I was alone. Alone with my thoughts. I couldn't help but think about Berk ... and all the negative memories it left on me. I began harboring a deep hatred for it, and that if anyone were to show up... You saved me from that future. You reminded what Vikings are capable of that. That they are capable of change. And because ... I love you."

She didn't know how to respond to his confession. "I love you, and I wasn't willing to risk your life because of some madman's goal. It's because of you that ... I'm ... I'm home."

"Hiccup..." she didn't know what to say to him. He possibly risked the fate of the entire Archipelago just for her. "Thank you" she blurted out, smiling while shaking her head. He really was a one of a kind man. Her past feelings that she harbored for him turned out to be right.

"If they do release it, we'll find a way to stop it. We always find a way to stop out enemies."

And she couldn't agree more with him. "You know why?" he asked.

"Because we're Dragon Riders."


	37. The Queen Is Gone
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The only sign that told them it was daybreak, were the small streaks of light breaking through a few see-through cracks in the hull that were well above the water level. After their little conversation yesterday, Astrid concluded that they needed to get all the possible rest they could and so, got comfortable as best as they could. Hiccup pushed himself back to the wall, keeping his arms to his sides and rested his head against the hull. Astrid simply let her head fall forward a little as she settled in for the night. They hadn't known how long they were sleeping for when there were a few knocks, and the familiar sound of a key unlocking the door. The two tiredly opened their eyes to see a few guards with plates of bread and two mugs of water walk in, with Alvin behind them. One guard went to Hiccup's side, un-cuffed one of his hands before settling the plate and mug next to him on the ground.

The other guard untied Astrid's wrists from behind the chair, before handing her the plate and keeping the mug on the floor next to the chair. Both guards then stood close by, their hands at their weapons in case they tried anything.

"You two might wanna eat up, considering we hav' a long day ahead of ourselves" Alvin spoke as the two looked at their food. "If yer' wondering if it's poisoned, it's not. What good would come to me if two were dead?" The two looked at each other before, taking a bite of the bread. It was on the stale side, but it would do for the time being. "After yer' breakfast you'll be heading to convince that dragon of yer's to lead us to Dragon Island" Alvin continued.

"How far are we from Berk?" Hiccup asked.

"We're about fourteen hours west of Berk. Why do ye' ask?"

"We're heading in the right, general, direction of Dragon Island. Toothless should be able to find it when we get up on deck and he's able to focus" Hiccup explained, munching down the last remnants of his bread, before reaching for the mug of water.

"The lass will be coming with us as well."

"Why do I have to come?" she asked, downing her water in one go. The two hadn't been given anything to drink during their torture, or before they fell asleep. It felt as if they were drying up from the inside, and the cool refreshing water cured that.

"Ta' make sure Cutthroat and Dagur and don't try anything. Plus, I figure that dragon of his has taken a likin' to ya'. So I'm protecting ye' and using ye' as leverage."

"I feel so loved" she muttered with a roll of her eyes, placing her mug back down. "Shall we get this over with then?" she asked.

"Yeah" Hiccup agreed.

"Alright then. But no funny business" Alvin warned, before giving the signal to his men to release them. Hiccup's guard unlocked the cuff on his other wrist while Astrid's guard untied her legs from the chair. The two of them rose up, wobbling a bit, getting used to the rocking sensations of the ship. Being tied down and chained to the wall meant no time for standing. They didn't make any attempts to escape, and placing Astrid before himself, Hiccup walked out with her with Alvin and the two guards behind them.

"This way" Alvin beckoned them to follow. He was leading him down the corridor that led to the stairs which opened the inside of the ship to the cool, crisp air of the wind and sea on deck. The two had to temporarily shield their eyes from the morning sunlight. They were glad to be out of the hull that smelled of only fish guts, ale and blood - most likely from the fish. The deck was relatively quiet, with a few Berserker guards posted. There were some catcalls and shrewd comments directed in their way, specifically towards Astrid, due to her lack of clothing from the Berserker guards. She didn't pay any attention to them as she walked past them, giving a few of them a glare. Hiccup took her hand in his, giving it a reassuring squeeze. She smiled in reply, looking at him. However, when they looked ahead, they saw a cage with a black mass in it, up near the captain's wheel.

"Your dragon's been on good behaviour for some reason. I was expecting him to be thrashin' about and all ... but no" Alvin spoke.

"That's because he that beast is smarter than he appears." Both Astrid and Hiccup cringed inwardly at hearing that arrogant voice. Even Alvin sighed in annoyance, turning his head away from them to avoid looking at the mad Chief walking right in between the two Berkians.

"Hope you had a nice sleep, beautiful" he winked at her. Astrid simply smirked before elbowing him in the face, prompting his guards to advance on them.

"Stop!" Alvin yelled, and his men soon unsheathed their weapons and placed themselves between the young Vikings and Dagur's men. It also didn't help that Toothless began thrashing around in his cage, baring his teeth and snarling menacingly.

"What do you mean stop? She elbowed me in the face!" Dagur yelled, pointing at Astrid while holding his nose that began was bleeding slightly.

"And she had good reason to after you threatened to rape her! So as far as I'm concerned, she's settled the score. Now, calm your men down" Alvin commanded. Dagur didn't like his passive attitude towards the prisoners. It was as if he was favoring them over this alliance.

"Do as he says, cousin. We're on his ship. We have to follow his rules" Cutthroat spoke, placing a hand on Dagur's shoulder. Dagur turned to him, and saw that his cousin was serious. "Stand down" he called out, and his men obediently lowered their weapons, while the Outcasts stayed at the ready. Hiccup, who had placed himself in front of Astrid when things got dicey, turned back to look at her. She knew what would have happened if she did that. But she wanted oh so badly to hit him and make him pay for the portion of the torture he had caused her. She wasn't sure if Hiccup was mad at her, but was silently surprised when he smiled at her, and she couldn't help but return the smile.

"You're going to pay later for that" Dagur shot her a glare.

"Enough ... Hiccup, please get to work. I'll watch over her" Alvin said, moving to them while gesturing him to the dragon.

"Go on. I'll be fine. I'm not restrained unlike last time" she gave him a reassuring smile, bumping her shoulder with his. He nodded in reply, before walking to his friend who was caged up.

"Have they been treating you well enough?" he asked.

_"Sort of ... as best as they can treat a dragon anyway. The same can't be said for you."_

"Yeah well ... I've had worse. Aside from that, we need to help them find Dragon Island."

_"I know. I kept hearing their guards talk about finding it by threatening to harm your mate."_

"So you can see why we have to do this" he ignored the last comment. "If we don't help them find Dragon Island, they'll kill her."

_"But that's the thing, Hiccup, I don't sense her"_ he replied. Hiccup's facial expression took one of surprise and curiosity.

"What do you mean you don't sense her? I thought she could communicate with all dragons?"

_"She can, but for some reason I can't sense her. There are two possibilities: either she's dead, which is highly unlikely since no Viking could ever kill that monster, and the other is that she left Dragon Island, which is also very unlikely since she would never leave her home like that without good reason. The only reason I can think of is that a bigger dragon showed up, and even that is nearly impossible"_ Toothless explained. Hiccup turned around, facing his captors. How was he going to explain this? How was he going to say that their prize dragon might not even be at the Island. Actually, they might think that he's attempting to fool them and escape, or that he's trying to mislead them off their goal.

"But could you lead us to the Island?"

_"Yeah. I know my way there. If they let me out of this cage, I can lead them there by pointing my head in the correct direction. And I won't try and escape."_

"Alright, I'll ask them" Hiccup replied, turning his gaze to Alvin and the others. "My dragon said that he will be able to lead us to Dragon Island if he can come out of the cage. I swear on my life that he, or we, won't try anything once he does."

"You expect me to believe that?" Dagur asked, taking a few steps forward.

"Look, you're the one in control here. You know very well I wouldn't do anything to risk Astrid's safety. So even if Toothless and I did try and escape, we'd be endangering her in the process. I'm giving you a way to find Dragon Island. Just let my dragon come out" Hiccup tried to reason with them.

"He's right, Dagur" Alvin spoke, "He won't try anything. Let the beast out" Alvin ordered the guard who had the keys to the cage. The Outcast nodded and jogged to the cage, hands shaking nervously as he unlocked the door, unsure whether the dragon would try something. However, as he opened the door, making sure to stay behind it, Toothless simply walked up to Hiccup, not showing any intention of attempting to escape. Hiccup patted his head in thanks, before looking back at Alvin.

"You might want to head to the wheel, since he'll be directing you" he suggested. Alvin nodded and took his place at the wheel while Toothless reached the bow of the ship, and began tilting his head in the direction of the Island. He had been called to the island so many times, from many different paths that he knew the way to it by heart.

"If he's leading us anywhere else, Hiccup ... you know what happens" Cutthroat warned him, standing dangerously close to Astrid and a look of warning plastered on his face. Hiccup nodded slightly as he watched Toothless continue to give the directions.

_000_

"Any news of where they could have gone?" Stoick asked another group of people who had entered the Great Hall after searching their portion of the island. The leader shook his head sadly, along with explaining how they had searched every cave, tree and bush in their search zone but had come up empty. Stoick sighed gloomily. Astrid's parents were also with him. They had been anxious about the well-being of their daughter ever since the moment she never returned home. They had seen her walk out with Hiccup that night. They knew about the present she was going to give him. But what happened?

"Thank you everyone. Please take some rest. You've been out there all day" Stoick spoke. With appreciative nods from the group, they left to fill their stomachs up from half a day's search, knowing that they'll be heading out again once evening comes.

"Do you think they've left Berk all together?" Arnbjorn asked.

"Astrid wouldn't ever go anywhere without Stormfly these days. It's just not her" Ingrid replied.

"All I know is that Toothless is missing. So there is the possibility that they went flying on him" Stoick added.

"But, shouldn't they have been back by now?" Gobber asked. "I mean, I know they're young adults and they have their needs but it shouldn't take this.."

"Don't ... finish that sentence, Gobber" interrupted Stoick, grasping his forehead in annoyance and the time Gobber had to say that. The Hoffersons weren't looking entirely impressed with that idea either.

"Astrid would never allow that to happen in any case. No matter how ... tense, the situation is" Arnbjorn clarified.

"Getting back to matters at hand, is there any place Astrid has on Berk that she goes to be alone?" Stoick asked.

"No. She normally goes anywhere in the forest for training or the many streams and pools and to relax" said Ingrid.

"What are we going to do? Nearly all of Berk and the small, neighboring and isolated islands have been searched. Where could they have gone?" Arnbjorn asked.

_000_

Snotlout was not having fun. After nearly drowning his health in mead yesterday, and this was before reconciling with his friends, he had had a massive headache waking up at dawn. The reason for waking up at dawn? His mother calling him saying it was an emergency meeting in the Great Hall and that everyone had to be present. With a few large gulps of water to quell whatever pain he could, he lumbered to the Hall where most people were also in similar state. However, the horrible hangovers seemed to have had disappeared when Stoick announced that Hiccup and Astrid were missing and had never returned to their respective homes. He had issued an immediate search across the entire island and neighboring ones as well. Fishlegs, the Twins, Ripper, Heather and himself were in charge of searching the islands since they were the only ones who knew how to ride dragons.

He had just returned to Berk's forest after searching a tiny group of islands, nicknamed Valkyrie's Axe, as they were tiny pockets of sand and rock jutting out of the sea to form, what appeared like an axe from the sky. The blade section of the island held a twenty foot cliff-face that had a single cave in it that seemed big enough for dragons to enter. He did enter it but found no sign of them. With another quick flyover of the island he directed Hookfang back to the forests of Berk to continue his search.

"Honestly wouldn't surprise me if they did have sex" he talked to his dragon who walked slowly behind him. "I mean, from the way they were kissing in her bed and the kiss in front of everyone ... I do understand that they might want their privacy" he shrugged, kicking a stone in his path. He'd be lying if he said he wasn't envious of Hiccup. I mean, he is a guy after all, and what guy wouldn't want a girl like Astrid?

"I hate you Hiccup ... but in a good kind of way now" he said to himself, smiling. Hookfang rolled his eyes at his rider.

_"Of all the people I could get stuck with..."_ his thoughts trailed off. However, Snotlout stopped suddenly and looked around, prompting his dragon to stop and stay silent as well.

"Did you hear that, Hookfang?" he asked again. The two stayed silent a few more seconds, before they began to hear voices ... and not just any voices. "Wait here" he instructed Hookfang before bounding into the bushes, following the direction of the voices.

"Maybe they found something" he said as he slowed down, but, out of curiosity, he hid behind a few trees and bushes to eavesdrop on their conversation. Some habits don't die easily.

"You know, it's a shame they'll never find them" he heard Snorre say.

What? Never find them? How?

"I know. That guy did say once Hiccup has played his part, he'll end his and Astrid's life" he heard Magnus' voice, and the laughter from the group.

"Well, he told me that he'd have a little fun with that walking beauty. Enough so that he said she'd begging him to end her life." Snorre's voice. He'd recognize it anywhere. 'Who is this guy?' he thought. He figured that the group knew what had happened to Hiccup and Astrid; he wasn't that dense. But he needed to find out who had them.

"What was his name, Cutthroat I think?" Knut put the question out there.

"Yeah, and all it took was two hundred gold for the each of us to spike his drink with those herbs. How he knew when the effects would act up is beyond me" Snorre commented. So that's what made him loose his focus during the fight. He knew something was happening to his cousin, but he didn't know what. And pumped with adrenaline and anger, he didn't care at the time. Now though...

"Must have done tests on his own men to make sure it affected Hiccup at the right time" said Ivar.

"I still can't believe how Snotlout lost. I mean, he has to be a shitty fighter if he couldn't win against Useless" Snorre laughed, joined by the rest of the group. Snotlout was fuming right now. Not only had they been behind Hiccup and Astrid's disappearance, they had called him a _shitty _fighter! He immediately turned tail and ran back to Hookfang, making sure he didn't make any noise as to not alert them of someone's presence.

"Come on Hookfang, we have some rotten yak meat to get rid of" he muttered as he took off for the Great Hall.

_000_

"We're nearly there" Hiccup relayed Toothless' call to everyone on the ship. There were a few sounds of 'This plan actually worked' and 'I can't wait to fly my own dragon' going around the ship, but Hiccup knew more than that. He was wondering if Alvin knew of the plan that Cutthroat had told him. He could attempt to tell Alvin right now and cause a crevice in the alliance, but with Cutthroat keeping Astrid within arm's length of himself, that bet was off the table.

They had exited the fog that they had entered over twenty minutes ago and Dragon Island was now in sight for them, except there was one anomaly. "What the Hel...?" Cutthroat muttered upon seeing the huge volcano rising out of the island. The side they were approaching, they bore witness to a huge hole in the side of the volcano.

_"It can't be..."_ Toothless muttered, staring in awe at the destruction. Hiccup and Astrid were also speechless. She had never been to Dragon Island, but she certainly wasn't expecting this. Hiccup was thinking about something else though. The Red Death had to be the dragon that made that hole. She must have come out. But the question is why? Toothless told him that the Red Death would never leave its domain unless it felt threatened to. What a could a dragon of that size feel threatened of. Wait ... Hiccup face-palmed himself. No wonder there weren't any dragon raids since the night of his trial. The Queen of the Dragons was gone. But that still didn't answer the question ... What could drive away a dragon like the Red Death? If it was killed here, a body should be left behind but there's no rotting carcass, no revolting smell ... What happened to that dragon?

"Well, we're here. So Hiccup, how about some statistics on the Red Death?" Dagur asked, ecstatic at the idea that the Red Death was nearly under his command. He was clasping his hands in excitement, however as he began looking around he noticed Cutthroat's displeased and quickly angering face. "What's wrong cousin? We're about to have control of the Red Death. You should be more excited!"

"I would be if it was here!" Cutthroat jabbed his finger in Dagur's chest, pushing him back. "Take a look you idiot" he pointed to the gigantic hole in the side of the volcano, "Does it look like there's anything in there!?" he yelled. He then turned to Hiccup, eyes blazing. "What is the meaning of this!?"

"H-How should I know!? This is Dragon Island as you can plainly see! That hole in the volcano's side is not my doing" he defended himself. This was bad. The deal was to lead them to Dragon Island and lure the Red Death out, but if it wasn't even on the island anymore...

"Calm down! We'll hop ashore, I'll send a few men in there and if they report back, we'll know that the dragon isn't here" Alvin butted in, making sure everything was in order for the moment. Within another twenty minutes, the whole crew of the ship, and the four other ships that accompanied them, had disembarked and a squad of ten men were had already left to confirm whether the Red Death was in fact still inside. Hiccup and Astrid had their wrists bound and were kept sitting on a flat rock near one of the ships while everyone else talked and explored. Toothless was put back inside his cage, much to his displeasure and was kept on the ship, away from the two Berkians.

"Hiccup, what's wrong?" Astrid finally asked him. She had a suspicion something was wrong the moment she saw the hole.

"The Red Death might not be in there" he whispered to her.

"What!?" she whispered in the same tone.

"The Red Death would never leave its home unless it felt threatened. And if it did, once it took care of the problem, it should return, but Toothless told me he never sensed her presence, and that's what worries me." Astrid understood where he was coming at. If Toothless, a dragon, was sure that the Red Death wasn't in there, then it probably wasn't within the distance of at least twenty miles. And if the Red Death wasn't there, the one creature that their captors wanted, their lives would be useless to them. Their fate would soon be decided as the squad of ten men who had ventured in returned unscathed.

"So, what news?" Dagur asked.

"They're all here. That's news enough that the Red Death isn't in there!" Cutthroat yelled at him, his eyes falling on Hiccup's.

"Apart from a few dragons, we didn't see a large one as big as a mountain as reports described" the leader of the group said. That was all convincing Cutthroat needed before he began marching up to the two of them, giving a swift punch to Hiccup's face, sending him toppling into the gravel face first.

"You tricked us!" he exclaimed, barely able to contain his anger. "Where is the Red Death!?"

"I-" Hiccup spat out a bit of dirt before continuing "I don't know. I've never been to Dragon Island for the past three years" he explained.

"I can't believe this" Dagur muttered. "All this trouble for nothing?"

"You definitely had something to do about this" Cutthroat continued. "Berk must know of this island's location. That's the only explanation."

"He refused to tell anyone on Berk about this place" Astrid spoke. "He knew we wouldn't be able to survive if we attempted to fight it, and judging by the size of that hole, clearly he was right about that."

"No. You know. You could have told Berk about the Red Death. In fact, who's to say they don't even have the dragon with them?" he accused.

"Do you even hear yourself? What would Berk gain from having a dragon like that?" She knew though. It would mean unlimited power in the entire Archipelago. Only possible if the dragon could be trained. "We don't have the Red Death and we don't know what the Hel happened to it" she tried to keep an even voice. It seemed that Cutthroat was after something more. No man would be this furious about a missing dragon that no one had control over.

"Oh no ... you know and you're going to tell me" he told her calmly while walking to Hiccup. Astrid put the puzzle together fast and knew what Cutthroat would do to him if she didn't comply with his demands. "Tell me where the Red Death is, or he suffers" he said in an emotionless tone as he yanked Hiccup onto his knees, unsheathed his sword and placed it at his neck.

"Cutthroat, calm down..." Alvin started. "Don't do anything rash. We'll simply ask the lad where the dragon is and continue on from there."

"Don't you see. Berk might have acted without Hiccup's knowledge, and considering she's high up in the ranks, she would know" Cutthroat countered.

"He's right, Alvin. I refuse to believe that the Red Death just upped and vanished with no reason. Either it was captured or killed, and we don't know any tribe in the entire Archipelago that is capable of something like that. The only tribe that could be is Berk because of golden boy over here" Dagur said, taking his place at Cutthroat's side. "Tell us where the Red Death is."

"I don't know. Even if Hiccup did tell me, I would never betray his trust like that! Please, believe me when I'm telling you that I don't know anything" she begged. Her fear for Hiccup was so high, that she couldn't hold back the tears forming.

But before she knew it, she saw Cutthroat push Hiccup onto the ground, followed by a sickening crunch of metal meeting bone and a blood-curdling scream.
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Astrid couldn't remember a time where she was left speechless, horrified, shocked, and scared ... all at the same time. She was just trying to convince Cutthroat that she knew nothing about the whereabouts of the Red Death after landing on Dragon Island. But no matter how many times she or Hiccup tried to convince him, he didn't believe them. She always suspected of being calm and collected in situations like this and Dagur the one loosing control ... not the other way around. No one would be _this _mad at the Red Death's disappearance. But she couldn't dwell on his behaviour right now. Her concern immediately fell upon Hiccup, who was writhing on the ground in agony, a pool of blood collecting where Cutthroat severed his leg.

"You fucking monster!" she yelled attempting to lunge at him, despite her wrists being tied, but was subdued when one of Dagur's men held her down. But that didn't stop her from flailing her legs and repeatedly trying to escape his grasp. "I'll rip your fucking heart out and shove it down your throat!" she stopped her efforts to escape in order to catch her breath, all the while sending that psychopath a glare that would make Odin himself cower in fear.

"I just got rid of his bad leg ... if anything he should be grateful, isn't that right Hiccup?" he asked, placing his right leg on Hiccup's left thigh and applying pressure to it, getting new screams out of him. She glanced down to see Cutthroat pressing down on his thigh with all his might, and the anger couldn't help but boil inside her. "This is necessary to stem the blood-flow, Astrid. You of all people should know this" he smirked at her, and took pleasure in watching her struggle to get free. However, the silence was soon shattered when uncontrollable roars came from aboard Alvin's ship, and the sounds of a cage being put under enormous strain. The men on board couldn't do anything except back away from the Night Fury, in fear that the gate, or the cage itself would break at any second.

The moment Toothless heard his rider's scream, and the immediate scent of his blood a second later, he knew the negotiations turned sour. The last time people had harmed his rider, he destroyed an entire camp of men to save him and killed anyone that stood in his way. The moment he escaped his confinement, he would repeat the same actions.

"You idiot ... this wasn't part of the plan!" Alvin interjected. "You have just brought upon the wrath of Stoick on us! Do you think he'll let this savagery go unanswered on his own son?" he asked.

"Alright, so when he shows up I'll threaten Hiccup's life he doesn't tell me where the Red Death is" Cutthroat said nonchalantly, waving his sword around his arm.

"Y-You have ... to listen..." Hiccup spoke in a whisper, barely enough for everyone to hear. "I-I don't know ... where s-she is ... Ast-Astrid doesn't know ... _Berk _doesn't know" he explained, hoping that their captors might finally see the light.

"And how do I know you're not lying?"

"Because if you were on Berk, you should have at least heard plans of capturing the Red Death, or some drunk would have shouted the location of it!" Astrid yelled at him. She saw Cutthroat's eyes fall down as he turned his head away in thought, and reduced the pressure he was pressing down on Hiccup's thigh with his own leg. She was still held from behind by a Berserker soldier who had now pushed her onto her knees. "Besides, don't you think I would have told you by now!?"

"I should have done this to you" he muttered, looking at her now.

"What?" she mumbled.

"This" he pointed to Hiccup's bleeding wound. "Maybe a bit more" he contemplated, taking a few deep breaths. "_You_ are his weakness. He wouldn't have risked your life for anything. He proved that when he gave up this island's location" he went on. Astrid didn't like where this was going. "Hiccup, I'll ask you one more time. Even if you have any remote idea of where that dragon is, you better say it now, or I'll slit her throat right here and now" he warned them, in a dangerous tone.

"Are you even listening to them you psychopath!?" Alvin yelled walking up to him, but stopped short when Cutthroat raised his blade towards his chest. "They would have told us the location by now. Clearly they don't know!" Alvin wasn't about to let him damn to the realm of Hel just yet.

"I can't afford that answer, Alvin. What will I tell him?" Cutthroat asked.

"Who are you even talking about!? I thought we were working together?"

"You pathetic Outcast piece of shit..." he chuckled, shaking his head "...you actually I thought that this alliance was real? No wonder you're the leader of these idiots" he gestured to the rest of the Outcasts surrounding them. "You were just a pawn to me Alvin. The Berserkers wouldn't have been able to pull this plan off without some extra muscle. I wouldn't have been able to. It's the same instance just as when I asked a bunch of Berkians to spike Hiccup's drink the night before his fight." Astrid immediately averted her gaze from Hiccup to him as he spoke those words.

"What?" she asked.

"You heard me. I thought that the herbs would keep him incapacitated long enough for Snotlout to beat him. But apparently that yak can't even beat a stumbling hiccup. Maybe I should have used a bit more herbs" he pondered. Astrid and Hiccup both couldn't believe it was him. They suspected it must have been someone from Berk who didn't want him to win the duel. "He was supposed to lose the match. With that he would have left Berk and we would have captured him while he was leaving. We were posted in all directions, ready to shoot you down. But you won, and I had to change the plans. Luckily, I had the pleasure of running into you two, otherwise I wouldn't have seen how much the two of you mean to each other."

She couldn't believe what she was hearing. How could this be the same person she met all that time ago? They sparred together in the forests each day while she showed him around Berk ... wait. '_Gods, I'm an idiot!' _she thought. She should have seen it from the start. She literally gave him a tour of Berk, where he could have analyzed its strengths and weaknesses. Not only that, but he must know her fighting capabilities inside out by now.

"Anyway Alvin..." he said, turning back to his accomplice "...but since the dragon isn't here, our little deal is off the table. And if you decide to try anything..." they all heard footsteps along one of the Berserker ships and soon Alvin saw about ten men with their arrows aimed right at him and some of his men "...I'll kill you on the spot and take these two for myself" he finished.

They were all trapped now. Alvin might have had his own ships, but Dagur had brought a few more. Alvin cursed himself. He knew he should have saw that as a sign of betrayal waiting to happen. "You don't wanna try that, Cutthroat. You will regret it" he warned.

"From what?" he laughed. "From the tied whore on her knees? From the cripple at my feet? Or from a bunch morons who can't tell the difference from their mothers and a dragon?" Cutthroat wasn't holding back. "I'm the one in control. I've _always _been the one in control. Getting close to Astrid was part of the strategy. After all, what kind of dumb blonde wouldn't fall for this charming face?" he puts the question out there, making sure he made eye contact with her. "I had to get an initial layout of Berk, and what better way than having my own personal guide? Coming back to Berk to examine his fight..." he pointed to the squirming auburn-head on the ground, who still had no one attending to his leg. Astrid saw the look on his face. He had already lost a large amount of blood, and his skin was beginning to pale. It also seemed that he was on the verge of drifting into unconsciousness. There was even the chance of him going into shock.

"Will somebody help him!?" she screamed, again struggling to break free from her captor's grasp and reach him. "He'll die!"

"Something that Berk always wanted. I'm doing them a favor" Cutthroat replied before turning his attention back to Alvin. "Now, you'll listen to my command from now on, understand?"

"Like you said ... I'm an idiot. I'd never understand anything..." and with quick hands, Alvin threw a dagger, that he kept in the hem of his pants at his back, into the Berserker who was holding Astrid down. Within a few span of seconds later, all Hel broke loose. Cutthroat and Dagur shouted orders to kill all of them except for Astrid and Hiccup and their men charged forward with their archers on the ships taking aim at any Outcast who moved forward. Despite his large size, Alvin managed to dodge a few arrows shot in his direction and reached Astrid, tearing off her ropes.

"Protect 'im" he said, gesturing to Hiccup who was still sprawled against the ground. Astrid didn't need any further prompt as she took off.

"Release the Night Fury!" Alvin yelled to whomever was left on his ship.

"Yes sir!" someone replied as he left the railings and ran to the caged dragon. Unfortunately one of the Berserkers saw him and fired his arrow that hit its mark. Right in the center of the Outcasts' back that sent him to the deck of the ship, just a foot away from the cage. He looked up, and saw the dragon staring back at him, its eyes long turned into slits and snarling menacingly. The Outcast chuckled as he decided to make his last few breaths count. With all his might he reached up and unlatched the locks holding the door shut, before he fell limp on the wooden deck, blood pooling around him. But before passing out into Hel, he heard the that distinct sound of an angry Night Fury roar.

"Toothless!" Astrid yelled as she desperately pulled Hiccup behind a few boulders for cover. In the one minute since he had been released from his confinement, he had already taken out fifteen Berserker men ... and not just firing plasma blasts at them. But charging them and ripping their heads clean from their bodies. Nobody hurt his rider without losing something important. However, when he heard his rider's mate call him, he took off, giving those Berserkers an extra few minutes of life. When he rounded the corner he came upon a horrific site. Astrid had his head in her lap, uttering words that were supposed to make him stay with her. That's when he noticed the wound on his leg ... or rather, his missing leg. She had done her best to stem the flow by completely wrapping his wound with some rags she pulled off a body.

"A-Astrid..." he moaned, reaching for her hand. She responded by clutching his, bringing it close to her cheek, telling him that she was still there.

"Easy Hiccup ... just stay with me, okay?" she pushed on, forcing a smile, despite the tears that were brimming at her eyes. She honestly didn't know if he would make it. They were in the middle of a battle with no help, The Outcasts were nearly wiped out. Only Alvin and a few other of his men were alive and had formed a protective ring around the young adults, fighting to protect them. She didn't understand why though. She understood that Alvin never intended for things to get this dicey, but that was still no reason for him to risk the lives of him and his men for them.

Toothless placed himself in front of his companions, firing past the Outcasts who were fighting with them. His shots always made their mark; hitting each Berserker over his heart - an automatic kill shot. He was going to defend his best friend's life even if it meant he was killed in the process. Alvin had mowed down a few Berserkers himself, but they were outnumbered and he was losing men by the second. Dagur and Cutthroat had even joined the battle.

Cutthroat had a completely neutral expression as he cut down his opponents who charged him. It was almost child's play for him. All he did was move a step back or to the side before bringing his sword down and stabbing his attackers through their hearts before turning back ahead and continuing on. Dagur was a stark contrast, however. He lived for carnage such as this, with bleeding corpses on the ground, the screams of agony from his victims ringing in the chilly air and watching the life drain out of their eyes. Within a few minutes, apart from Hiccup, Astrid and Toothless, only three Outcasts and Alvin were left with around thirty Berserkers surrounding them.

"Okay Alvin, last chance. If you hand over those two, I'll let you and the rest of your men leave Dragon Island alive. They still retain some importance to me so it would be wise to hand them over if you value your life" Cutthroat spoke.

"Like Hel I will! You not only made the mistake of making an enemy out of me, boy ... but Berk as well."

"Ha! Berk doesn't even know where we are. Let alone Dragon Island. What makes you think you even have a chance of surviving if you disobey us?" Dagur butted in, twirling his blood-stained sword in his hand. Alvin glanced around him, taking in what enemies remained. There was no way he would escape alive if he refused his demand. The dragon could probably protect the two of them, but only for so long. He already laid eyes on a few men dragging a metal net to their area.

"What's it gonna be, Alvin?" asked Cutthroat. There was only one solution.

"I don't deal with snakes" he muttered before charging the closest Berserker to him. However, before he could bring his blade down on him, a spine hit the man with such force and momentum in his side, through his chest, that he went toppling a good ten feet before lying motionless on the ground.

"What the..." Cutthroat muttered, turning his gaze to the direction from where the spine had come from. Their confusion was confirmed when they saw a blast of magnesium hit one of the Berserker ships, setting it alight with no hope for the fire to be put out. Astrid looked up to see what the commotion was, and in all her life she had never been more glad to see a dragon ... _her _dragon.

"Stormfly!" her happy cry carried by the wind to the dragon's ears, who made an immediate detour to where they were, taking a protective stance with Toothless, unsheathing her spiked tail and prepared to fire another blast of magnesium.

"Stormfly?" Dagur asked, turning to Cutthroat to see if he knew about it. "Is that her dragon?"

"Yes..." his cousin muttered before his eyes grew to twice their size in realization. He looked to the direction of where the dragon came and sure enough he saw four more dark outlines through the grey clouds in the sky coming towards them.

"Dragons!" he yelled, and everyone on the ground turned their heads in the direction he was looking at. At that moment a Whispering Death broke through the cloud-cover with what appeared to be a rider on top. The dragon was followed by a Zippleback, Gronckle and Monstrous Nightmare - all three with riders on top of them. "Battle positions. NOW!" he yelled, getting into a stance himself. The Whispering Death recoiled its tail and whipped it in their direction, sending a barrage of spines, hitting five men and killing them instantly.

"Ready the catapults!" Dagur yelled to his men on his ships. With the figures approaching ever so quickly, the Berserkers rushed to place the weapons at the sides and stern of the ship, hastily loading in large rocks while their snipers had their arrows at the ready.
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Ripper was closing in by the second and immediately noticed the activity taking place on the Berserker ships. "Alright Bladewing, just like we practiced" he said, releasing the reign and standing up on his dragon's head. Bladewing got within twenty feet off the ground, about fifteen meters from the battlefield. "Slingshot!" Ripper yelled and like clockwork, Bladewing flattened out the spines at the tip of his tail, bringing it to where his rider was. Ripper grabbed the tip and was hoisted up before Bladewing coiled his tail just like the way he would fire spines and shot Ripper right at a group of Berserkers.

The impact had sent everyone sprawling to the ground, however, Ripper's body had become accustomed to the improvised attack with constant training, and he had his twin blades out in no time, mowing down the group he had crashed into. Bladewing, meanwhile, had turned his attention to the ships.

Snotlout, Fishlegs and the Twins weren't far behind either. "Okay guys, you know the plan.." Snotlout said as they approached with their dragons.

"Yep."

"Yeah."

"You betcha ... wait, what was the plan?" Tuffnut asked. Fishlegs smacked his own forehead in annoyance while Ruffnut and Snotlout both gave him dead-panned stares. "Just kidding ... sheesh, some people can't take a joke" Tuff muttered as their dragons broke formation to begin their attack. Fishlegs and the Twins directed their dragons to the Berserker ships, their aim to take them down as fast as possible and then proceeding to join the battle on the beach. However, they suspected that their work wouldn't take that long as they saw Bladewing fly through three of the seven ships, effectively incapacitating them. Two of the remaining ships' catapults took aim at the approaching dragons and fired. Meatlug didn't need to dodge the shot as she caught in her mouth and crushed the rock, before firing her own blast taking out the catapult and anyone near it.

"Let's see some fireworks shall we, Barf?" Ruff said as their dragon came in for a pass over the remaining ships that were all perfectly aligned. Barf released his toxic gas as they passed over, drowning the ships in a sea of green.

"Light'em up Belch!" Tuff yelled and within a second, all of the ships were on fire with desperate crew attempting to jump overboard.

"It's time to help the others" Fishlegs called out. The Twins nodded and followed him back to the battle.

Cutthroat couldn't believe this. His perfect plan turned to shit in a matter of minutes. He looked around just in time to block a strike. "You!" he muttered, seeing who his attacker was.

"You're gonna pay for what you've done" Ripper muttered as he pulled back and got in his fighting stance.

"Oh no. Big brother's angry" he said in a mocking tone. "Too bad for you ... so am I" he spoke before he charged with his sword at the ready. Ripper side-stepped the attack and brought his fist to Cutthroat's face. The impact sent him back a few steps but it wasn't enough to faze him.

"Face it Cutthroat, you're going to lose. So how about you surrender and come quietly" he said. He knew Cutthroat would never accept that fate. Ripper knew all too well that people like him always find a way to escape and live on. But he honestly didn't see anyway for him to get out of this.

"The _real _question is are _you _prepared to kill me" he answered before starting his next attack. This time Ripper blocked his strike with both his swords, and parried it away. He took a step back, before bringing both his swords down in order to disarm him from the sheer force when his blades strike his. However, Cutthroat was more skilled than the average Berserker. He rolled out of the way before lunging back at him, his sword aimed right for Ripper's neck. Fortunately he prepared for any counter before he went through with his own attack he managed to block it. The sound of metal crashing against metal remarkably loud among the battlefield.

"I think I should congratulate you before I kill you" Cutthroat said suddenly.

"And why is that?" Ripper asked, somewhat afraid of the answer.

"A father-to-be eh?" he said. Ripper couldn't help his eyes widen at that single fact. _'How did he know?'_ he thought as he gritted his teeth and pushed him back with all his might. He tried to stop himself from asking in case his opponent was bluffing that knowledge. "You might want to keep a closer eye on your wife in the coming months."

"Who says I'm going to let you live that long?" Ripper backfired before charging him. He raised his right sword and brought it down. Cutthroat, though, was able to parry it away and side-step Ripper's follow-up attack with the sword in his left hand.

"We both know you don't have the guts to kill me here. That's why I have utter confidence in seeing my future." Their moment was interrupted when they heard a few explosions and yells coming from the Berserkers who were being attacked by Snotlout, Fishlegs and the Twins.

"You're right. Pretty soon you'll be begging me to end your miserable life" said Ripper before he charged again. Cutthroat knew his numbers were dwindling. With the Deadly Nadder and Night Fury protecting his prizes and the rest of the Dragon Riders laying waste to his fleet and men, it was a only matter minutes before he was left with no way out. "Why Hiccup?" Ripper asked in the middle of their fight. "Why didn't you come after me?" he parried away one of Cutthroat's strikes. "I had everything to lose, but instead you chose him."

"You had an entire village behind you. And for your information, my spies can only do so much without arousing suspicions."

_'So that's how he knew about Heather ... and most likely of when Hiccup left.'_

"Let me in on this fight!" they heard someone yell from their side. Ripper had just enough time to use one of his swords to block a strike from Dagur. "What do you say cuz'? Two on one?"

"Fine by me" Cutthroat replied as he returned into a battle stance. Ripper looked at both his opponents. He knew Cutthroat was more elegant in fighting while Dagur just went in screaming hoping to hit something. Reminded him a bit of Snotlout actually.

"Alright then. Who wants to be served first?" Ripper beckoned with both his swords to come at him. Unsurprisingly, they both charged him and he blocked both their strikes, parrying them away and rolling away from them. The two cousins followed him; Dagur jumping up and bringing down his sword while Cutthroat followed closely behind. Dagur then attempted to kick dirt into his eyes but Ripper jumped back a few feet before it had any effect.

"For a Chief you sure fight like a coward" Ripper stated before he started his counter-attack. But before he could land a hit on Dagur, a familiar fist found its way to hit Dagur square in the jaw, making land on the ground with thud. Both Cutthroat and Dagur, after recovering from his temporary stun, looked to see who the person was.

"He was always one, to be brutally honest" Snotlout said, pulling out his hammer and standing beside Ripper. "I've got Dagur" he said. Ripper let the faintest of smiles cross his face, muttering a 'Go for it' before the two of them started their attack.
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"Doesn't look too good for them" said a young lady, lowering her telescope (***not sure what the proper name of it at that time***) as she sat upon her Monstrous Nightmare, watching the fighting take place on the beach from her comfortable spot on one of the many ledges that covered the mountain on Dragon Island, a good two kilometers away from them.

"What else do you expect from the Berserkers? They're just a bunch of headless cocks running about with no clue of where to go" her male companion said from atop of his Rumblehorn.

"Should we help them?"

"No. You head back and deliver the news to him. I'll deal with Cutthroat and Dagur."

"What about Alvin the Treacherous?"

"He was never part of the alliance. Cutthroat just needed some hired muscle" the male said before looking over and gesturing for her to leave. The young woman acknowledged with a nod and with a huge flap of her dragons' wings was off into the grey skies.
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Stormfly and Toothless had no trouble holding off the Berserkers. Their bodies lay around either burnt to a crisp or with at least three spines impaling each body. With Stormfly keeping watch in case there were any surprise attackers, Toothless turned his attention to his injured rider. He laid his eyes upon his wound that was wrapped with some torn fabric from one of the Berserkers, but that little good to stem the blood-flow. The cloth was beyond a deep red colour and there was a pool of blood right below his leg. Astrid had also been applying pressure on his thigh to slow it down as best as she could. But with each passing second, she feared she was going to lose him. They had to get him out of here and quick. She quickly stood up to see what the situation was.

Berserker and Outcast corpses littered the beach, but there didn't seem to be any more Berserkers left, other than Dagur and Cutthroat who were dueling Ripper and Snotlout. "Astrid!" she heard name from the sky. She looked to see two dragons landing near her with Fishlegs and the Twins atop of them.

"We need to get Hiccup out of here!" she wasted no time in getting back down to him to prepare him for the flight while her friends approached them.

"Oh Gods..." Ruffnut muttered, seeing the extent of his injury.

"He's already lost a lot of blood. Quickly, help me patch him up" she urged. The female twin wasted no time in running back to her dragon to grab a satchel of medicinal herbs that she brought just in case the worst had happened.

"Okay, this is gonna hurt ... a lot" she muttered the last part to Hiccup as Astrid removed the makeshift bandages from his leg. Fishlegs nearly vomited on site upon seeing Hiccup's injury. He could have sworn he saw a bit of white as well. They carefully placed his head on Astrid's lap and she placed a cloth in his mouth for him to bite on when Ruff would administer the treatment. "You ready?" she asked, looking at Hiccup and Astrid. Hiccup, however, was teetering on the border of unconsciousness and Astrid yelled to her to get it over with.

"Alright!" she pressed the herbal paste into the wound. If Hiccup was on the edge of unconsciousness, he wasn't now as the cloth in his mouth drowned out what would have been another blood curdling yell. He tried to move his other leg and kick whoever was the source of his new pain but Tuffnut dove onto his leg, holding it down as he struggled. He was about to use his hands but Astrid began whispering comforting phrases.

"Don't worry, Hiccup ... I'm here okay?" He looked up, his eyes brimming with tears and fear. "Everything's going to be okay. You'll be okay. Just keep your eyes on me, alright?" she forced a small smile through her lips to calm him down. It seemed to be working as she felt his body lose its tension and relax in her arms. "Are you almost done?" she asked her friend, not breaking eye contact with him.

"Almost" Ruff said as she applied the last bit of the paste around his wound. "Done!" she said before grabbing some medicinal cloths and proceeding to wrap it around his wound. "That should temporarily stop the bleeding and any bacteria, but we have to get him out of here and fast" she said, rushing over to Astrid's side to help carry him to Stormfly. The group heard the grunts, yells and sound of metal clashing against metal over twenty metres away, however Astrid could care less about what happened to Cutthroat and Dagur right now. Her main concern was getting Hiccup out of here and into proper medical treatment.

"Fish, Tuff, go help finish them off" she ordered. The two of them didn't even need to give a reply as they took off towards the fight. Tuff unstrapped his mace from his belt and Fishlegs got his hammer out.

Stormfly lowered herself down to allow them to place Hiccup on her back. Astrid hopped on first before helping to pull Hiccup on top and place him in front of her. "Don't worry. Gothi and the a few other healers were prepared for any severe injuries when you two will return" Ruff said as Stormfly stood up. Toothless ran up to them, cooing in worry that they were taking Hiccup where he couldn't keep an eye on him.

"It's alright, Toothless. I'll make sure that he lives through this" Astrid said, extending out her hand. The Night Fury looked into her eyes and knew from the moment her blue irises met his green orbs, that she would do it or die trying. He pushed his snout to her hand, showing that he trusted her and had put his faith in her to protect his best friend. He pulled away after a few seconds and watched, along with Ruffnut, Stormfly take off and fly at her maximum speed to reach Berk in time.
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Dagur fell face-first into the hard gravel of the beach from a vicious strike of Snotlout's fist. "Get up" Snotlout said, standing over Dagur's sword. Just a few seconds ago, Snotlout had brought down his hammer with bone-breaking force on Dagur. Of course he raised his sword to block it, but the impact was severe enough to make him drop it, which allowed for the punch that sent him onto the ground. Cutthroat wasn't doing well either. He was pushed back to where his cousin was by Ripper. He had a few minor cuts and scrapes on his arms, but nothing serious. He could have kept going if his cousin wasn't disarmed and if two extra Berkians were running towards them.

Or the fact that their entire army of men lay dead on the blood-soaked beach. "Surrender" Ripper said once again.

The only way out was the ocean ... if they had a boat or men to cover their escape. He looked around, desperate for a way out. He could easily take out Tuffnut and Fishlegs but that would just give Ripper an opening to kill him. However, when his eyes turned to the skies behind the Berkians, he couldn't help but smile.

"Stay on your guard!" shouted Ripper, tightening the grip on his swords. The others did as well and prepared for whatever trick Cutthroat might have had up his sleeve.

"Well it's been fun gentlemen" he said, sheathing his sword and pulling Dagur up by his collar and holding him. "But I'm afraid my ride has arrived" he said, putting a hand up in the air. The guys looked at each other, uncertain of what he was trying to do, but weren't able to react fast enough when they felt a gust of wind blow them to the ground. Ripper was the first one to recover, and when he gazed up, he saw the smug grin plastered across Cutthroat's face as he held onto one of the hind legs of a ... Rumblehorn? And ... was that a rider on its back?

Snotlout, Tuffnut and Fishlegs also gazed up, dumbfounded that there was another dragon rider. "Do you know him?" asked Fishlegs.

"No..." Ripper muttered. He sighed in annoyance, sheathing his swords back into their scabbards. "It seems like Cutthroat and Dagur do have powerful friends."

"But why didn't he kill us when he had the chance?" Tuff asked.

"I don't know ... maybe a message to us that we're not the only dragon riders out there."

"Anyway, whoever that hotshot dragon rider is ... one thing is for certain" Snotlout said, hoping the others would catch where he was going with this.

"This isn't the last we've seen of those two" Ripper finished. The others nodded in agreement. "And it's _definitely _not that last time we'll see that rider."

**A/N:**

**Well guys, there's the chapter. Also I wanted to ask all of you a favour: If anyone of you know what kind of medicine they used during this time period, and the names of them, could you please PM me about it. I would really appreciate it. **


	39. Secrets

**A/N: **

**Well everyone, this is it ... the _LAST _Chapter. I have to say it's been a Hel of a ride with this story. Actually, it's my first _completed_ story here on Fanfiction. That is an achievement I'm actually proud of. **

**I just want to give a shout out to all the readers who have stuck with this story to its very end. I'd like to give a shout out to all the reviewers as well for writing your thoughts on each chapter. It's always nice to see and read what you, the readers and critics, have said about my story. It's not perfect; they're spelling errors here and there and I sometimes forget the vocabulary for certain situations. But you guys put all of that aside and still read. **

**Anyway, without further-ado, here's the last chapter of TPDTF.**

* * *

><p>Astrid sat by his bed once again in the Chief's house this time, refusing to leave his side even after her parents had repeatedly urged her to have her wounds properly checked by Gothi. She only responded with the same reply, "Hiccup had it worse than me." The injuries he had sustained in his fight against Snotlout would take longer to heal now. And his leg was a whole other story. Now his left leg ended where his knee should have been; the stump covered in medicinal linens coated with a special herbal paste to hasten the healing process. Despite his promising outlook, it pained her every second seeing his eyes filled with pain they were stitching up his wound and applying the herbal paste that seemed to burning his wound even further. All she could do was lower her head, block out everything else in his sight and whisper comforting words to calm him down. Her actions did have dramatic effects as he only focused on her eyes and tried to block out everything else.<p>

After his condition had been stabilized, Gothi had him drink a strong sedative to help him sleep easier and rest. She estimated that a week or two in bed with constant scheduled bandage changes before he was ready to walk again. Provided that Gobber had his new prosthetic ready by then. After Gothi was sure he was asleep, she had turned her attention to Astrid. Knowing that the young shield-maiden wouldn't leave her beloved's side, she had one of her apprentices bring the necessary medical items to treat her wounds.

She only had to treat a few cuts and bruises. Nothing out of the ordinary in terms of injuries for a Viking. Her parents had brought her a change of clothes and some food for her as well. They told her how worried they were; how they were praying to Odin and all the Gods to bring her back alive. Her mother was in tears when she enveloped her in a hug; her father on the brink of them. Her brothers also rushed to her, hugging her around her waist and stomach and not letting go, both bawling over how close they thought they were to losing their big sister. Despite her concern for Hiccup, she couldn't help the overwhelming tears of joy escape her eyes as she was reunited with her family.

It was most likely, the only occasion where everyone saw the entire Hofferson family in tears.

However, as they moved Hiccup from Gothi's hut to the Chief's house, she could see that the Chief couldn't share her family's exact emotions. Of course he was glad his son was alive, but at a huge cost. His leg. He had only seen Vikings sustain such injuries in their late thirties, forties, even fifties for that matter ... never at such a young age. And to his own son. She had an idea of what the Chief would have been feeling.

Anger. Regret. Sorrow. Emotions all directed towards himself. She, along with the whole village, was there to hear his words when he asked Hiccup for forgiveness and promised that he would be a better father from then on. She knew he'd be cursing himself for not being able to protect his own son. He dropped by every chance he had; every time there was a niche open in his busy schedule, to check up on his condition. And she was there every time he came, along with Toothless, who had his head placed where Hiccup's left leg should have been.

And every time the Chief dropped by, he always brought her something to eat. He even brought fish for Toothless, knowing the dragon wouldn't venture more than ten feet from his rider. It was on one of these drop-by's that he had an interesting talk with her.

"How's her doing?"

"He's still out. He wakes every now and then, only asking for water or food, but he's too groggy to realize it who it is before he goes back to sleep" she said softly as she chewed on her mother's homemade smoked cod. He nodded silently, and she could tell by the look on his face that he was thinking of something else to say.

"Ye' two have ... grown quite close" he stated, more so for his realization.

"Yeah."

"He, uh ... he's really lucky to have a girl like you, Astrid."

She couldn't help but blush under his comment. "If anyone's lucky here, it's me. I don't deserve a man like him."

"I may not know much about love, Astrid ... but I do know that not many people find their true opposite self" he started. "I've had to conduct and attend countless number of marriages, on and off Berk. And I can tell you now that a good chunk of them involved people getting married for power or money; hardly out of love. Apparently I've learned you have to fight for what and whom you love. However, on most occasions, people lose. But ... there are those two individuals, who do not care about what others think, about the rules, about traditions ... and take matters into their own hands" he stopped, making eye contact with her as she listened intently.

"They always choose to stick by the ones they love, till death do them part ... Promise me, you'll take care of my son" he said, and she knew that apart from indirectly accepting her love for his son, was giving her his blessing.

"I will" she replied strongly. Just as he demonstrated that he was willing to die for her, she would also die for him in an instant. That conversation happened two days ago and it only seemed the bond between the two had grown even stronger with that small favour from him. It height of the afternoon now; three days since they had returned from their ordeal and Hiccup had to realize that she was there. Granted he had remained asleep the whole day yesterday. Astrid was sitting faithfully by his side, reading looking over his journal and reading the adventures he had been through since the day he left Berk. She herself had thirst adventure, and Hiccup had been living it for the last five years. From the way he wrote he recollections, she could easily picture every colour, every atmosphere, every building, person, child, item - you name it.

"You should really get into writing" she said softly. She hoped that he could hear her.

"Drawing's more of his thing" she heard a voice. Toothless looked up while she turned around to see Ripper leaning against the door frame. "How's he doing?"

"He's recovering well. Still hasn't _completely _woken up yet" she said, turning back to look at him.

"Where'd you get his journal?"

"I found it while gathering some of the things he brought to the forge here. Figured I might read through his many adventures. You two have had quite a lot of them, despite your claim of a peaceful life on Sharkslane" she smirked.

"If you were worried about the trouble we got in, don't worry. I made sure that we found them" he chuckled. He was glad to see her laugh at that as well.

"I'm glad this whole ordeal is over" she said, letting her hand fall on his while she lightly stroked it.

"I honestly should have suspected Dagur and Alvin from the start" Ripper said, shaking his head.

"You know it's not your fault. Don't beat yourself up for it" she tried to convince him.

"It's just that ... they did attack Sharkslane a few times, always threatening him or me to help them locate Dragon Island, or train dragons for that matter. I should have realized that's what they were after the moment you two were discovered to be missing."

"And what happened to Alvin?"

"He's about to be trialed by Stoick and the Council" he replied.

"In the end, if it wasn't for him, Hiccup and I could be Thor knows where" she reminded him.

"I know that. So does the Chief. But, he still has to pay for whatever crimes he has committed against Berk, plus the aiding in the kidnapping of you and Hiccup."

"I know. It's just..." she didn't know where to go. Sure Alvin had kidnapped them and attacked Berk when they first arrived, but if it wasn't for him turning against the Berserkers having his men release Toothless, Ripper and the others might not have made it in time. "All I'm saying is he does deserve some leniency. After all, nearly all of his men died when he decided to turn against them."

"Maybe you're right. Also, I'm sure Stoick has factored that in so they might take it easy on him. I'll let you know the details" he said. Ripper knew she wouldn't leave Hiccup's side, so he might as well keep her updated with the news going around the village.

"What about Snorre and his gang? What punishments do they receive?" She honestly hoped it was banishment. In fact, she wondered why she was asking in the first place.

"Well, Snorre has been banished since it was his decision to interfere in the match and wished for harm on Hiccup. The others will be in in the cells for a month ... at least."

"When is he supposed to leave?"

"When Hiccup regains consciousness and is able to walk, or limp with a crutches. Stoick wanted to make sure he sees him leave Berk. And of course, the punishment is death if he's seen anywhere near or on Berk" Ripper said with a smile.

"Serves the bastard right" she said with no remorse. To bully someone was one thing. But to constantly hold hatred for no apparent reason for so long and to even as to steep so low of spiking someone's drink so that he would lose the match? She actually wanted to know why he hated Hiccup so much so that she could beat every bit of common sense into him to show him how wrong he is.

"But you shouldn't be thanking me, it's Snotlout who found out their little secret and came to the Chief about it" he mentioned. "If he didn't, then all our previous assumptions of you and Hiccup disappearing for good would have been true."

"I'll make sure to thank him the next time I see him" she replied. She flipped a page of the journal and landed on a drawing of her. Her eyes couldn't help but widen at the highly intricate and detailed drawing of her. She smiled at the setting. It appeared she was in some sort of cove sitting, on a slab of flat rock, just admiring the beauty of the pond, or small lake, she was looking at in the sketch. Large trees surrounded her and a few small birds were dotted about the page, with what looked like to be sunlight streaming in on her in the clearing. However, this sketch only had a view from afar. When she turned to the next page, it was safe to say that her breath had been stolen.

It was almost as if she was looking in a mirror. The image was a closeup of her. Her attire was nearly the same as what she was wearing. Her braid was present, but not in the design she had it now; more of her old original braid when she was fifteen. Although the drawing seemed to portray her as probably eighteen, or nineteen years old, definitely not when she was sixteen or fifteen. That she was sure of. Her facial features were nearly identical - same oval shaped face, the same intensity of her eyes, same nose, same cheeks and her lips were a bit more puffy in this but not enough to draw on ridicule or embarrassment. That was the only feature that was different from the living her, and yet it was still such a minor detail that he didn't get quite right. She looked around the page, to see if there was some sort of evidence as to when the image had been drawn. When she found the numbers, they didn't correspond to the time she found him. They dated back an entire year.

How could Hiccup have had any clue as to how she looked, and her slight change in clothing as well? He made sure of himself to avoid coming to Berk, unless he lied about coming just to see her, but that assumption she even closed with the hatred he had for anyone from Berk at that time. She was so caught up in the drawing that she didn't notice Ripper walk up to peer over her shoulder at what had left her so flabbergasted.

"He never stopped loving you, you know" he brought her out of her thoughts. She turned to look at him as he continued. "He tried to get over you. Immersing himself in projects in the forge, dragging me along on his many adventures, even randomly talking about how much he hated Berk and you" she couldn't help but look down at the last bit Ripper mentioned. "But, I could see it in his eyes the longing for you. Even when we came upon picturesque settings, he would always comment under his breath about how it didn't compare to you, or how you might have loved to see it with your own eyes. In fact, despite trying to convince himself that he left you and Berk behind, he never truly left you out of his thoughts. He didn't know but I did see his drawings of you. He didn't do them frequently, but he did do them enough that anyone with a brain could have figured he was still in love with you. Now, he would have called people like that - me in fact - idiots for thinking such things. But as a close friend, I could see he was lying."

She broke eye contact with him to look back at Hiccup, who was sleeping peacefully in front of her, and she couldn't help the thankful and proud smile adorning her lips. "He really is a one of a kind person, isn't he?" she asked, the question directed at herself though, and not Ripper.

"He's already shown he's willing to die for you. As a friend, and you could say elder brother, don't screw this up" Ripper warned her. She only chuckled in reply. She always saw Ripper looking out for Hiccup even when they were just youngsters. Snotlout, Snorre and his gang would just immediately stop their bullying or teasing when Ripper showed up, full aware of the fact that he could turn physical if they were harming Hiccup too much. He was always there to help him look at the bright side of life. He would go into the woods with him to help him hunt for trolls, tried to teach him how to fish and even taught him a few sparring lessons, much to Hiccup's displeasure. He was the big brother that Hiccup deserved. Astrid even saw him as a big brother. He never did try and hit on her when they were fifteen or fourteen. He was always trying to steer her to Hiccup, in a discreet way. Now she understood why he always did try to pair her up with him.

"I'll never disappoint him again. I swear by my life" she said to him. A groan from the bed interrupted their conversation. Toothless, who was smiling on the inside, hearing their conversation, shot his head up immediately and looked over his rider. Astrid and pushed her chair forward so that she would be in his view when he opened his eyes and Ripper also walked to the end of the bed.

They watched him reach up with his hands to rub away the tiredness from his eyes as he opened them slowly, gazing at the three pairs of eyes that were on him. He looked from Toothless to Ripper and finally to Astrid, who was staring at him with most concern. However, the words he uttered from his mouth were enough to dispel any concerns she had.

"We have got to stop meeting like this" he rasped, with a toothy grin. Astrid only hung her head, shaking it, trying to hold back a laugh. Ripper wasn't afraid to do so as his laughter echoed through the room while Toothless warbled happily that his rider was alright.

"You idiot" she muttered as she hugged him carefully.

"I'll go get the others" Ripper said, leaving the three of them to briefly catch up before Hiccup would be swarmed with attention from the rest of the gang.

000 (2 Weeks Later)

"How's the new leg?" he heard an angelic voice ask him. He looked up from his work desk in his private room and saw Astrid leaning against the door frame.

"Well, Gobber did a decent job at it, but I'm working on making a few tweaks to it" he said as she walked in, coming up behind him, and hugging him from the back, giving the top of his head a gentle kiss before resting her chin on his shoulder. As soon as Ripper had spread the word that Hiccup and fully awoken, his father, Gobber and the rest of the gang rushed to the house, to see how he was doing and commend him for his bravery in a life-threatening situation. Even Astrid's parents arrived, both of them thanking him for protecting their daughter. It was also there that Hiccup learned he would have to learn to walk with a prosthetic. The fake leg would make up for what missing beneath his knee.

The news was hard at first; to learn to walk again. However, it didn't bother him as much as they thought it would. He knew it would be difficult and pain-staking, but there was no other option. Other Vikings had missing arms and legs, and they didn't complain about it. They just adapted without them. Gobber had to make due with two missing limbs! So if Vikings could get on with their lives, why couldn't he?

Gobber had brought the leg four days after he woke up. With the time lapse, he would have had enough time to regain enough strength and have enough rest to prepare for the grueling task of learning to walk. And Astrid was with him through every step of his recovery. She always pushed him on when he needed it and always told him to take it easy, not to exert himself too much since he was still recovering from the rest of his injuries.

"So what did you have in mind?" she asked, as she looked over his designs for a new leg.

"Well, it's going to be made of metal this time, and not wood" he gestured down to it. "I'm going to try and make different bases for walking, so that I can handle any terrain without having trouble and make it more suited to my weight. Don't get me wrong, Gobber did an excellent job, but it doesn't quite suit me" he looked at her.

"I think it's an amazing idea, and I won't be surprised if he expected to add your own changes. It is you after-all."

"I'm not sure to take that as an offense or complement" he said jokingly.

"A complement" she replied, turning to look at him and planted a soft kiss on his lips.

"I guess I'll have to get used to walking in on these" they heard an all too familiar voice.

"You know, I'm starting to think you just love to tease me more than the rest of the world" Hiccup replied, as the two turned their gazes to the door to see Ripper standing with Heather, who appeared to be holding in a giggle.

"I'm your big brother. It's my job to embarrass you" he said as Heather moved to give Astrid a hug.

"How are you doing?" she asked.

"The baby and I are fine, although it's still a bit too early for the baby to have major effects on me" Heather replied.

"How are you holding up?" asked Ripper.

"The leg's not bad. It's still getting used to it" Hiccup replied.

"I wasn't talking about the leg."

"Oh" Hiccup deadpanned. They knew what he was referring to. Three days ago, Snorre had been officially banished. He was asked to pack up his belongings and leave on the boat that they had prepared for him. They were waiting for him at the docks, glad to see him off. Hiccup, though, was more disappointed than glad. He truly did want to patch things up with Snorre, move past whatever had happened in the past between them. However, it seemed that the hatred Snorre had for him ran deeper than history. Before he set off though, he left Berk with a clear warning - that he would have his revenge, and he would do it through any means necessary. Not only on Berk, but Sharkslane as well.

"The guy had it coming. I just hope the seas have swallowed him up and left no trace behind" Astrid huffed, crossing her arms. It would be good riddance to a helpless being.

"He's too good a sailor for that to happen" Ripper noted. "One thing is for sure is that we will see him again in the future. We all have to be wary of whom we meet from this day on."

"Couldn't agree more" Hiccup replied. "How's Alvin doing?"

"He's alright. He'll be leaving back to Outcast Island two days from now" Astrid replied.

"It'll be good for Berk to have allies like the Outcasts" Ripper said, looking at the bright side of it. "Just hope the 'Treacherous' part of his name can be dropped from his title."

"Either way, my dad will be careful around him. Doesn't hurt to be" said Hiccup.

"Anyway, what brings you two by?" Astrid asked.

"Oh, we've come to tell you that we'll be leaving tomorrow back to Sharkslane" Heather replied.

"We've been here long enough. And it's about to time to leave. I still have to continue my training under Treeroot to be the next Chief. Something that you'll have to start soon, Hiccup." Said main groaned in response, turning back to his desk and burying his face in his hands.

"I forgot I'm the heir to Berk" he muttered, getting a few laughs from the others.

"Yeah, you'll have a lot of arguments, land disputes, council sit-ins and laws to memorize. Have fun with that" Ripper said, patting him on the shoulder which only resulted in another groan.

"I'm assuming there's going to be a farewell feast tonight for you two?" Astrid asked.

"Yeah. Wouldn't be Vikings if we missed the chance for free food or mead now, would we?" he replied.

"Remember, you promised not to have any" Heather slapped his shoulder, to which he only grumbled in response.

"Why can't you have any?" Hiccup asked.

"Because since I can't have any alcohol due to a growing child inside of me, he promised that he wouldn't either" Heather said, looking at her husband. Hiccup never felt so bad for his friend, however, he couldn't stop the laughter that erupted from him to see his friend clearly in distress.

"I'm sorry" he rubbed away a tear, "but you have no one to blame but yourself, mate" he said.

"Just wait until she's carrying your child" he gestured to Astrid. "I would pay a shipload of gold to watch those nine months."

Astrid and Hiccup only blushed from his retort, avoiding eye contact with each other. They hadn't crossed the baby topic yet and weren't hoping to for probably another good six to ten months.

"Anyway, everyone will be gathering in the Hall by dusk. We'll see you two there" Heather bid them goodbye, pushing her husband out of the room.

000 (3 Months Later)

Captain Markus stared in what could only be described as horror at the site around him. Half of his fleet was ripped apart, with no survivors from the ships and the waters surrounding the remaining fleet was stained took on a reddish colour, with bodies floating at the surface. Shouts could be heard from the remaining ships as the winged beasts took turns making runs to carry off men and tear them apart in their claws or jaw, or leaving a trail of fire on the main deck, burning alive whoever was caught in the flames. He had his men prepare for dragon attacks on their voyage up to the north. He had catapults, archers and metal nets to trap them and hopefully condemn them to a watery grave. What he didn't expect was to be raided by more Dragon Riders who were just as ruthless as the beasts they were on.

One was particularly insane, jumping off his dragon and onto the deck of one of the ships, cutting down every man that stood in his way, screaming in joy as he heard the pleas from his victims to be spared. At this time, Markus wasn't concerned by that single man. He was concerned by the sword his accomplice was holding to his neck. "W-who are you?" he asked. His helmet had long been dislodged when his attacked too him by surprise. The fight was short. He was out maneuvered by the Viking in a matter of seconds. Any of his men who attempted to aid him were cut down by the man in front of him, or carried off by the two Dragon Riders in the air.

"Shut-up" the man said as he signaled to his comrades that the leader had been brought down. The two other dragons in the air, a Monstrous Nightmare and Rumblehorn landed on the deck of the ship, the remaining men cowering back in fear of the beasts, and the dragons they rode.

"You did well, Cutthroat" the man who rode the Rumblehorn said.

"It was pretty easy actually" he replied.

"Dabria, make sure his cousin is under control. We need all the men we can get" he ordered the female rider.

"At once Cadman" she replied, taking off on her Nightmare to the other ship.

"Captain Markus, may I introduce myself. My name is Cadman Arken, and I would like to graciously extend an offer for you and your men to join us and our cause."

Markus looked around him. The sword at his throat, his men huddled to one corner of the ship by the man's dragon, and the other two dragons flying in the sky, one a deep purple colour and staring at them with disdain, the other a huge dragon with a round head and snake like body.

"How about if I'm on my two feet, then we can chat?" he asked. Cutthroat looked at Cadman for an order. He nodded his head, and he took a few steps back, sheathing his sword. Markus stood up slowly, eyeing the man who was prepared to offer him a deal.

"I heard you once had captured a Dragon Rider" he started.

"Look, if he's one of yours, I am deeply sorry for the treatment he was..."

"He was not one of us" Cadman said. "In fact, he can be considered as our enemy. He rode a dragon as black as night, didn't he?" Markus nodded. "That dragon was a Night Fury. One of the rarest and most impressive creatures that the Gods ever let roam this world-"

"What exactly are you here for?" Markus interrupted him. "You destroyed half my fleet, slaughtered over half my men and now what?"

"We want someone like you to join us" Cadman replied calmly.

"And why would I want to join you?"

"For starters, we won't kill you and the rest of your men. But the other reasons, you will have revenge on that man who escaped you. We can even give you your own dragon. We could give all your men dragons and train all of you. And when the time comes for you to depart, you all could take your dragons back to Rome, and what do you think of the welcome you'll receive?" he smiled. Markus couldn't help but picture that himself. If he was seen riding on dragons, the enemies of Rome would be annihilated in a heartbeat. The politicians would undoubtedly reward him a place in the Senate. He could appointed the right hand man of the Emperor. He would be the most successful Captain, most likely even General, of the Roman Army.

"How do I know that you won't turn back on your word?" he asked.

"These aren't the terms I'm setting. I'm simply relaying the terms my superior asked me to convey. And if you can't take his word, then your other choice is death, to be put simply" he said.

"And who is this superior of yours? Shouldn't a man lead his men from the front?"

"He is a man who has no parallel in this world. You'd be considered fortunate to work under him. And he does reward his men well for their loyalty."

"What does he strive for in this world?"

"A man usually tried to control the things around him - his life, family, job, every little thing. But few men have the power to do so. He can control dragons by a simple wave of his bull-hook. He can instill fear in the hearts of beasts and men alike. So if you choose not to work for him, I will kill you where you stand, Captain Markus."

"If he desires power, what's to stop him from attempting to capture Rome and her territories?" he asked.

"I do not know what goes on inside his head, Captain. I'm simply one of his Generals. I only carry out what he orders me to. Now, if you're done with your questions, what say you?"

The Roman Captain took one more look around him - the destruction and death brought upon by these beasts, coupled with only four humans. If he followed this superiors' command, if he commanded his own squad of Dragon Riders, and if he returned to Rome with them, Rome would have no rival for the rest of her days. And if this superior could attack his home, he would have the means of defending it. Not to mention the knowledge he'd bring with himself and his men once they return to Rome. And most of all, he could have his revenge on that boy and his dragon for the humiliation they caused him.

He extended his hand towards the General, and Cadman reached out and grabbed hold of his.

"We have an accord."

000 (Same Time Period)

Astrid directed Stormfly to a group of isolated, small islands grouped together - Hiccup called it Valkyrie's Island, after her. He _told_ her he found it on one of his mapping flights; a four hour flight south of Berk, where the weather was warmer and the seas were calmer. He had told her wouldn't be participating in the Dragon Race that day because he wanted to explore the islands a bit further. He had wanted her to join him as well, but knowing her competitive nature and unbeaten record in the sport that was started only two moons ago, he told her to meet him there after her race. He had given her a map of how to get there and with a quick peck on the cheek was off on Toothless to her island.

It was another victory for her as usual. The only real competition were the Twins, but only because Snotlout and Fishlegs kept giving sheep to Ruffnut in hopes that she'd choose one of them. She only shook her head in annoyance and amusement. First off, that was not a way to a girl's/woman's heart. Second, Ruffnut was a lost cause to them. She had confided to her about how annoying and tiring it was to have the two of them follow her around all day, trying to win her affection. She couldn't really help her friend because she honestly had no clue about what to do with them. Once word had got out that she and Hiccup were an official couple, all her suitors simply ... vanished. Granted there were a few young men who still tried, but she didn't have to do anything anymore. If Stormfly was around, she would threaten the males to leave with her spikes, without Astrid ever lifting a finger to tell her to do so. If Toothless was around, he would simply snarl and fake charge them, warning them to keep their distance.

And if Hiccup was around when they tried to flirt with her, he would usually tell Toothless to do something about it, since his dragon was always with him, or he would come ask her to come help him with something. He never really took the violent approach when it came with those suitors, but she had the fleeting suspicion that he wouldn't really mind showing the protective/jealous side of himself.

The islands were relatively beautiful. Most of them had clumps of trees with thin trunks and weird looking leaves that only branched out from the top. There were other trees as well, more that were native to Berk and its surrounding lands. A few islands were had large, rocky cliffs, while in the center, was what Hiccup described as a semi-dormant volcano. She did a few circles of the islands before finding her man in a picturesque clearing by a clear crystal clear mini lake that swarms of fish teeming in it. It was one of the most beautiful sites she had ever seen.

"Afternoon M'Lady" he called out once he spotted her. Once she had landed, she hopped off and couldn't help but do a few circles, gazing up at the tall trees that surrounded the clearing and listening to the sound of the birds that called the trees their home.

"When did you find this place?" she asked, still looking around.

"A year ago. Came across it as I was leaving Sharkslane. Couldn't really come up with a name until now" he replied.

"Valkyrie's Island?" she mused, shooting him an amused grin as she walked up to where he was sitting. He had laid a blanket out across a low slab of smooth rock that was right on the edge of the shallow lake. She took her seat beside him, immediately starting work on his hair. She had already fixed one braid into it, beginning work on a second. He did voice his displeasure of her fixing braids into his hair, but since he never did anything to remove them, she figured as long as it was from her, he didn't _really _mind.

"Well it is beautiful, never seen anything like it before. And it did remind me of you back then" he said, glancing at her.

"How long have you been waiting for me?"

"Oh, for about three to four hours or so. I lost track of time when I went in for a dip" he said. She noticed. She _really _noticed.

He was shirtless when she arrived, and she had a perfect view of his back where his muscles had been molded from years of working in the forge and dragon riding, coupled with his nearly dry hair. "The water's perfect. Why don't you join me for another swim?"

"I didn't bring any swimming garments" she said.

"Underwear's fine" she smacked his shoulder playfully, getting a slight grimace, but a chuckle out of him. They had grown extremely close over the last three months. Now that they were in a relationship, they spent most of their time together, either in Berk or mapping the surrounding areas outside of Berk with only their dragons as companions.

"What? It's not like I haven't seen you without it" he said.

"Stop it. My mom may have found it funny the first time she found us, but my parents are still traditional. I can tell you right now, if my father was the one who found us like that, you would have jumped out the window on your own."

"Come on, your father likes me" he reasoned.

"Yeah ... when you don't have your hands down my leggings or your tongue in my mouth" she laughed. "So your leg could go in the water no problem?"

"Well, this isn't salt water so, yeah. There aren't any minerals or objects that can get lodged into the mechanisms inside."

"That's good. You can finally go for a swim without removing it anymore" she nudged his shoulder.

"Yeah" he looked up to the sky. They had a good two to three hours before it was dusk. There was no rush to reach home fast. Their parents, Astrid's especially, knew that the two never really went overboard with their time alone ... unsupervised. Or if they did find out that they had been up to actions that were tremendously frowned upon, Hiccup could have his head cut clean off the next time her father saw him.

"How's your training coming along?" she asked. Hiccup couldn't help but groan in annoyance, rewarding him a sympathetic smile from her. "It can't be that bad."

"You have no idea how it is sitting in at meetings with a sixty year old men discussing about plans for next year's harvest, or sorting through the petty arguments some of the villagers have with each other. It definitely doesn't help that my time on Toothless has been reduced" he looked at said dragon, watching him talk with Stormfly. Astrid could only nod in agreement. She didn't know what it was like since she spent most of her time training with her parents and siblings, helping around the house with chores spending time with the group, and soon a comfortable silence had descended upon the two.

However, the two of them were content in each other's company, no talking, just listening to the sounds of the trees leaves rustling against the wind, the sound of their dragons peacefully sleeping near the trees and the view they had in front of them. It was then when Hiccup turned to look at her, admiring the scene before her. It was at this moment that he truly realized he wouldn't have gotten over if he didn't return to Berk. How could he have? She was one of a kind -beautiful, aspiring, kind, caring, stubborn, respectful, role-model for the younger generation of Vikings - and she chose him. It was at this point that she began to notice his fixed stare on her.

"What?" she asked, bringing him out of his trance.

"I never got over you, you know" he blurted out, and since he didn't look surprised himself after he said it, she knew this would be going somewhere. "I could ... never stop thinking about you. From the day I landed on Sharkslane, to the day you found me."

"How could you? I mean ... I was the one who, uh ... destroyed your chances of showing Berk what dragons really are." He smirked in response.

"That ... and that I would never see you again. I was thankful for it, but half of me wanted to see you. You always brightened up my day when you passed by the forge, or me, for that matter. It gave me a reason to keep giving a hundred percent effort in what I do, the machines I create; in the hopes to impress you and attract your attention. But as you know, the only thing I ever got was a disappointed scowl or a cold shoulder."

"I should have said something encouraging instead of belittling you. You were only trying to fit in. I-I thought that by giving you the tough side of life, maybe you'd..." she frowned, looking away from him. This was the first time that they were touching on this subject in a while, and it was clear before that not all was said and done between them.

"No. You were only doing what you thought would help" his hand grabbed a hold of hers. "Anyway, those four years in Sharkslane and traveling - exploring lands to the east and south - despite all the new flavors, smells, sights, people ... you were always somewhere in the back of my mind."

"Come on. I'm sure they're must have been girls who had taken an interest in you. Especially when you hit your growth spurt" she smirked. And for some reason, the thought of other girls getting with _her _Hiccup made her blood boil.

"There were. Ever since I hit my growth spurt, girls of seventeen, eighteen - and a bit younger - were flirting with me, wanting to spend time with me, on Sharkslane and the cities and lands I visited. Ripper convinced me that I should let you go since if I kept telling myself there was no hope with you, especially at that time, then I shouldn't be holding on to the past. I took his advice and tried to date a few girls..." he took a slight pause.

"And?" she asked softly.

"Every time I kissed them ..." she closed her eyes and her hands balled into fists as she looked away, quickly trying to dispel the images of other girls kissing her Hiccup "... I always kept imagining you."

Her hands immediately loosened, opening her eyes and looking at him, unsure.

"No matter how hard I tried to forget you ... my heart wasn't willing to let you go. You still had that power over me, although I had left you miles away in Berk. My heart longed for you, but I just wasn't ready ... or afraid, is a better term ... to see you. I was afraid that not the village, or my dad, but you ... would look at me in hatred, anger, disappointment ... and so on. Heather and Ripper getting married shouldn't have angered me, but it did. I was happy for him, honestly. He married the girl of his dreams and they deserved each other ... and it was their happiness - no matter how I sound like a jealous, hateful idiot - of having their special other that was the last straw. I was upset that I couldn't make you like me back then. I was upset that I didn't try hard enough" he sighed.

"It was never you Hiccup. I never simply opened my eyes ... to see the bo - young man you really were. And I missed out on what could have been an amazing five years" she sighed, intertwining their fingers, causing him to gaze into her eyes. "I missed out seeing you grow into the man you are today. I missed out on exploring my feelings for you earlier in life ... and I missed out on making a new friend-" she looked at Stormfly, who appeared to be sleeping in the shade along with Toothless; their past playfulness at an end for the day. Hiccup followed her gaze and smiled at the sight of their dragons.

"We've both made mistakes that I'm sure we'd give anything to go back and change them ... but at the same time, you don't want to. Because it'll take away the meaning, the significance, of what we have right now" she laid her palm over his heart and planted a light, yet loving kiss on his lips which he had no problem returning. Their lips stayed connected for a good twenty or so seconds before Astrid pulled back and slid off the blanket, leaving a pouting Hiccup on it.

"That swim does sound good right about now, actually" she mentioned, looking at the small lake with her back to him, reaching down to remove her boots. She could feel his eyes gliding over her body as he stared at her in a way that warranted a pummeling for any other man who stared at her the same way.

"It's about two to three hours before the sun sets. We should probably head back" he spoke in a coarse whisper, unable to help his eyes wander over her back and rear.

"You know, we could get this done faster if you just help me undress." He could see the seductive playfulness in her eye as she turned her head ever so slightly to see his reaction when she said that. And just like that, his body seemed to move on its own; pushing himself off their little spot and walking towards her. She didn't need to look back to see him. She was preoccupied in loosening her tunic from her skirt. She smiled when she felt his hands move hers away as they wrapped around the base of her tunic and slowly began pulling it upward. She raised her arms as he pulled it over head, letting it fall onto the ground unceremoniously. Without her saying a word, he loosened her skirt, just enough for it to drop to the ground and he wrapped one arm around her waist, pulling her flush against him.

She released a happy gasp as her rear came in contact with his hips and her back pressed against his firm chest. She sighed when she felt his skin come in contact with hers. She could even feel some of the scars that she had learned to respect and love on him. Instead of horrible memories, she would gaze at them now with admiration. She felt another hand move away her hair, revealing her pristine, pearl-like neck. Without a moment's hesitation he began to leave a gentle trail of kisses, starting from just below her hairline. She couldn't help but lean her head back into his touch, which might have been seen as a silly mistake, as she was reducing the amount of skin he could kiss. But the action opened up her entire neck, and he gladly moved his lips from the back to the sides of her neck.

His other hand trailed up and down her torso while the other pressed her firmly against him. He wanted her to feel and know what she was doing to him. "This is not going to help me get in the water" she sighed from his gentle, yet passionate kisses.

"I had ... other plans, instead" he said swiftly turning her around so she was facing him. Before she could stutter a response, he bent down, grabbed her thighs and lifted her, prompting her to wrap her legs around his waist while he held her by her thighs and the small of her back. With the added elevation, she was now looking down into his eyes, her hair obscuring the midday sun's light from reaching his face, but the added shadows only seemed to define his emerald green eyes even more.

"What did you have in mind?" she asked, cradling his head with one of her hands.

"Shall I show you ... because I really want to..." he muttered, before meeting her lips with his. She tightened her grip on his neck, never wanting to let go. He turned around and walked a few steps to the blanket they were just sitting on and gently laid her down while staying on top; never once breaking lip contact. Her hands began their routine journey of his back. She had pretty much memorized each scar on his back.

She knew which were the whips, the stabs - and which number they were as well. She knew them from the stories he would tell behind each and every one of them, despite they all came during his captivity at the hands of the Romans. But each one had warranted as a punishment for an order he didn't comply with, or a sarcastic remark which the Roman General took as an insult - just to give him an excuse to exact punishment.

"I want you Astrid..." he moaned as he trailed his tongue down her neck and ran his hand suggestively over her thigh.

"I want you too..." she moaned back. "But you know ... how my parents are." He truly did. Her father, especially, wouldn't just sit around when his only daughter was familiarizing herself with her lover's body ... without going too far. However, with the many times they found themselves alone, it was becoming increasingly hard to not go all the way. They were young adults who still didn't know what sex felt like, and probably would not unless Hiccup proposed - and marriage was the last thing the two of them wanted to rush into.

They had been dating for only three or so months; their relationship growing each second they spent in each other's company. Unknown to the village, their friends and parents, they weren't _that _innocent. They had seen each other's bodies. They had performed _other _activities other than sex when they were certain no one would walk in on them.

Now though ... a three hour flight away from Berk, a secret island that they only knew about, no one around for miles ... it seemed like the perfect time to finally perform the act they their customs frowned upon outside of wedlock.

"I want nothing more ... than to feel you, Hiccup" she said as his face hovered over hers. Her body was screaming at her to let him do it. Let him take her and put the fire that was burning the moment she realized she had feelings for him. This was their chance.

"No one will know, Astrid. Our friends, our parents, the village ... no one. The only witness will be this place" he didn't need to gesture to their surroundings. She felt his hands trail down her body. She knew their target. The hem of her leggings. She herself, was trailing hers against his stomach to the hem of his pants. If they were to do this, it would never be able to come undone. No one would know of their actions. Not her parents, not their friends, not the village.

Her hands began untying the knot of string that held his pants up, while looking him in the eye.

"Our little secret" she muttered.

"You mean, _secrets_" he replied as he pulled down her leggings in one swift go, along with the last line of clothing.
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"Ah!" Stormfly's ears caught the distress in her rider's voice. She shot her head up from the nap she was taking, after tiring herself wrestling over a tree with Toothless. She looked around to see where her rider was. However, when her eyes found her, she didn't know what to feel.

"_Toothless!"_ she nudged the Night Fury with her wing.

"_What?"_ he grumbled, standing up and sitting on his haunches, looking at her with irritation. However, he didn't need more words to tell him what was going on. The smell of pheromones from his rider and his mate were abundant in the air. That and the noises his mate was making. He tilted his head, looking at their ... weird position.

_"Well, they're mating"_ he stated softly.

_"Yeah ... but, is it normal for human females to be making noises like that when they mate?"_ she asked him. He could easily tell his friend was concerned for her rider.

_"Relax Stormfly. My rider would never do anything to harm yours. He loves her too much for that. And besides, look on the bright side. They're _actually _mating. Took them long enough to be honest."_

_"Alright, but then answer me this question." _He was ready for it. _"Do you all humans mate like that?"_

_"Maybe. I'm not compl... oh no. Wait. They're switching. Okay, now they're doing it the right way"_ he smiled.

_"Humans can be weird."_


	40. Author's Note

**Author's Note:**

**Well everyone, I have good news for once. I have just published the SEQUEL to _The Past Defines the Future_, and it's called:**

_**I Define Myself**_

**It is an M-Rated story, so I apologize to those who wanted to be T. This story will contain blood, war, battle scenes, and of course, sex. The first chapter is pretty short but don't worry as the second chapter and after that will be the length of the average-sized chapter of TPDTF. **


End file.
